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" The idea of publishing cheap one- volume novels is a good one, and we 
wish the series every success." — Saturday Review. 



VIZETELLY'S ONE-VOLUME. NOVELS. 

BY ENGLISH AND FOREIGN AUTHORS OF REFUTE. 

In Crown 6vo, good readable type t and attractive binding, price 6s. each. 
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THE IRONMASTER; 

OR, LOVE AND PRIDES, 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

Translated without Abridgment fbom the 146th French Edition. 

The above work, which maybe regarded as the greatest literary success 
in any language of recent times, has already yielded its author a profit of 
upwards of £12,000. 

SECOND EDITION. 

NUMA ROUMESTAN; 

OR, JOY ABROAD AND GRIEF AT HOME. 

By ALPHONSE DATJDET. 

Translated bt Mrs. J. G. Latabd. 

" ' Noma Roumestan' is a masterpiece ; it is really a perfect work ; it has no fault, 
no weakness. It is a compact and harmonious whole."— Ma. Hrnry Jambs. 

M * Numa Roumestan ' is a triumph for the art of literary seduction."— Spectator. 

" The interest of the story is sustained from first to last. It has a charm of its own 
which will be felt long after its final page. has been attained." — Morning Post. 

SECOND EDITION. 

COUNTESS SARAH. 

Bt GEORGES OHNET, Author of "The Ironmaster." 
Translated from thb 118th French Edition. 

'* The book contains some very powerful situations and first-rate character-studies.' ' 
Whitehall Review. 

" The translation, which forms one of Vizetelly's capital series of one-volume 
novels, is a vigorous and obviously faithful one, and to an interesting plot must be 
added a number of strongly marked and cleverly drawn characters."— Society. 
* 

SECOND EDITION. 

MR. BUTLER'S WARD. 

By F. MABEL ROBINSON. 

"A charming book, poetically conceived and worked out with tenderness and 
insight."— Afhetueum. 

" ' Mr. Butler's Ward ' is a well-planned and well-executed novel. It is worked out 
w ith much insight and considerable incidental humour."— Academy. 

" ' Mr. Butler's Ward ' is of exceptional merit and interest as a first novel. The 
style is excellent throughout."— Graphic. 
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Courts edition. 
A MUMMER'S WIPE. 

By GEORGE MOORE, Authob of " A Modrbw Loveb." 

«" A Mummer's Wife' is a striking book, clever, unpleasant, realistic. . . The 
woman's character is a very powerful study, and the strolling player, if less original, 
is not less completely presented. ... No one who wishes to examine the subject 
of realism in fiction with regard to English novels can afford to neglect ' A Mummer's 
Wife.' "— Athenceum. 

" ' A Mummer's Wife,' in virtue of its vividness of presentation and real literary 
Bkill, may be regarded as in some degree a representative example of the work of a 
literary school that has of late years attracted to itself a good deal of the notoriety . 
which is a very useful substitute for fame."— Spectator. 

" Mr. Moore shows unquestionable power in telling Kate Lennox's story, and the 
sketch of her second husband— big, frankly sensual, yet good-natured— is probably as 
good as anything of the kind could be,"— Academy. 

"'A Mummer's Wife 'holds at present a unique position among English novels. 
It is a conspicuous success of its kind."— Graphic. 
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OR, LOVE AND LUCRE. 
By JOHN HILL, Authob op "The Watebs of Mabah,"." Sally," &c. 

"It is indubitable that Mr. Hill has produced a strong and lively novel, full of story, 
character, situations, murder, gold-mines, excursions, and alarms. The book wul 
give great pleasure to the ' proud male,' as M. Zola says, and is so rich in promise that 
we hope to receive some day from Mr. Hill a romance which will win every vote."— 
Saturday Review. 

" The story is well worked out, and the characters have each and all a distinct back- 
bone. The strong point of the novel is humour."— Life. 

SECOND EDITION. 

PRINCE SERGE PANINE. 

By GEORGES OHNET, Authob of "The Iboumasteb." 

Tbanslatbd fbom the 110th Fbesch Edition. / 

This is the work that made M. Ohnot's reputation, and was crowned 
by the French Academy. 

BETWEEN MIDNIGHT AND DAWN. 

By INA L. CASSILIS, Authob of "Sooiety's Queen," 
" Stbikoely Wooed : Stbangely Won," &c. 

" It contains a story which possesses something of freshness, and a secret well 
preserved till towards the end. The novel will be found throughout exceedingly 
interesting." — The Queen. 

" The interest begins with the first page, and is ably sustained to the conclusion."— 
Edinburgh Gourant. 

THE THREATENING EYE. 

By E. F. KNIGHT, Authob of "The Cbuise of the Falcon." 

« . . . " When Fortune means to men most good, 

She looks upon them with a threatening eyeS'—Shakesptare. 
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" 'Tis slander, 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Oatvenoms all the worms ot Nile ; whose breath 
Bides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world." 

— Cymbeline. 



" Wer nicht vertrieben seih will, muss vertreiben." 

— Schiller. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



VlZETELLY'S ONE-VOLUME NOVELS. 



X. 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 



BY 



ROBERT LANGSTAFF DE HAVILLAND, M.A., 

AUTHOR OF "KATINKA; OR, UNDER THE VENEER," 
"ENSLAVED," &C. 



LONDON : 
VIZETELLY& CO., 42, CATHERINE STREET, STRAND. 

1885. 



*X6 ^ ' ^ /OMig^edt 




LONDON : 

FEINTED BY J. 8. VIRTUE AND CO., LIMITED, 

CITY ROAD. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



HER SERENE HIGHNESS 

THE PBINCESS FANNY LIECHTENSTEIN, 
THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED 

WITH SINCEREST RESPECT, ADMIRATION, AND 
FRIENDSHIP, 

BY THE AUTHOR. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

JoHtf le Fanntt, a Captain of Horse in H.M.'s army, served 
with distinction in India. The Mutiny over, his regiment 
was ordered home. A few months after landing in England 
John le Fannu married, which was a great mistake, as he was 
pre-eminently not a marrying man ; but he did so despite the 
sage advice of his colonel, who loved him as a son, and the 
* discouraging remarks of his brother officers, with whom he 
was very popular, and took several weeks to find out his 
mistake. 

For the lady of his choice was in many respects charming. 
She was the daughter of old Sir Sigmund Fenwick, late 
Governor of Canadian Kail ways; retired, widowed, pen- 
sioned, knighted, and inhabiting a -big house in Bedford 
Square. 

John le Fannu and his wife Christine generally lived under 
the paternal roof ; and the young husband's regiment was 
quartered in London. Christine was dark and handsome, 
with regular features, glorious eyes, and blue-black hair, her 
mother having been a Spanish lady of blood whom Fenwick 
had married and taken out with him. She was, besides, head 
over ears in love with her husband and let him clearly see it, 
which with most men is very impolitic. 

A boy was born and christened Sigmund Fenwick after his 
maternal grandfather. 

The old gentleman had a second daughter, Agatha, also 
very handsome, a shrew in disposition and the quintessence 
of a mischief-maker, but very fond of her sister when not 
jealous of her, which was, however, often enough. Agatha 
was married to a Dr. Pointgrave, a penniless young Scotch 
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physician, whom she now hated, and who had run away with 
her — after being refused by the elder sister — as the shortest 
road to a fortune, for he had afterwards obtained the old 
man's forgiveness. 

Two years after his son's birth, John le Fannu's regiment 
was unexpectedly ordered back to India. 

It was clearly Christine's duty to follow her husband's for- 
tunes, not to guide them, but at the instigation of her sister 
she persuaded him to sell out and remain in England. 

Thus Captain le Fannu became an idle man and a club 
loafer. He soon got into a little mischief, which was promptly 
made into a big one through the agency of his sister-in-law. 
She it was who, jealous of Christine's love for her husband 
and keenly on the alert for some chance of alienating it all 
to herself, bribed coachman and groom to watch Captain le 
Fannu ; she it was who thus discovered that the idle man had 
formed a liaison with a certain mercenary baggage, the cast- 
off mistress of half-a-dozen men, but skilful withal in wiling 
them for a time and squeezing their purses ; and she it was 
who, instead of hiding the painful discovery from her sister, 
trying the while to bribe off the harpy whilst beseeching John 4 
to pause and consider ere dragging the family into shame, 
lost not a moment before telling her sister of her husband's 
infidelity. 

There was a fine scene ; the deceived wife nearly lost her 
wits for the time, and the upshot of it all was that John went 
off to America with the mercenary baggage, with whom he there 
lived a cat and dog life. For she played him false after the 
manner of her kind, and made him ridiculous. But he was 
fascinated by the wiles of Delilah. 

As soon as he had spent all his money, the woman, who up 
till then had held on to her prey octopus-like, pretending that 
her life and happiness depended on "her tTohn," as she said 
with heart moving sighs, that "her John" was necessary to 
her existence as the air she breathed, and that "her John" 
had never been loved and appreciated till she had met him, 
&c, &c. ; as soon, I say, as the last cheque had been cashed 
and the money spent, she bolted with a rich young fool twenty 
years her junior. 

Then John le Fannu returned to England. 

A reconciliation, the various stages of which it is unneces- 
sary to follow, took place, and the truant was received back 
into his doting wife's arms. It was despicably weak of him 
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of courso and showed a pitiable want of character thus to have 
been kept so long in bondage by a heartless wanton, but it 
must be told as a grain of palliation of his conduct that his 
sister-in-law had made the house a hell for him ere he took 
the rash step, and, moreover, that, on two occasions, when 
Delilah had treated him more shamelessly than usual, had he 
written to England begging his wife for forgiveness and 
swearing reform. And there is no doubt but what the petition 
would have been granted at once but for the younger sister, 
who jealously opposed it. 

Just before tne husband's return, however, Sir Sigmund 
Fen wick died, and the big house in Bedford Square was sold. 
The deserted wife went to live in the country, and now, no 
longer under her sister's immediate influence, made but 
a feeble stand ere ceding to the penitent's entreaties. And 
thus connubial felicity was re-established. 

Things went on well enough for a time. Though the hus- 
band was poor, his wife was not so, Sir Sigmund having left 
each of his daughters a pretty penny. Time is said to work 
wonders in people's sentiments, their loves and hatreds ; and 
doubtless it does so to a great extent. Thus in this case it 
proved so potent a salve that John le Fannu and his sister-in- 
law met and were, officially, friends. 

As time sped on, John le Fannu began slowly to chafe at 
the existence he was leading. With all his good resolves, he 
could not bring himself to have a taste for a domesticated life ; 
such things ne se commandent pas. Besides, it galled him to be 
entirely beholden to his wife for the bread he ate and the coat 
he wore. He tried more than one occupation, but a military 
training ill fits a man either in tastes or knowledge for another 
profession. He lost money — this time his wife's — and one day 
in an access of ill-temper, for her failing health made her very 
nervous and passionate, she taunted him with his dependence. 
Next moment she was at his feet imploring pardon for hasty 
words; but the mischief had been done, and the poisoned 
arrow stuck fast and rankled in the blood. 

About this time *his sister-in-law quarrelled with her hus- 
band, who certainly was a most self-sufficient and egotistical 
man, unlovable as -a bison, and came to stay for some time 
with her sister. It was curious — though not so rare in the 
annals of woman's capricious nature — that this one began to 
take a fancy for her brother-in-law, whom she had all along 
so sturdily hated — a fancy which soon grew up and ripened 
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into something far more'pronounced. John le Fannu, on his 
side cursed with more passion than will, began to melt under 
the furtive fire of his old enemy's looks. He was in a sulky, 
desperate mood with his life, and there seemed to him an 
irresistibly attractive charm, somehow delightful by reason of 
its very strangeness, in this " friendship." 

Looks led to whispered words, at first half in jest, but soon 
more earnestly, which made both ashamed. The exact mea- 
sure of their delinquency who can tell ? Christine suspected 
nothing till one day she chanced to overhear a remark which 
was certainly susceptible of more than one meaning. In her 
state of mind and nerves, and with the past still vivid in her 
memory, it is small wonder that the worst possible construc- 
tion was lent to words which, perhaps, meant little enough 
after all — soyom charitable* ! Be that as it may, it is a sad 
fact that this discovery proved to be the deathblow to the 
wife's failing health. It shattered her. That night, after a 
terrific scene, she became delirious, and brain fever set in. 
Three weeks later her husband followed her coffin in the 
churchyard, and stood beside the grave with a heart full of 
remorse and sadness. He could hardly do less. Owing to 
Christine's sudden illness the scandal never got abroad, as 
it certainly would have otherwise. The ravings of a fever- 
stricken sufferer went for little ; and if, perchance, a doctor 
or two, a nurse, or the servants had their suspicions, their 
unconfirmed conjectures travelled not afield, however long- 
lived they may have been in the breasts where they grew. 
This took place at Henley-on-Thames, and soon after- 
wards Mrs. JPointgrave dutifully returned to her husband in 
London. 

John le Fannu went on living in Henley with his son, a 
child of six when his mother died. Fishing, shooting, and 
reading were the widower's chief amusements. Of business 
he had had enough. But time hung heavily on his hands, 
for he shunned the society of the place, fancying, and perhaps 
not all too wrongly, tliat people nad some faint idea of the 
circumstances attending his wife's death. At last, from 
weariness and the want of some stronger emotion, than the 
catching of pike, he hearkened to a London friend, a stock- 
broker, and was induced to embark £4,000 '(his late wife 
had in her fond affection very foolishly appointed hun sole 
trustee for the money she left her son) in a speculation. 
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This collapsed, and a good slice of his son's money vanished 
into thin air. 

John le Fannu became very depressed, he now seldom left 
the house, and still more seldom addressed anyone, save when 
absolutely necessary. His home circle just then consisted of 
his son and his son's tutor, a Cambridge sizar, who had been 
procured during the Long Vacation to instil the rudiments of 
Latin and Greek into Master Sigmund's wild pate. Richard 
Notch was the young fellow's name, the son of an old comrade 
in arms of Le Fannu's. He was now reading at the University, 
and meant to take holy orders, though for that matter there 
was little holiness about him ; but he was very pleasant com- 
pany, and became a favourite with his employer. 

When October came round Richard Notch returned to his 
own studies at the University, and Sigmund was sent to the 
Henley Grammar School. Thus, as the days shortened and 
the rich hues of summer merged into the ruddy brownness of 
autumn, John le Fannu was left alone with his thoughts in 
his country house. 

It was a melancholy prelude to winter that year, and when 
he came he was rugged and blastful with a triple battery of 
storm and ice. But ere he arrived himself, his forerunner, 
late autumn, brought dull succession of sulky leaden days, 
with many a weary spell of fine rain and sighing winds, like 
the dank gust of an open grave ; and then a sullen lull and 
feeling of waiting as though nature's circulation had stopped. 
There was hardly a fine warm day, stragglers from the 
perished army of summer ; and the fallen leaves rustled not 
crisply in road and wood, but became a moist mass, whilst a 
wan breath hung about the half-naked branches, and the 
trunks were slippery with lichen and slug and snail. From 
the middle of the old bridge the river, down towards Fawley 
Court, looked like an unrolled strip of lead. 

As the days dragged by, John le Fannu became more and 
more depressed. His son used to .come from school every 
Saturday afternoon and spend twenty-four hours at home. 
On and on, on and on rolled the father's weary existence, and 
his state of mind was now distinctly morbid. At last, towards 
the beginning of December, he could not bring himself even 
to see his son. All sorts of strange fancies and anxieties took 
possession of him ; he feared he would murder his child in a 
lit of madness, he would batter in his head or rush with him 
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down to the water and cast him in. On one of his rare walks 
abroad it even occurred to him that a certain spot on the bank 
where the water ran swift and deep would be a good place ; 
then he hurried away shuddering. There was his old sword 
hanging over the study fireplace, and of this trusty friend he 
conceived a horror lest haply the demon of his brain should 
force him to use it against his child. He shut his eyes and 
saw himself cleaving the boy's skull. He took down the steel 
from where it hung and locked it in an old chest, the key of 
which he threw away. 

The Christmas holidays were close at hand, and the shat- 
tered man now dreaded his son's return home. 

Deeper and deeper grew his gloom, further and further 
swerved the balance of his unhinged fancies. Sleep left him, 
or when it came after long watchings and sheer prostration, 
it was tenanted with grim phantoms of fantastic horror. As 
the day approached for the boy's return, the alarm and misery 
of soul increased terribly. " There is no doubt but what a 
fate pursues me. I was the cause of his mother's death, and 
I am doomed to be the cause of his," thought he. "A curse 
is on me ; it were better to kill myself than him — it is my only 
escape." And so on the eve of Sigmund's coming home the 
lonely man blew out his brains and lay a corpse across his 
study floor as the first chill rays of winter's daylight paled 
the drawn blinds of the room, slowly conquering the dying 
light of the lamp. 

It chanced that no one heard the report of the fatal shot, 
and the dead man's habits had been so lonely and retired that 
the dread deed was not discovered when, on the morning of 
his Christmas vacation, Sigmund rushed joyfully into the 
house and made for his father's study. He burst into the 
room and almost fell over the rigid form across his way. The 

i'oyful words of greeting were already on his lips, "Papa, 
Lere lam!" when his eyes fell upon the awful sight. 33ut 
he thought at first that his parent was ill, or maybe only 
asleep, and knelt down beside him. Then a chilling picture 
met his eyes, all the fell details of a closer inspection ; still in 
his boyish inexperience and redundancy of life it took a 
minute or two for him to grasp the truth ; he iancied that his 
parent was the victim of thieves and assassins. But at last 
he apprehened the situation in all its ghastly nakedness and 
reality. The truth flashed upon him as ne was kneeling 
beside his father's body, and great fear came over the boy 
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and seemed to soak into the very marrow of his bones. He 
tried to rise and fly, but leaden horror weighed him down as 
in some fearful dream when limbs seem paralysed and name- 
less ghosts pursue. The boy's eyes turned in agony on the 
dead face ; numbing anxiety seized his soul lest those cold thin 
hands should move and clutch him. At last he crawled away 
on hands and knees, and as he neared the door stifled voice 
once more found vent. Yell after yell filled the house and 
speedily brought assistance. 
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CHAPTEE II. 

Sigmund was a boy of considerable precocity of intelligence, 
and still more of much sensitiveness, and this day's shock left 
an indelible scar on the moral frame. Never till the hour of 
his death did that picture fade from his memory, but ever and 
anon in the lull of life's battle did it recur, f earful and phan- 
tomlike. The immediate effect of the scare was a severe ill- 
ness with brain fever, very like that which had carried off his 
mother, and in fact John le Fannu came near to doing that 
the morbid fear of which had hurried him into the grave, 
for he almost killed his son with nervous shock. Still I do 
.not think that Sigmund had ever loved his sire with the pas- 
sionate devotion which even as a child of six he had lavished 
on his mother. 

John le Fannu had rarely met his sister-in-law since the 
day of his wife's funeral. Their " weakness " had been fairly 
scared out of them by its sudden discovery, the fatal conse- 
quences following thereon and the hair's-breadth escape from 
a horrible public esclandre. But on the suicide's table was 
found a letter addressed to Mrs. Pointgrave, and its effect was 
to bring that lady down to Henley. She went to the funeral 
and wept into the grave, for all these sensational events amply 
sufficed to exalt all illicit fancy into a grande passion, and 
she perhaps persuaded herself that deceased had taken the 
great leap through love of her. 

***** 

Besides his town residence in Brook Street, Dr. Pointgrave 
possessed a country house in Kent, and thither young 
Sigmund was taken as soon as he could be moved. He was 
treated not unkindly by his aunt and uncle. The former took 
him into extreme affection after her manner, which was, how- 
ever, of a somewhat spasmodic type, but Pointgrave, though 
superficially affable, felt a sort of itching jealousy or envy of 
the boy. For Sigmund was a thorough little gentleman (Le 
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Fannu was an ancient Channel Island family), which his 
aunt's husband had never been, and was, moreover, com- 
mencing life with a decent sum of money of his own, some 
£14,000 to wit. Besides, his grandfather, Sir Sigmund Fen- 
wick, had so made his will that in case his daughter Agatha 
left no issue she should have but a life interest in her share 
of the money, which should be kept in trust for her sister's 
child or children ; and this fact rankled in Pointgrave's breast, 
for he was childless. The doctor was at this time a rising 
man by reason of a very creditable knowledge of his business, 
backed by much energy, unbounded impudence, and self- 
laudation. His name was rapidly becoming known in the 
profession and amongst those afflicted with the ailments he 
had made it a speciality to treat. He wrote much and talked 
more, and his enemies amongst his colleagues were legion, for 
he upset accepted views and dogmas, he enunciated new 
theories and practised novel modes of treatment, to the horror 
of fine old crusted British prejudice, though doubtless to the 
relief of human suffering. A goodly line of carriages stood 
before his door of an afternoon, his waiting-rooms were 
crowded, and that quiet study with its green furniture and 
outlook over an ancient garden must have heard and seen 
strange things. Professionally his merit was acknowledged 
by many — though there were not wanting those who dubbed 
him a charlatan — but personally speaking he was unpopular 
to a degree, and the unpopularity grew apace with his rise in 
the world. For the man was cursed with a right unlovable 
nature, an utter want of manly camaraderie, an irrepressible 
bumptiousness, and a perfectly stifling consciousness of his 
own importance. Where he did not hate or fear he despised, 
and he had a happy knack of snubbing all those who withheld 
adulation. His satellites he patronised with nauseous conde- 
scension. He would be unhappy and ill at ease in any society 
where he heard not constantly the sound of his own voice, and 
always managed to shift round the conversation to the subject 
of his own career. He was much more at home with women 
than with men, and possessed rather a happy manner with his 
patients, who were almost exclusively of the " weaker " sex ; 
'twas a kind of fatherly and sympathetic way, worked up with 
discreet gravity and spiced with an occasional pretty speech 
delivered most soothingly. It simply charmed the sentimental 
old maids and hysterical young matrons, who furnished such 
a large contingent to his clientele. These swore by " dear Dr. 
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Pointgrave," whom they vowed to bo the nicest of physicians, 
and it was therefore all the more curious that on two or three 
occasions there should have floated round the faintest of re- 
ports of a not altogether satisfactory nature ; whispers requiring 
indeed, as it were, a moral microphone to make them audible, 
but still low uneasy sighings of the breath of Rumour. They 
very properly obtained no credence and died away, though 
only to rise again and again. Still those who heard of it 
laughed when one morning Dr. Pointgrave' s front door was 
found to be embellished with a sketch of the " nicest of 
physicians " undergoing personal chastisement at the hands 
of an outraged gentleman of martial mien. 

With regard to Mrs. Pointgrave, that lady and her lord lived 
in a state of chronic mobilisation. Now and then, indeed, a 
little artillery duel was indulged in, when the " retort cour- 
teous" was for the time lost sight of in the smoke of anger. 
Madam would ask her Maker what could have induced her 
to marry such a man as this, whilst he would send back a 
counter shot of equally doubtful taste. But the result of the 
engagement was always that the combatants retired with only 
slight casualties and soon demanded a pourparler. Each went 
his way ; Madam did very much what she pleased, and some 
people wondered why, for Pointgrave was not the man to 
stand it willingly. She would absent herself for days and 
even weeks at the houses of friends, and Pointgrave, who 
toadied to "the world " with fawning subserviency, fancied 
that " people talked." But when he remonstrated with his 
wife she would answer, "I shall do just as I like, William," 
and the remark was accompanied by a meaning look. Then 
the " nicest of physicians" would retire to the green study 
and for a time wear an expression which would have quite 
scared the sentimental old maids and hysterical young 
matrons, his patients. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

Two years elapsed ere it was considered advisable to send 
Sigmund to school once more, for the boy's nerves were quite 
unstrung by the horrible shock they had undergone. This 
was most plainly manifested by the want of good refreshing 
sleep. Night was a period of terror, and nothing would in- 
duce him to occupy a room by himself. More than once in 
the hours of darkness did he rouse the house by his screams 
on waking from vision-haunted dreams. Once he walked in 
his sleep, and it was on the occasion of a servant dying in 
the house. The boy rose from his bed and slowly left the 
room, traversed dark passages and ascended the stairs, up 
and up to the garrets and into the lonely chamber of death, 
pausing not till he stood by the yet open coffin. The first 
grey of morning streaked the sky and cheerless light entered 
by the open window. Some noise without awoke him as he 
stood, and once more his system received a fearful shock. 

It almost killed him, and, what was worse, it nearly deprived 
him of reason. But sweet boyhood is full of vitality, and poor 
Sigmund's mind and body recovered tone enough to warrant 
his uncle, who was also his guardian, in sending him once 
more to school. 

This time a large preparatory place for the army, civil ser- 
vice, &c, was selected at Sigmund's earnest request, for his 
old friend and tutor, Richard Notch, who had now taken his 
degree and holy orders to boot, was a master at this school, 
which was, moreover, close to London. 

Sigmund was at first rather a backward boy, although he 
had not remained quite idle at home, and those of the class 
into which he was placed were mostly younger than he ; but 
his abilities were great and his pride to match, so that he soon 
made good this deficiency, and not only went up into classes 
with boys of his own years, but ere long passed on to the 
ranks of those who were nearly all his seniors. This and the 
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fact of his intimacy with Notch tended much to separate him 
from boys of his own age ; his natural disposition favoured 
this too, for his heart seemed older than its years. There was 
something " unsociable " about him, arising partly from shy- 
ness, perhaps, but also in great measure due to a want of 
sympathy in the pursuits and interests of boyhood. With 
those of his own years he somehow felt out of place and 
awkward, and was consequently unpopular. There was little 
of the sanguine optimism of early youth in him, little of its 
mischievous playfulness or fresh redundancy of animal spirits. 
And yet was there none of that nauseous precocity one meets 
with in some boys who do not get on with their equals. He 
did not ape the rout or assume the airs of a blast young rake ; 
in a word, he was not vicious. Still, with his good looks and 
strange habits, he got the reputation of being so, and the 
fallacy even reached the head master, who one day observed, 
" That Le Fannu is a curious boy ; he is very talented, but 
there is something unwholesome about him. I must watch 
him and severely check any signs of it." 

Sigmund was of a very sensitive and impressionable nature, 
keenly alive to kindness and cruelty. There was, perhaps, a 
certain effeminacy about him in many things ; he was no liar, 
but still he possibly prevaricated, though very rarely, under 
the influence of strong pressure. Who will not ? 

His affections were strong and lasting, and his dislikes 
equally so. Generally collected and deliberate, an assault on 
his amour propre would rouse him to fury, and then ungovern- 
able passion seized him, rendering him for a time wholly 
irresponsible for his actions. For all this, Southern apathy 
and acquiescence underlay his nature, and there were in him 
the germs of that feeling which bids a man ask himself cut 
bono? — a fatal energy-numbing mood, indeed, unless out- 
weighed by strong incentive to be up and doing. 

He was highly imaginative, and his sense of humour very 
marked, so that the boy was of a right satirical turn of 
mind. 

In person Sigmund had been very kindly dealt with by 
Nature ; sum him up as a pretty boy with dark brown eyes 
and a flushing cheek, curly hair almost black, a Cupid's 
mouth, and comely frame. 

Like many nervous and imaginative natures, Sigmund's 
was very open to the effects of sounds and scents ; they 
strongly awakened his power of association, so that a tune or 
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an odour could vividly recall the scenes and surroundings in 
which it had been formerly experienced. 

Thus one morning, about a month before the Christmas 
holidays — the boy had been two years at the school — the 
winter's sun shining on sodden leaves drew from them a 
strange musty smell. Sigmund had been working very hard 
for the examinations, and had three or four prizes almost 
within his grasp. He had overdone it a little, and was ner- 
vous and fagged. It was also autumn time, when, partly 
from the grey decay of the year, partly from memory of the 
great tragedy which had shaken his whole system, he was 
more impressionable than usual. And this smell of rotting 
leaves on a sunny-tearful day of early winter flashed up the 
recollection of that terrible morn when, running joyfully into 
his father's sudy, he almost stumbled against a lifeless form. 
For on that fatal morning the sun had shone through early 
snow and the dead leaves had sent up the same musty steam. 
The village bells had also been carolling for a weddiug, and 
to-day they were ringing for church, for it was a Saint's day. 
What would a healthy, rough, bluff boy have thought of this 
coincidence ? Just nothing. He would not even have noticed 
it, but would have rushed to " bag " one of the " fives courts," 
or bestirred himself to secure some drop kicks at the football 
"punt-about." But poor Sigmund' s nature had received a 
cruel blow at that impressionable age when childhood touches 
boyhood, and the smitten plant yet felt the shock. 

And thus the whole ghastly picture shone before his mental 
vision by the association induced through the senses. It clung 
to him all day, though the poor boy did what he could to 
shake it off. The numbing fear of the fatal morn in Henley 
seemed to creep stiflingly round him, cloying and weighing 
him down„ In vain he argued with himself, in vain he tried 
to fix all his mind on his work, senseless anxiety held him 
fast. "Are you seedy, Le Fannu?" asked one of his few 
friends. " I bet, now, you've been trying to smoke, and it's 
turned you up." That evening at chapel Sigmund prayed 
desperately, u God ! save me from being ill again ! " But 
it did not seem of much use, and as night approached his fears 
increased. 

The dormitory he occupied held four beds, but to-niffht two 
of the boys, brothers; were away for their monthly holiday 
from Saturday to Monday. Sigmund and the other boy would 
thus be the only occupants of the room. But what was his horror 
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on entering the sleeping-chamber to find that the last boy was 
gone too, having been called home by the sudden illness of a 
relation, to-night of all others, when he felt so miserably 
neryous ! ^The chill of senseless fear seized with a grip on his 
heart, he felt sick with dread, he knew not of what. 

At first the noise of a couple of hundred boys retiring to rest, 
with the necessary accompaniment of pranks and laughter, 
could be heard down the long corridors, but at the stroke of 
ten out went the gas, and ere long perfect stillness prevailed. \ 

Sigmund, half undressed, stood near the door, eagerly 
listening for any sound, and what he heard was the beating 
of his own heart. The grating noise of a chimney-pot as it 
turned in the gusty night wind threw him into a sweat of 
agony. Every now and again the room was light or dark as 
the clouds drifted past the moon. At length the boy lay down 
and dozed off for a time, then he awoke with a start, and the 
shadow of the mullioned window fell fantastic on the next 
bed. With quaking steps Sigmund crept to the door and 
opened it. Common sense and pride had withheld him so far, 
but now fear conquered. It was almost pitch dark in the 
corridor as he felt his way along. He meant to knock at 
Notch's door and implore him, under promise of deepest 
secrecy — for the poor fellow was ashamed of his own weak- 
ness — to allow him to pass the night in his room. But as he 
went along groping in the darkness he heard footsteps, and a 
light appeared at the end of the passage. He hurried on and 
opened a door which he thought to be his friend's. All was 
darkness as he slid noiselessly into the room. The footsteps 
came nearer and nearer. Next moment the door opened, and 
he found himself face to face with the head master. 

"What are you doing here, sir ? " 

Sigmund could not bring himself to tell the real reason of 
his strange conduct, he was ashamed to confess his fears, and 
so he made answer, " Please, sir, I have mistaken my room." 

" Nonsense ! Your dormitory is No. 26, at the other end 
of the corridor. You are lying to me, Le Fannu. I ask you 
again what brought you here ? " 

Sigmund now perceived, for the first time, that he was not 
in Notch's room at all. In the haste and darkness he. had 
entered the adjacent chamber where slept one of the older 
boys, a rather rowdy fellow of about eighteen, who had twice 
failed for Woolwich, and nearly been expelled the previous 
term for some discreditable escapade* 
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"'Follow me, sir ! " quoth the Head in blood-curdling tones, 
all the more terrible by reason of their frigid quietness. 

Silently did these two pass down the lonely passage till 
Sigmund's door was reached. The Head made one remark, 
which was, " Ah, I see you are alone to-night ! " Then, after 
a pause, ' ' You will come to my study to-morrow after prayers." 

He left, locking the door behind him. 

Bodily fear now jostled mental torture in the boy's mind, 
but it was the less unbearable of the two, and from fatigue he 
at last fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Next morning he was soundly birched, so soundly that the 
whipping almost amounted to an act of cruelty. But Sigmund 
never winced, though it was the first castigation he had ever 
received at the hands of pedagogism. He might have saved 
his skin by confessing all and removing a misconception, and, 
all his pride notwithstanding, or perhaps in consequence of 
that very pride, he would have done so had he known what 
was passing in the Head's head. But he did not. Sigmund 
preserved a sullen silence and wonderingly knelt down to re- 
ceive his " swishing." 

There are some boys who derive more harm than good from 
the rod — many such indeed. It brutalises not a few of them, 
frightening them out of their wits at first and then cloud- 
ing their quick susceptibilities with angry shame. The cane 
and birch are going out of fashion, and rightly so. The old 
notion that the more stick a boy gets the better, is gone. But 
the theory of our grandfathers was not so blind and brutal as 
it would at first seem. I venture to advance the opinion that 
the boys of yore were not quite the same as the boys of to- 
day, and for the simple reason that the conditions of life of 
this generation are very different from those of the old time. 
Civilisation has produced early development (shall we call it 
precocity? ) in youth. Finer feelings are more frequent, sus- 
ceptibilities more awakened, than in the rough and ready 
youth of the " good old days." Whether this be a blessing 
or a curse I know not, but believe it to be a fact. The number 
of boys likely to be morally injured by a beating at the hands 
of a master has increased, and discernment is far more neces- 
sary than it was half a century ago. But to return. 

In this case at least the rod spoiled the child, Solomon not- 
withstanding. Sigmund left that study a changed lad. The 
gibes of his schoolmates — for the boy's pale face and the tear 
quivering in the eye as he passed down the schoolroom con- 
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firmed a report that LeFannu was " in for a hot swishing " — 
added vinegar to the wound of burning injustice under which 
he felt himself smarting. The story got abroad later on, 
and as Sigmund was standing alone and wretched in the play- 
ground after an untasted breakfast, he heard the word 
' ' spoon " flung after him. ' ' Come here, " mockingly laughed 

a boy of ill fame, " and tell me all about it. And so you " 

but a cry of pain drowned the rest, for another boy with a 
racket bat had taken a shot and driven the ball— hard as 
wood — so that it struck Signiund on the cheek. 

" What a chouse ! " laughed the first boy derisively. 
" Come here, dear, and let me make it well." 

But the taunt added to the pain lashed Sigmund to fury. 
Blind rage, which was not of the English blood in his body, 
overcame him. He attacked the boy who had mocked him, 
attacked him literally tooth and nail. He bit and struck and 
kicked, he hammered and yelled with passion, and the 
onslaught was so sudden that down went the big bully, 
aspirant to the designations "fast" and "knowing," and 
came in for a pretty mauling. 

• The affair was stopped by Notch, who chanced to pass by. 
It was the first he had seen of Sigmund since the " unplea- 
santness " in the Head's study, but he had heard of it, and now 
anxiously asked for details. 

" What is all this I hear, my dear Le Fannu ? " he said, 
when he had got the excited boy into his study and soused 
the throbbing temples with cold water. "What did the 
Doctor cane you for?" Sigmund was still trembling with 
excitement, and the blood from a cut in the lip trickled down 
the chin. He now burst out crying, and between sobs 
managed to get out : " Birched, Notch ; birched ! not caned — 
— much worse — the — I could have stood the cane be — better 
— bat the birch! To have to undress before — hi — . The 
shame — the crying shame ! — and — and I am lacerated ! " a 
long word, after which he broke down altogether and wept 
convulsively. 

" But what were you up to to get such a tanning ? You're 
not mischievous, Sigmund." 

It took a good ten minutes to extract the boy's secret, 
but at last he confessed how the whole thing had happened. 

"I see it all ; I understand it now," quoth Notch. " It is 
a disgusting shame, and old Sidebottham acted like an ass, 
although he no doubt thought he was doing for the best." 
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" Why for the best?" demanded Sigmund indignantly; 
" is it such an awful thing to be out of one's room ? What 
harm was I doing ? I've never felt like I do now. I could 
kill that inf " 

" Nonsense. It was all a mistake, and I shall speak to the 
Doctor myself." 

But Sigmund almost threw himself on his knees in his 
anxiety as he begged his friend to keep the secret to himself, 
so that at last Notch had to promise not to say anything 
about it. 

Bufc although adhering to the letter of his word, the young 
man took the earliest opportunity of favouring his superior 
with his views on the affair, and neither the tone nor the 
language seemed to please, for old Sidebottham made short 
answer, and the gist of it was very near the surface and not 
at all wrapped up in softening phrases. It amounted to the 
trite remark, " Mind your own business," and the result was 
that before quitting the Doctor's august presence Notch 
resigned his post in the school. 

" I have chucked up my place here, Sigmund," he said to 
his friend that evening. 

" Ob, I am sorry ! " was the hearty answer. 

" Thank you." 

" Are you going off at once ? " 

" No, I must remain till the end of the term." 

Notch was mathematical master of the upper Third Form, 
and Sigmund had been under him the term before but was 
now in the Fourth. The boy had great talents for mathe- 
matics, drawing, modern languages, and chemistry, and the 
prizes' he stood in to win were in these fields of learning; 
classics, however, he cared not a button for, or rather he 
disliked them heartily. 

But a thing happened which, added to the unfortunate 
affair of the birching, utterly crushed poor Sigmund's energy 
and ambition. 

He was put into Coventry. 

The boy whom he had so " rounded on " was popular after 
a fashion by reason of a certain jovial devil-may-care way, and, 
strange to say, he played well up at football (at least his game 
" looked" well, though some said that he had a knack of 
working his way through the scrimmages without incurring 
much personal risk). A meeting of boys took place that same 
evening in the classical room, and a majority decided that 

Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 27 

young Le Fannu should be put into Coventry till the end of 
term. Misapprehension of the boy's conduct in the affair 
for which he had been punished caused many to vote for his 
ostracism who would not otherwise have done so. Some even 
opined " that young Le Fannu ought to have a good thrash- 
ing," but the monitors quashed this motion. 

" Nobody will speak to me, Notch ! " cried Sigmund, rush- 
ing into his friend's room. " What is the matter ? What 
have I done ? " 

"Done? my poor boy; nothing. Do not mind it. By 
Jove, I'd like to give that old ass Sidebottham a licking ! The 
brute ! It is all his fault. He is as fitted to be a — a butcher, 
as a schoolmaster — tetter in fact ! " Notch sided so thoroughly 
with his friend that he earned for himself a sturdy meed of 
unpopularity too, and was hissed when he appeared in school. 

"By gad! I'm glad I am going to leave this place! " he 
exclaimed. 

" But what shall I do next term without you ? " 

" Try and not come back." 

"Indeed I will. But do you think uncle will take me 
away if I ask him ? Oh, do speak to him in the holidays ! " 

" I will ; but I do not think he likes me." 

" He likes nobody — unless they flatter him." 

" You are a sharp boy, Sigmund." 

The banishment into which our hero had been sent acted 
most disastrously on his nature, calling forth all that was 
worst in him. It made him sulky and defiant ; he became 
sullen and morose, careless in his work, and bitter at heart. 

"It will, perhaps, be the saving of the lad," quoth Dr. 
Sidebottham in owl-like wisdom and shortsightedness ; "it 
will convince him that such things are detested in my esta- 
blishment. But he is turning sulky and idle ; I must correct 
that," and the owl thought of his canes and birches. 

Notch observed his friend with heartfelt grief and pity. It 
wanted now but a fortnight to the final examinations, and he 
took the boy by the arm and walked him out of the gates. 

" Let us go for a stretch to the Windmill," he said. " No- 
thing like exercise ; and besides I have something to say to 
you." 

As they passed out on to the great common a batch of boys 
engaged in buying "tuck " from the licensed pastry-man and 

goisoner of the establishment turned and stared at them, 
ome laughed, and some hissed, and one called out behind a 
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tart, ' * Notch and his ewe lamb ! " f or ill-feeling ran very high 
on the question. 

The usher stopped short and got very pale. He strode up 
to the boy, a big hulking fellow, with no more brains than a 
football, and doubtless more foolish than • malicious, seized 
him by the collar and belaboured his ears with open hand till 
his own fingers became numb. 

There was a monitor, or censor, .standing by, who specially 
disliked Notch for having presumed to report him for making 
one of the smaller boys very drunk at a public-house a year 
before, but who had Hed himself off by declaring that the boy 
had fallen ill in the road, and that he had taken him into the 
" Swan " to restore him ; a tale which the precocious young 
pickle had of course corroborated. This censor now inter- 
fered with the words : " You have no right to strike a boy as 
an under master," and Notch in anger bid him hold his 
tongue. 

"I shall report you to the Doctor, as you reported me," 
retorted the censor. 

' ' Confound your impertinence, sir ! but I should not invent a 
tissue of lies to get off, as you did, were I even in the wrong." 

"I told no lies. Moreover, I think that you, as a master, 
should be ashamed of yourself, harbouring that young black- 
guard when he has been put into Coventry. You must 
expect to be laughed at, and not try to play the bully. It 
won't do ! " 

Notch was perhaps very wrong so far to forget his cloth 
and his tutorial dignity, but the situation was certainly exas- 
perating. 

He struck the censor. 

This one did not " take his licking " meekly, but squared 
up at once. And now there occurred a regular "mill" 
between a master, who was, moreover, in holy orders, and one 
of the boys, albeit a senior. However, it lasted not long, but 
was stopped after three rounds, by which time the censor had 
got rather severe punishment. Notch's nose had received a 
tap with the usual result. 

<( Come along out now, Sigmund," said he with panting 
voice, "I have given these fellows my opinion practically, 
and now I have something to say to you. And it must be 
said to-day more than ever, for after this business I should 
not be surprised if old Sidebottham denied me the honour of 
his patronage even for the few days the term has still to run," 
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" I wish lie would send me away too ; I hate this plaoe." 

"I will do my utmost to persuade your uncle. And now 
what I want to say is, work hard for the examinations ; I see 
you have been careless of late, and I can understand your 
mood. But pull yourself together, Sigmund ; make an effort 
and finish up well. You were almost sure of four prizes ; you 
do not mean to let them slip ? " 

" I don't care a fig any more. Everything may go to " 

" Humbug ! I ask you now as a personal favour to do 
your best. I shall more easily persuade your uncle to take 
you away if you finish off the term brilliantly." 

" I don't see that at all. He is far more likely to insist on 
my remaining here if I do well than if I do badly." 

However, Notch at last made his friend promise to "put 
on the steam," as he phrased it, and to do his best. 

I have not yet described Notch, and may as well do so now, 
as we see him strolling over the common near the shooting 
butts. He was broad shouldered and shortish, his hair was 
sandy and his beard full, the heavy moustache hanging down 
and giving a walrus expression to the face. The nose was 
nondescript, and the* mouth large but firm; forehead high, 
and eyes especially remarkable, large and dark brown, steady 
and kindly of expression, though rather satirical and mis- 
chievous at times. Moreover, he was an excellent mimic, 
and could recall a person's voice and manner with striking 
fidelity.- Morally Notch was the best-hearted fellow you 
could wish to meet ; a jewel of a temper, and of short memory 
where an injury to himself was concerned. With all which 
he was a bit sceptical, being sure of the great number of 
scamps in the world. Of excellent nerves and a cool temper, 
he was naturally pugnacious, though for the mere love of a 
row ; but then he was half Irish, and that says everything. 

He had been quite correct in predicting that his stay at the 
school would be very brief after the affair of that day, for an 
" animated " interview with his chief an hour later was fol- 
lowed by his departure the next morning. Now it was that 
Sigmund most keenly felt the cruel effects of being "cut" 
by everybody. Not a word did he exchange with a soul save 
the masters in school time. In his lonely walks he sometimes 
felt forced to talk aloud to himself. Then the anomaly and 
wretchedness of his position would forcibly strike him, and 
he wept bitter tears. But he kept his promise to his friend, 
and worked with all his might, which made the Eev. Owl 
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say: " You see it was all that Mr. Notch who was ruining 
the boy and making him idle." 

Breaking-up day was close at hand, and most of the exami- 
nations over, though the lists were not yet out, when one 
afternoon Sigmund was standing listlessly in the cricket-field 
after dinner. He had worked till his head ached, and would 
have dearly liked to join in some game, and speak a few 
words to any one. He felt half mad at the treatment to which 
he was subjected. 

The usual "punt-about " was going on, and just then the 
football came his way. He was about to take a refreshing 
drop-kick, when the boy whom he had attacked the morning 
of the " swishing" shouted out — 

<r Put that ball down, you — young — " using some very 
choice language to convey his behest. 

But Sigmund took his drop-kick, and next moment received 
a ringing clout on the ear. He turned and furiously struck 
out at the tyrant. 

"A fight ! a fight ! " called the other boys in glee. 

"Now that young beggar Le Fannu will get a licking," 
and they closed round. 

"Go to the oak-tree," called one, "they will be seen 
here ;" and the crowd adjourned thither. The oak-tree stood 
in a secluded corner of the field, and was the traditional 
place for the settlement of pugilistic differences. 

This pause was the salvation of Sigmund, for it gave him 
time to pull himself together and master his blind rage. He 
called to mind some words of Notch's, "A man in a passion 
is heavily handicapped. If ever you have a row with words 
or fists, keep cool." The boy was bigger and older than he, 
though being a bully he was also a coward. 

Coats, waistcoats, and collars were cast aside, and the com- 
batants stood face to face. 

" Who's going to second young Le Fanau? " called some 
one. 

There was no answer. 

"I require no second," said Sigmund bitterly. Curbed 
rage and a feeling of desperation made him say to himself : 
" I'll stick to this till I drop." 

A moment later he was in the thick of it, and his adversary 
slogging away with more vigour than skill. Sigmund fought 
rather shy at first. 

"the young brute is funking," called the crowd; "let 
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him have it Stodgera ! (Such was the boy's name.) Sigmund 
received a " right-hander," which cut his lower lip. "Bravo, 
Stodgers ! " called the crowd ; but next instant they were silent, 
when their hero got a full left-hander on the nose, and the 
blood flowed briskly. 

Foul language began to flow too, and Stodgers made a rush 
for his enemy and kicked at him. 

" Shame ! ". called a few voices ; but he got wilder still 
when he received a second blow, the very, counterpart of the 
firstr - -Stodgers 1 second saw t6 the wounded nose, but there 
was no one to hold a wet sponge to Sigmund* s mouth. At 
last some of the boys whispered together, and then one of 
them advanced with water. " Have some of this, Le Fannu," 
he said. It was the first kind word he had heard from a 
schoolfellow, and he burst into tears. 

Needless to follow the fight. Enough if it be recorded that 
there were four rounds, and that Sigmund thrashed the bully, 
much to every one's surprise, his own most of all. It was 
strange that of the five blows he succeeded in landing on his 
adversary's unprepossessing countenance four alighted full 
on the nasal organ ; the fifth, a swashing round-hand affair, 
caught it too, only sideways and deflected it a bit. 

The nose was in a fearful state, and the fight came to an 
end. 

The next day was the last but one of term, and on the 
morrow the prizes were to be distributed. Sigmund was in 
for three, having done extremely well, and thoroughly re- 
deemed his promise to his friend Notch. 

He was now strolling somewhat thoughtfully past the 
lavatories when he received a dirty wet towel in the face, 
and had just time to catch a glimpse of Stodgers' hastily 
retreating figure. He did not give chase, but proceeded to 
wash himself clean with the remark, "I will thrash him 
again, first chance I get." 

But next time they met it happened that bully Stodgers was 
in sore strait himself, and rather howling for mercy than 
playing the Great Mogul. It was that same afternoon that 
the little affair occurred. There was another and lesser 
school on the common, and between the two establishments 
there burned a fierce spirit of rivalry and hatred. The foot- 
ball matches between the two were desperate and spiteful 
encounters, where the ball was sometimes forgotten altogether 
for a while, and the tossing battle carried on with angriest 
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backs and rushes, charges and trips, till the captains restored 
order. Fights between the pupils of these two seminaries 
were matters of almost daily occurrence, and once a boy had 
been killed outaijght by a stone on the temple. 

And now taking a lonely walk near the pond, Sigmund 
heard yells of distress, and found the boy whom he had 
settled to pay out for the sorry joke of the towel in the 
clutches of a fellow from the enemies' camp, Stodgers was 
receiving very severe treatment, and had indeed given up all 
retaliation, but the enemy was knocking him about still, and 
embellishing the last touches of his work with sundry obser- 
vations and admonitions of a bellicose nature. Stodgers 
made a last effort, and the other, quite off his guard, received 
an unpleasant touch on the eye. The drubbing was about to 
recommence with redoubled vigour, and Stodgers was likely 
to be half killed, when Sigmund rushed up and said, " Shut 
up, you brute ! don't you see you have licked him ? " 

A side kick, with the remark, "You had better not meddle 
here ! " was all the notice taken of this interference, 

" Drop him, I say, you cad! " shouted Sigmund. 

" You be " But before the sentence was completed the 

deliverer plunged into the fight to help the boy he had himself 
meant to attack whenever convenient. 

The diversion proved successful, for the enemy itself was 
far from fresh. The foe lay on its back, and Stodgers, in 
savage vindictiveness, stuffed its mouth full of mud, and would 
have kicked it a little, but Sigmund said, " Don't do that, it 
is low ; " and for all thanks Stodgers made answer, " Infernal 
cheek of you, young brute, to tell me anything I do is low ! 
By-the-bye, you are in Coventry." And without another word 
he walked off. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The last evening of term had come, and the whole school was 
assembled in the great dining-hall for the distribution of ,-the 
prizes. A Gothic chamber was this, with pictures between the 
windows, and a high table at the upper end for the masters. 
This raised portion was to-night occupied by many of the boys' 
parents and friends, and there was a large contingent of "old 
boys " from Woolwich and Sandhurst, most of them cadets, 
but some stylish young officers. The body of the hall was 
densely crowded with eager and exuberant youth. Those who 
had to go up to take prizes were seated in front, and amongst 
these sat Sigmund. He felt nervous and low, notwithstanding 
all the laurels that were awaiting him, and the presence of his 
aunt and uncle among the guests did not tend to lessen the 
despondency. 

It chanced that Stodgers was also in for a prize, though 
being a backward lout in school he had won it from class- 
mates who were mostly two years his junior. The nose was 
still much swollen from the vicissitudes of the previous week, 
and the organ much exercised its wearer, who was a great fop 
whenever a petticoat was near. The drawback to his personal 
charms made him wretched, and he harboured the very worst 
feelings towards its prime cause. He trod purposely on our 
friend's toes as he passed his bench, whereupon Sigmund, 
Beeing that the affront was intentional, presented Stodgers 
with a thump in the ribs, which made the bully gasp like a 
carp when it strikes for a fly. The fellow's brutal ingratitude 
for the good turn which had been done him had pained and 
embittered Sigmund, adding gall to his wounded feelings and 
making him more determined than ever to try his utmost not 
to return to the school. The cruel ban under which he was 
placed had left traces physical and moral. What with un- 
happiness of soul and hard work, the boy now looked as if he 
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were just recovering from some illness, pale, languid, and 
nervous. 

It wanted another ten minutes till the Head was to take his 
seat and open proceedings with a speech, and during this time 
Sigmund observed that Stodgers left his bench and went whis- 
pering about amongst his friends behind. He came back to 
his seat casting Sigmund a vicious look. 

The hum of voices was now hushed by the entrance of Dr. 
Sidebottham, who delivered a speech bristling with quotations 
and platitudes. Much deafening applause followed, for the 
boys were in a mood to clap and cheer at a funeral oration 
had they been favoured with one ; and then began the distri- 
bution of prizes. First the mathematical ; and when Cruik- 
shank, the head censor, went up for the silver compass, the 
prize for the sixth form, enthusiasm knew no bounds. As 
each reward was borne off by its happy gainer the cheers, 
hand-clappings, and stampings rose again and again. 

Very soon came Sigmund' s turn. The poor boy felt crushed 
with nervousness. " Will they clap me?" he asked himself, 
" or will they " 

" The prize in the fourth form has been gained by Le 
Fannu," called the Doctor; and as Sigmund, his legs trembling 
beneath him, rose to go up and take it, a few faint signs of 
applause were, audible. Then there was a dead pause ; then 
a hiss, and another and another. A moment later, loud hiss- 
ings from many parts of the hall. 

Sigmund had got the prize by this time, and as he turned, 
with crimsoned face, he staggered and became quite pale. 

11 1 call it infernally hard lines," said one or two of the 
bigger boys, emphatically, and began applauding with all 
their might. But the hisses rose louder, and prevailed. 

Sigmund, half way back to his seat again, stood still for an 
instant. The poor boy's face was sad to see. Then dashing 
down on the floor the book he had just received he rushed 
out of the hall. And thus ended the term for him. 
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CHAPTEE YI. 

Dr. Pointgrave sat in his arm-chair, pushed a little back 
from the writing-table in his study — the green study which 
could have related such strange things. His legs were crossed 
and his hand dallied with a chair tassel, as was its custom. 
He also gently tapped the floor with his foot. He never could 
be quite still, but was ever fidgeting one way or another. 

Opposite to him sat Dick Notch, attired in correctest broad- 
cloth and white tie, but the priestly garb somehow did not suit 
him, and A he looked like a German student — one of the " alte 
Herren " of some corps — in disguise. A long pipe, top-boots, 
and a tankard of beer would have suited his type better than 
the corded black wideawake and umbrella which he held in 
his hand. It was twilight, the fire flickered snugly ; without, 
the snow was falling fast. 

" No, Mr. Notch, I shall certainly insist on the boy return- 
ing to Dr. Sidebottham's at the expiration of the holidays. I 
have a double reason to give you for my decision, as you seem 
to be interested in the matter. First of all, he is getting on 
capitally there ; and secondly, he must redeem his character. 
He is unpopular, with or without reason, and he must live it 
down. One must always live down unpopularity." 

' ' Experto crede ! ' ' thought Notch. ' * You would, however, 
have to live a long time ! " but he said, " Very true ; only in 
this case I feel sure that it would do more harm than good. 
The poor fellow has been hardly treated at the school ; he feels 
himself unjustly dealt with, and he has a thorough dislike of 
the place. I venture to think he will not get on there, for the 
idea of returning after the painful occurrences of last term is 
most distasteful to him." 

"We must all learn to do distasteful things, Mr. Notch. 
Look at me. I have been doing distasteful things all my life."* 

"And untasteful," thought Notch, "by the look of you." 
He had often seen Sigmund's uncle before, but never had the 
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man appeared to him more bumptiously dogmatic and self- 
sufficient. Still Notch attempted one or two more persuasive 
arguments on his friend's behalf, though without avail. In- 
deed, Pointgrave at last said pompously, "It is useless, Mr. 
Notch, quite useless, to say another word on the matter, and 
I may venture to add that I consider your persistency in very 
questionable taste." He rose, and, glancing towards the door, 
thereby intimated to his visitor that the interview had lasted 
quite long enough. 

Notch rose too, his forehead a little flushed at the rebuke 
he had received. He said shortly — 

"As you take the affair in that light, sir, I feel no com- 
punction in telling you in plain English that you are making 
a great mistake, and will afterwards repent of it." 

" I am not in the habit of repenting of my actions, sir. A 
man of acumen and experience like myself would seldom make 
a mistake, and never in such a simple affair as this. Good 
morning, sir!" 

As Notch left the room he caught sight of Sigmund, who, 
hearing that his friend was in the house, and guessing the 
object of the call, had posted himself near the study door, 
anxiously awaiting the result of the interview. 

The boy had been home a week from school. 

" Oh, Dick," he now cried, running forward, " what does 
he say?" 

"No use, Sigmund. I fear you will have to return to the 
school." 

The boy looked as scared at this news as though he had 
seen something terrible ; then his eyes filled with tears; and 
he cried, "I cannot, I cannot. It would drive me mad. I 
would sooner sweep a crossing. I dream of the place nearly 
every night. Oh, I cannot go back. I will not ! " 

In his excitement he rushed into Pointgrave's room, and 
throwing himself on his knees, sobbed, " Oh, do not send 
me back there! Anywhere else you like, uncle; only not 
there!" 

"Nonsense, Sigmund. You must get over this fancy. 
You are returning to Dr. Sidebottham's, and there is an 
end of the matter. Your aunt and I are quite agreed on that 
point." 

"It is seldom you agree about anything; why must you 
do so now?" returned Sigmund bitterly, and with a mock^- 
ing look. 
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" Hold your tongue, sir ! " thundered the physician angrily, 
" and remember yoiir position in this house. You are here 
on sufferance." 

"I. do not want to be here at all," was the hot answer. 
" Aunt Agatha cares for me in her way ; but you " 

It was Sunday, when a physician's practice is always slack, 
but at this moment the scene was interrupted by the arrival of 
a patient. Somewhat relieved, Dr. Pointgrave bid his nephew 
be gone, and as he heard the approaching rustle of skirts he 
wreathed his face into winning smiles. But the taking grin, 
which always proved so valuable a lure to the nervous old 
maids and hysterical matrons, vanished when his eyes fell 
upon the tall, graceful figure which glided into his study, and, 
with a familiar nod, sat down on the edge of the sofa and 
began pulling off its gloves. 

"Hbw do, William?' Surprised to see me, I suppose? 
Leastways you look so, my boy. Come ; nothing to say ?" 

With a furtive glance at the door and a forehead already 
moist with the dew of fear, the physician squeezed out a pale 
smile and stammered — 

"When did you return from America, Olma?" 

"Lately. Just give me a light," and the stranger pro- 
duced a neat cigarette case. "Have one; they're rather 
good." 

" Pray do not smoke here. I " 

" Oh, nonsense ; you can open the window when I am gone. 
Quick! a match!" 

" Why have you come back from America ? " 

"Is that all the greeting I get? Come back? Why, be- 
cause I chose to. Aiid besides, I wanted to see you ! " 

The sweat thickened on Pointgrave' s forehead. 

"What do you want ? " he asked with forced calmness. 

"Money," and a puff of smoke accompanied the potent 
word. 

She opened her reticule and produced a small bundle of 
letters, which she held up for him to recognise. 

"You shall buy them if you pay enough," said the woman, 
smiling sweetly. 

" Good God ! " ejaculated Pointgrave. 

"You see, my mistress and I quarrelled, and so before 
leaving her service I picked out a few things of hers which I 
thought might be useful to me." 

" She swore to me that she had burned them." 
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"Ah, women are such liars," was the quiet answer. 

" What do you want for them ?" 

"Well, considering how rich you seem to be " (she'glanced 
round the study) "and seeing that I am d see, shall we say* 
£2,000?" 

" Are you mad, Olma ? " 

" No ; but are you so mad as to think of saying me nay ? " 

A thought struck him. He glanced at the door, and ap- 
peared to listen. Then he turned upon her suddenly, with 
the intent of snatching the letters from her. 

But he encountered the shining barrel of a revolver, as 
neat and handy as the cigarette case, from which indeed it 
had been taken. 

" That was very low of you, William, but it won't do. We 
must say £3,000 now, I am afraid. You can bring the money 
this day week ; you see I am very considerate. Therd*is my 
address," and rising, she tossed a card on to the writing-desk. 

" Good-bye now, William ; don't forget next week, for your 
own sake ! And learn better manners, my good fellow : to 
want to lay hands on a poor defenceless woman—/ done! 
But there never was much breed about you ! Fortunately I 
have just come from America, where women know how to 
take care of themselves. Au revoir, mon cher" and nodding 
pleasantly she sailed out with an air of assurance and satis- 
faction. 

Pointgrave fretted the whole of that week, and hardly 
closed an eye at night. His wife, who had been away, now 
returned, and remarked a great change in him. 

"You have something on your mind," she said ; " what is 
it ? " and eyed him suspiciously. 

" Look here, Agatha, that woman, Olma Hopin, the Polish 

lady's-maid of , you know whom, has stolen some 

letters from her mistress, and returned from America to 
blackmail me." 

His wife said nothing at first, but looked at him contemp- 
tuously. Then she said: "You fool! You vain, doting 
coxcomb ! You idiot, to suppose that woman's mistress was 
ever in love with you ! You triple ass, to go and compromise 
yourself ! Who would fall in love with you indeed ? Were 
you so blind as not to see that all she wanted was — what 
you did for her? And this is the eminently respectable lady's 
physician, who [talks of his -position and standing,' and is 
always finding this, that, and the other improper ! " 
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" Silence, wretch ! " called Pointgrave menacingly ; but his 
spouse did anything rather than hold her tongue. 

On the contrary, she made more remarks of an irritating 
kind, and wrought him up to boiling point. 

"Are you aware, you immaculate man," demanded she, 
" that you are liable to seven years' hard labour ? Must you 
needs, in your drivelling infatuation, write a heap of compro- 
mising rubbish ? " 

He was white with passion, and shook his fist in his wife's 
face. " Quiet, fiend ! " he hissed. 

"I thought Madame L told you she had destroyed 

all your verbiage ? " 

" She swore tome she had burned all the letters." 

' ' And this is the man I am tied to for life ! Good Heavens ! " 
and Mrs. Pointgrave clasped her hands over her head. 

The^Btorm raged on for a good while, and when the wife 
heard of the sum demanded for the recovery of the letters, 
a perfect hurricane blew. 

" Are you going to crown your stupidity by allowing your- 
self to be mulcted of £3,000 ? " 

" Certainly not. I shall go and offer her the tenth part of 
what she demands." 

" It will be useless! " 

" Then, madam, what, in God's name, do you advise me to 
do?" 

"Do what you like. I wash my hands of you. Oh, if 
poor dear papa were only alive, how he would deplore his 
child's fate!" 

" Look here, Agatha ; another word and I strike you ! " 

Mrs. Pointgrave retreated towards the bell. 

"Try it!" she laughed wickedly, with her hand on the 
rope. " Try it, and I will make mincemeat of your everlast- 
ing ' position and standing.' You hypocrite and coward ! " 

He uttered a sort of howl- groan of rage, and rushed out of 
the room. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

When he came next Sunday with his £300, Olma Hopin 
laughed in his face, but poured him out some tea and pressed 
a cigarette upon him. She was living in a small detached 
house in Chelsea, and apparently enjoyed every comfort and 
luxury mortal can wish for. She had clearly made good 
pickings out of her late mistress, the Doctor's whilom 
client e. 

" Mon cher" laughed she between the puffs of her cigarette, 
"you have no idea how madame (I have no grudge against 
her, poor thing ! ) used sometimes to laugh about you. She 

used to call you .But I won't put you out of conceit. 

' Vous etes un bel homme, Guillaume,' take my word for it. 
But to business. Seriously now, I cannot take a penny less 
than £2,500. The letters are worth more to you, and I con- 
sider I am acting very nobly." 

" You really think so?" 

" Indeed I do. Some women would ask thrice that sum — 
and get it too." 

' * Why do not you then ? " 

She flashed her cat-like eyes at him and said, half spite- 
fully : "I will if you do not make haste. I give you till 
Wednesday. Be off now ; good-bye. I am expecting some- 
body." 

She rang the bell, and Pointgrave took himself off. When 
his wife heard of it she again became eloquent on the matter. 

" This is the man who dares to call himself 'one of the 
pillars of the profession! ' " observed she, with a certain aspe- 
rity, and making as though she were presenting him to an 
audience. "There is nothing for it; you must pay the 
money. Only see you get all your letters." 

When he went to Chelsea with the £2,500, as he did on the 
day appointed, she received him with every mark of affability. 

He counted out his letters carefully. 
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""They are all there," she observed with an offended air. 
" I am not in the habit of swindling." 

That night he determined to read his precious papers be- 
fore destroying them. It interested him to recall the past. 
But just as he was settling down to begin he was called out 
professionally, so he locked them away in the inmost drawer 
of his desk until his return. It was a severe case he was 
summoned to attend, and the second hour after midnight had 
already struck before he returned home. More than once 
during his absence had it occurred to him that it would have 
been wiser to destroy the letters immediately, so as to preclude 
the least risk of an accident; but then the absolute safety of 
their hiding-placf , and the fact that no one knew anything 
about the affair, reassured him. None the less did he on 
returning home anxiously cast a glance at his desk just to 
reassure himself, 

He gave a smothered shout and staggered back when he 
perceived that the drawers were open. The packet was gone, 
though nothing ejse had been touched. He passed a horrible 
night, tossed on the waves of rage and fear.- Who could have 
done it ? His wife alone knew of the affair, and he would 
have suspected her promptly, but she had left town the day 
before. Inquiry proved utterly fruitless, for not a grain of 
suspicion attached to any one of the household. 

There was, indeed, a new French maid about whom Point- 
grave did not feel too sure, but somehow a sentiment of 
charity, which did him honour, made him dislike the idea of 
calling in the assistance of the police. Bewilderment and 
anxiety filled his soul, and, added to heavy professional 
responsibilities, nearly broke him down altogether. He 
simply had not the courage to tell his wife of the ridi- 
culous mess he had made of the whole business. What she 
would say on learning that £2,500 had been pitched away 
to no purpose he could imagine, or rather, knowing her vitu- 
perative abilities, he could not imagine, for the lady would 
most likely soar into heights of abuse and mockery hitherto 
unattained. 

His better half returned to town a few days later. " "Well," 
she asked, "is the affair settled? Have you destroyed the 
letters with your own hands ? " 

"Yes, my dear." 

" Then do not look so wretched about it. The. money had 
to be spent, and there is an end of it. It will teach you to 
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watch that ' position and standing ' of jours more closely in 
future." 

He had not a retort left in him. 

"You look as if you were going to fall seriously ill," 
remarked Mrs. Pointgrave pleasantly. 

" I feel so too. I must take a hoHday." He sighed. 

Next day he received the following laconic epistle : "You 
shall have them this time very cheap, say £2,000, and destroy 
them in my presence. There will be a nice fire to burn them 
in and a pair of tongs to break up compromising ashes. Con- 
sidering what the letters are worth to you, I think my conduct 
simply noble. Come on Friday. I shall be at home all the 
afternoon." 

There was no signature, and indeed one would have been 
superfluous. Pointgrave knew the futility of going to the 
little house in Chelsea without the money, and yet he must 
have the letters at any price. His present nervous condition 
made him if possible exaggerate their importance. But where 
to raise another £2,000 at short notice? His wife's capital he 
could in no way touch or pledge, and the £2,500 of last week 
had much disturbed his banker's account. But the sacrifice 
had to be made. 

On the day named Pointgrave paid over a packet of crisp 
Bank-of-England notes in exchange for the horrible little 
packet of letters. 

Olma Hopin, in stylish dressing-gown and agaqant little 
slippers, her hair tumbled saucily over her forehead and the 
eternal cigarette between her tips, tried hard to keep her 
countenance. It was too much for her though, and as she 
gracefully handed over the compromising letters for the second 
time she broke into a smile, which, broadening into a grin, 
soon went off into a hearty laugh. "You must excuse me, 
William." She panted at last with flushed cheek and moist 
eyes. " I really mean no harm, and would not offend you for 
the world; but — but you do look so caught. Oh, if poor 

Madame L could only see you ! " And the ringing peal 

broke forth anew, whilst Pointgrave stroked his beard ner- 
vously and passed his hand down his velvet waistcoat. "And 
now for the auto daft" said the woman. " See ! all is in readi- 
ness. Just rake up the wood. That's right. Destroy the letters 
one by one. Shall I burn them ? No ? Come, be gallant, and 
let me throw one in." But Pointgrave held on to the costly 
effusions^aB though they had been cheques for a million each. 
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Slowly and carefully he burned them himself, and stirred 
up the brittle ashes with a will till all was powder. 

"You may stop and have dinner with me if you like," 
remarked the ex-lady's-maid grandly. " You really deserve 
a little kindness." And such is a man's heart, so fond of the 
strange and the unexpected, that there is little doubt but what 
the tete-d-tile meal would have been accepted, had not Point- 
grave remembered an important engagement. 

" How did you get them again? " he asked. 

" Not even for love of you, William, can I divulge that," 
answered the Pole with a melodramatic air and a wink. 

When he was leaving she looked at him as such women can 
look at a man, and said, with a sudden assumption of modesty, 
" Shall we ever meet again ? " Then, impulsively, " You see, 
William, as they say, Ufaut vivre. I was in want of money, 
and the letters were worth to you all you gave, and more. 
You must not judge me too harshly." Then she cast her eyes 
down deprecatingly, and the man of "position and standing" 
did not answer with as much harshness as he might have. 
All at once she threw her arms round his neck and leaned her 
head on his shirt-front, and when he was gone she said to 
herself, "There "is more money to be got out of the old 
fool yet!" 
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A cotjple of days later a servant brought him a letter as he 
sat in the green study. It was from his wife, and ran thus : 
"I am about to leave you for good. I have learned two 
facts, which put together amply justify me in turning my 
back upon you. You have drawn another large sum of money 
from your bank, and the very next day you paid that dis- 
reputable woman a second visit. I see it all. I am no fool, 
but I think you must be suffering from softening of the brain 
to allow a scheming wanton to bleed you of more money by 
her trade wiles, after she has already extorted a large sum 
from you by low threats. 

" In my future position of married woman separated from 
her husband I shall not scruple to exonerate myself and ex- 
plain my sad situation by informing the world of your low 
and unmanly proceedings. 

" Adieu ! May it fare with you better than you deserve. 
For my part, I am glad of this opportunity of ridding myself 
of a man I never cared for, and whom I have learned to 
despise. 

" Oh, if my poor father were alive ! " 

This pleasant note nearly gave him a fit. It was not so 
much the probable loss of his wife as of his character which 
upset him. Eemember that this man's chief object in life 
was to appear respectable. Almost everybody indeed is, and 
should be, careful of public opinion, but Pointgrave's god was 
his " position and standing," his pet phrase which he pitched 
at everybody's head. To stand well before the world, and 
hear himself quoted as the pattern of a gentleman, was appa- 
rently the end and aim of his existence. Parenthetically, it 
may be set down that he never succeeded. " Painfully genteel, 
but no breed," was society's verdict. Still he flattered rrimself 
to the contrary, and was happy in the belief. What would 
become of his name, however, if his wife were to leave hin> and 
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proclaim to the world that thia immaculate piece of respec- 
tability was squandering his money on an adventuress who 
lived in Chelsea ? His hard-fought-for prestige would be 
at the deuce, and no amount of decorum would restore it. 

Besides this, his professional career would be ruined. He 
knew his wife's explosive nature well enough to feel sure that 
she would be quite capable of carrying out her threat. 

Something must be done, and that speedily. But what ? 
Where was his wife ? 

He left his practice and went rushing about to all the 
places where she might have retreated. At last he found 
ner in the country, and there took place a scene the most 
animated — a typhoon, a cyclone, and a monsoon rolled into 
one, and richly garnished with lightning. He told her all 
about the letters having been filched from his desk ; but the 
news did not seem to pacify her much, and she persisted in 
vowing that she would leave him, though she promised not 
to enlarge upon the Chelsea siren. 

But Pointgrave knew better, and felt sure that the affair 
would be public property in a week unless he could persuade 
his wife to return home. 

It is very doubtful whether she would ever have consented 
had not something happened which morally obliged her to do 
so. The excitement and worry of the last few days added to 
the strain of a large practice proved too much for the man's 
constitution. 

During the storm, when he was nervously pacing the room 
with his hands under his coat-tails, a chocking sensation came 
over him ; he sank down into a chair, and next moment his 
mouth was full of blood. Violent haemorrhage set in from a 
ruptured vessel. 

The fright it gave his wife much helped to reconcile her, 
and a fortnight afterwards, which was as soon as he could be 
moved, she took him back to town. But the doctors ordered 
immediate change of climate, and suggested Biarritz. His 
career as a London physician was at an end ; he wept bitter 
tears at the wreck of his hopes. 

Whatever were the bad and unamiable traits in this man's 
character, it is beyond dispute that he possessed the qualities 
of ambition and energy. 

A week later Pointgrave left London for the South of 
Europe, and his wife went with him. She behaved better 
than might have been expected, sparing the invalid any of 
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that lingual scourge she had of late been so freely plying, and 
which it must be confessed she could wield right bloodily. ' 

Sigmund' s holidays were almost at an end when this 
occurred ; they had been far from lively. Times and again 
had the boy implored his aunt and uncle to remove him from 
the school and send him to another, but they would not, 
doubtless meaning for the best. Dr. Sidebottham had written 
a long letter about Sigmund, and " impartially (?) advised 
Pointgrave to send back the boy as a matter of principle, so 
that Le Fannu should redeem his lost character. He is 
making excellent progress in his studies, and a little judicious 
strictness will be of incalculable benefit to his moral system." 
.As the time approached for his return Sigmund became more 
and more depressed. On the eve of their departure he 
made a final appeal to aunt and uncle, but their heads were 
too full of other matters for the boy even to obtain an atten- 
tive hearing. 

"Hold your tongue, you young cub!" snapped Point- 
grave. "I have other things in my head than your foolish 
fancies." 

" If you send me back to that school I shall kill myself," 
sobbed the boy, with a ghastly picture in Henley ever near 
his memory, and now shining out in horrible clearness. 

But he went back none the less, and as he caught sight of 
the well-remembered and hated buildings his young heart 
felt sick and hopeless. 

He was, of course, no longer " in Coventry," and the boys 
spoke with him, a few of them even kindly, as if sorry for 
what had happened. But many of them acted in quite the 
reverse way, and several very painful things occurred — trifles, 
indeed, in themselves, but which none the less helped to 
deepen the boy's wretchedness. One day a fellow said to him, 
""You young brute, you shall be put into Coventry again if 
you don't take precious good care." 

The prospect of this simply horrified him. 

Dr. Sidebottham was anything but pleased with Sigmund 
this term, and indeed the boy was careless and apathetic, 
only doing just enough work to keep out of scrapes, and not 
always that. But after this threat of " Coventry" he quite 
broke down at his studies. 

Quoth the Doctor, " Le Fannu is stubborn. I must get 
that out of him." 

Sigmund was warned once, twice, to no purpose. 
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" Go to my study, sir ! " thundered Sidebottham. Sigmund 
turned cold all over. 

"Now, sir! we will see whether you can be induced to 
work or not. • Unbutton, sir ! " 

" I do what I can, sir. I cannot help it. I seem to have 
lost my memory." 

"Nonsense! Idleness and stubbornness. Now, sir, un- 
button at once and kneel down." 

" Oh, cane me, sir ! I cannot be birched." 

" We will see that." 

The Doctor rang the bell, and sent for George the gate 
porter. 

"I will not be birched!" called Sigmund, trembling in 
every limb. " If you try to, I shall do something awful." 

George entered, and the Doctor said, "Prepare Mr. le 
Fannu for a birching. He refuses to submit himself.'* 

" If you touch me I will strike you ! " 

Sidebottham laid down the birch and snatched up a cane. 

" You impudent young rascal ! " 

The cane came down with a whiz; Sigmund lifted his 
arm and turned round quickly, thus deflecting the blow, 
which alighted full across his face. He screamed with rage 
and pain. 

" Blackguard ! Brute ! Damn you ! " he yelled, and catch- 
ing up the birch, dealt the Doctor a fine " swish" across his 
" port-winey " countenance before George could interpose. 

For this business Sigmund le Fannu was publicly expelled. 
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The Pointgraves being abroad, he was after a short delay 
sent to the house of some old friends of the family. 

General Gauntlet had been a comrade in arms of Sigmund's 
father, and had ever since Captain leFannu's death shown much 
kindness to the orphan boy. He could not bear Pointgrave, 
but did not mind his wife, whom he alluded to amongst his 
intimates as " a pickle, my dear fellow ; a pickle, by gad ; but 
a devilish fine woman, sir ! That sawbones of a husband she 
has got is the ruin of her. He does riot know how to treat her. 
She has a ticklish temper, and wants very careful handling. 
But Pointgrave is a beast ; he uses the spur on every occasion, 
and jerks away at the curb. The consequence is, she rears, 
and will probably throw him altogether one day, and small 
blame to her." An allegorical way of describing the situation 
which was sufficiently true if not over elegant. 

It was in consequence of a telegram from this lady, ear- 
nestly begging the General and his wife to receive the out- 
cast, that Sigmund was sent to this gentleman's house. 

The boy did noi; mind it at all ; on the contrary, he was 
delighted ; but the old soldier took the opportunity of favour- 
ing Master Sigmund with a good lecture, which was taken in 
best part, "as the delinquent was very fond of Gauntlet. 

He told him the whole story with all the eloquence of a 
warm boyish heart and a sensitive nature deeply roused, and 
when, with tears in his eyes and sobs which would not be 
forced back, Sigmund concluded his tale, the soldier shook 
him warmly by the hand and said, " Hold your head up, my 
boy; I understand, I understand. Only swishing the old 
Don with his own birch was rather too strong — eh ? Dev'lish 
hot thing to do, you know ; would create rather a disturbance 
in the scholastic system if generally adopted. Here's half-a- 
sovereign for you ; take a hansom and go to the Zoological 
Gardens. It is a shilling fare." 
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That night in bed the General discussed the subject with 
his wife. Said he, " There is some capital stuff in that boy, 
Mary ; his heart is in the right place. He is high-spirited 
and sensitive, and if that cart-horse of a Pointgrave has much to 
do with him he will spoil, as he has spoiled his own wife. Men 
of his sort ought to become tax-collectors or bum-bailiffs. The 
less the boy has to do with him the better. Now that Point- 
grave's health has broken down he will be less in England ; 
tnat is one good thing for Sigmund. I hope they will make 
a soldier of him ; but I fear Pointgrave will prevent it, he is 
such an inveterate civilian." 

" By-the-bye," remarked Mars' wife, " there appears to me 
something mysterious about that breakdown of Dr. Point- 
grave's health. I have a fine scent for that sort of thing, and 
I feel sure that there is more in it than we know of." 

" I dare say, my dear. But let us go to sleep now," and the 
General turned round and was soon snoring martially. 

The first thing Sigmund had done on getting into trouble 
was to write to his friend Notch. " Dear Dick," he wrote, 
"I have swished old Sidebottham in the face, and am to 
be expelled. I am very miserable, and must see you at 
once." 

Notch had lost no time in calling at the Gauntlets', where 
he became a great favourite, and they were the means of 
procuring him the post of travelling companion to a noble 
young dipsomaniac. 

"It is not pleasant work, Mr. Notch, I grant," said Gaunt- 
let almost apologetically, "but then it is capitally paid for, 
and you will have lots of change." 

"Oh, I am delighted, General; positively delighted," re- 
turned Notch. 

" You must start almost at once, as the young man is going 
to the dogs with all his might. If you like we will walk over 
to Earl Clantipple's house, and I will present you to your 
future charge, his son." 

They found a young man of about twenty-one, in a short 
velvet coat and an eye-glass, a prodigious scarf-pin, very tight 
trousers, and gaiters over his boots. He looked pale, save at 
the forehead and temples, which were crimson ; his under lip 
hung flaccid, he stooped, and smoked a huge cigar, whilst 
soda-and-brandy stood on a handy table. 

He had been to Oxford for a couple of years, but his father 
had taken his name off the books in despair ; for this youth 
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was already such a slave to alcohol that he would drink eau- 
de-cologne and even methylated spirits sooner than none at all. 

He eyed Notch rather nervously when that person was pre- 
sented to him as the gentleman who was to.be his travelling 
companion, and after some hesitation, taking him apart, whis- 
pered, with a shamefaced laugh, "You see, my governor, the 
Earl, has got it into his head that I drink rather too hard. I 
fancy he wants you to watch me a bit. But that's all d — d 
nonsense, you know. The old boy is prejudiced. Of course 
a man takes a drop more than he can carry now and then, but 
who doesn't ? We young fellows are men of the world, and 
understand that an extra bottle is sometimes absolutely neces- 
sary. I think that we shall agree — eh ? " and the lordling 
looked at his future keeper with a look which meant, " You 
must allow me to drink just as much as I like." But he did 
not know his man, as we shall see. 

Notch and his charge were to start in a week. They were 
to travel southward, and the itinerary was to be made by my 
lord, subject to alterations by Notch when deemed necessary. 

A couple of days before their departure a letter reached 
General Gauntlet from Mrs. Pointgrave, dated Biarritz, 
February 28th. It informed him that Sigmund was to be 
sent at once to Brussels to a certain English clergyman who 
"took in" pupils. 

" Great mistake," grumbled the General ; " it will make a 
precocious Frenchified youth of him, instead of a solid English 
boy. Infernal mistake, by Jove ! It is all that Pointgrave's 
doing. He is a regular Frenchman, and what is a Frenchman 
but a poor creature who drinks strop and worries about 
cour ants d? air ?" 

The old fellow tossed off his glass of '47 with a superior 
manner, and curled up his white moustache whilst shaking 
his he£d in disapproval. He sent for Sigmund, and said, 
" My boy, do not let those foreigners spoil you, and, above 
all, do not stand any impudence from them. French and 
Belgians are all of one kidney. If they get what you call 
' cocky,' just tell them to drive over to Waterloo and re- 
member how John Bull gave ' Monsieur ' a dressing." 

Then he poured out two glasses of the '47 and said, "Now, 
Sigmund, here's to your health, and may you come back from 
the foreigners as good a fellow as you go to them. Drink it 
out, my boy. You will not find such stuff as that where you 
are going; only swipes and sour wine there." 
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Sigmund did as he was bid, and heartily took the hand that 
was extended to him. "Cih, General, I may write to you 
sometimes ? I — I am so fond of you ! " 

" Indeed, my dear boy, you must let us know how you are 
faring. Your poor father was one of my best friends, and T 
mean to see that all goes well with his orphan son. Remem- 
ber now, young sir, if ever you want advice or are in diffi- 
culties, write to us at once." 

It had been arranged that Sigmund should leave London 
with Notch and the young lord, who were bound for Paris, 
travel down to Dover together, and take the packet for 
Ostend. And this plan was carried out. 

It was one of the many sad hours in the life of Le Fannu 
when he stood lonely and lost on the deck of the steamer as 
she headed out for sea. 

He was going a stranger amongst strangers. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The May moon shone peacefully on placid waters in the Bay 
of Naples. Old father Vesuvius glowed gently, like the 
kitchen fire dying out after his Satanic Majesty's dinner, and 
the smoke rising straight upwards looked black against the 
clear-Kt sky. But this is already enough about the Bay of 
Naples, which has been described before, so that we will dis- 
pense with the songs of the boatmen (you more often hear 
them swear), the soft evening breeze, balmy and tender (it 
has sometimes been known to smell not all too sweetly), and 
the tinkle, of the vesper bell (mostly cracked), and betake 
ourselves at once to a certain little restaurant on the sea wall, 
and about half a mile beyond the Villa Reale. 

Here itinerant musicians sing Santa Lucia, and oysters 
are eighty centesimi a dozen ; the wine is not so bad as it 
might be, and the waiter will bring you something really fit 
to eat if you tip him beforehand. At one of the little tables, 
close to an open window which framed in a picture of en- 
chanting poetry, sat Dick Notch and his noble and bibulous 
charge. The wreck of a risotto stretched between them, and 
from the neck of a half-empty bottle of Capri a fly was contem- 
plating the chequered landscape of broken viands and settling 
in his mind which dish to " go for." He concluded for a 
drink to start with and soused into Lord Charles's glass. 

Quoth the hope of Clantipple, " Confound the fly ! Here, 
waiter, ' un altro,' what-you-may-call it ! " 

" Bicchiere! Si, signore ! " 

"Look here, Charles, have not you had about enough?" 
said Notch with kindly voice but steady eye. 

" Come now, old fellow, hang it all, you know ; don't be so 
rough on a chap. You see the fly has spoiled my wine." 

" Very well then, iust one more and I will join you. Here's 
to your health, Charles." 

" Same to you, old man. You're a regular brick." 
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Clantipple extended his hand, which the other took warmly. 

A great friendship had sprung up between these two, a 
friendship which had grown out of anger and bitter words, as 
the sun bursts through black clouds. Notch had not taken 
long to find out that there was no lack of good in his charge's 
character, and that he would become a right pleasant fellow 
could he only be broken of his "absorbing ways." But it had 
been an awful struggle at first, and the fight was not quite 
over even yet ; for now and again Lord Charles would break 
out, though these backslidings were of late becoming rarer. 
The first fortnight had been the worst, and Notch had for a 
few days despaired of being able to carry out what he had 
undertaken to do. He had, however, been so wise as to make 
it a condition that he be allowed complete control over his 
charge, and had obtained a letter to that effect from the Earl, 
who flattered himself on being a physiognomist, and took a 
great fancy to Notch as a fellow of pluck and character. His 
lordship was not mistaken, and Notch brilliantly acquitted 
himself of his difficult task. He stuck at nothing to effect his 
end. He doctored the sufferer's drink with emetics, and made 
him deadly sick ; he stuck to him night and day, andrwhen on 
one occasion the patient became unusually obstreperous he 
quietly knocked him down. This had occurred after the first 
week, when they were at Marseilles on their southward course. 
It was in the restaurant of their hotel, so that the affair 
caused some little remark, but Notch calmly explained that 
he was in charge of a lunatic who sometimes required sharp 
treatment. 

Slowly but surely, and by an admirable mixture of kindness 
and severity, did Notch gain an ascendancy over the sufferer. 
Nothing unpleasant had occurred since Florence, where my 
lord had drunk himself to madness and nearly killed himself 
into the bargain with a bottle of hair-wash which contained a 
good deal of spirit. For this Notch had made the young 
man's life a burden to him for three days, and the bitterest 
trial was when, at meal time, the *' keeper " poured out the 
ruby wine for himself and savoured the petit-verre de fine 
with his black coffee, but allowed the delinquent never a drop 
of aught more potent than Vals water. It was his punish- 
ment. 

Once during the meal had my lord made a dash for the 
bottle, but Notch had looked up, and a fire burned in his eye 
as he coldly said, " Put that bottle down, Charles ! " and the 
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crippled will had given in, whilst the eyes fell and the colour 
mounted in shame. 

" Notch, you are the best friend I ever had ; you are the 
saving of me ! " had said the sufferer next day. 

They had been gone about eight weeks now, when we find 
them at Naples, where they had the entrie to several first- 
class families, so that their time passed right pleasantly, and 
the painful memories of the last two months were fast losing 
their ugly vividness. 

" We will remain here another ten days or so, Charles, if 
you like, and then move northward," said Notch as he lighted 
a cigar. 

"All right ; but I do not want to return to England yet. I 
am not quite I do not feel very safe yet." 

"I understand. You are right, we will take our time. 
The Earl has left me complete discretion, and I am for return- 
ing slowly over Venice, Munich, the Ehine, and so to Brus- 
sels, where I want to see young Le Fannu. Wo can take 
another two months about it." 

" Agreed, Dick ; the longer the better. Jolly little fellow 
that friend of yours seemed. Got expelled from school or 
something, did he not ? " 

" Yes, poor fellow. Let me give you a light." 

My lord blew a cloud with a sigh of satisfaction, and the 
friends soon afterwards rose to depart. Strolling homewards 
Notch said, "I received a letter from your father this morn- 
ing, in which he speaks much of his hopes and plans for your 
future. He was so good as to write in terms of approbation 
of my slight services during the last two months, and ex- 
pressed a wish that I should remain with you after your 
return to England. Now I ask you plainly, Charles, would 
you like me to enter your home circle as private chaplain ? 
for such is the offer the Earl has made me." 

" My dear Dick, I should be delighted. What a luminous 
idea of my governor's! And then, you know, you might 
coach me a bit in politics, about which I understand little and 
care less." 

"That was another thing your father mentioned. He 
wishes you to enter Parliament and associate your name with 
one of the burning questions of the day. He paid me a great 
compliment in saying that he had heard of my 'Union* 
speeches in Cambridge, where I certainly used to spout like a' 
geyser, and that he thoroughly approved of my political 
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views, which he begged me, moreover, to instil into his 
son." 

"And pray what may your political views be, Dick? 
Whig, I suppose; for the governor is a member of the 
' Eeform ;' that would make him a Whig too, would it not ? " 

" Probably, though by no means certainly nowadays. But 
as ye love me, Charles, do not let us talk politics in the Bay of 
Naples. Let me try and get sentimental. ' 

"Not much in your line, old boy. Look here; I have 
already decided on the ' burning question ' I mean to agi- 
tate in Parliament, and it is the Liquor Laws. I think that 

the present " But here the threatened infliction was 

interrupted by a loud shout and the din of many voices raised 
in furious quarrel. The tumult issued from a small wine- 
shop across the way # and just outside the Bogana or town 
custom-house. 

Two men, locked in each other's arms and struggling vio- 
lently, reeled out into the moonlight ; then followed a woman 
shrieking, and then a crowd of picturesque and fusty natives. 
Nobody made the least effort to separate the combatants, 
though a long knife gleamed in the hand of one, who was 
trying his best to stab the other. A moment later he had 
wrenched himself free 'and carried out his fell purpose, for the 
other uttered a cry and sank down. Then the assassin turned 
with a howl of rage on the woman, and she too sank to the 
ground with a fearful wound. But the maniac with the 
knife, not content with his bloody work, fell upon his last 
victim and literally riddled her with stabs. Then with drip- 
ping blade and eyes aflame he sprang up and made a rush, 
and the spectators made room for him nimbly. He disap- 
peared in the darkness. 

The thing was over in a trice and ere the Englishmen 
could interfere. It was a truly native scene, such as is enacted 
not unfrequently in Southern Italy, and the little crowd, 
though excited and gesticulating, seemed not at all horror- 
struck. Nobody said anything about the enormity of the 
crime, but they fell to discussing the rights and wrongs of 
the case. From what Notch could gather it appeared that 
jealousy was the cause of the outrage ; in fact it was a most 
regular and traditional business, presenting no new or un- 
usual feature to the Neapolitan mind. Speaking of the 
assassin one of the women said, " Poor boy ! he took a glass 
too much and then fancied that his mistress was unfaithful to 
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him and that her lover was that man. So you see he killed 
them both ; but it was all *a mistake. Poor Pepino, he is 
very handsome and much to be pitied. May our Lady watch 
over him ! " 

"What will he do now; will he give himself up to the 
police ?" 

The girl stared hard at the questioner and then laughed 
outright. "Does the fish go willingly into the net?" she 
asked. " No ; Pepino will remain in the hills for awhile, and 
when I find out where he hides I shall go and see him. Poor 
fellow, he has not got a mistress any more now, and he is such 
a handsome boy." 

After some time a couple of police came up and casually in- 
quired into the matter, shrugged their shoulders, and accepted 
a glass of wine. Then they took the names and addresses of 
the two Englishmen as witnesses ; and this proved a great 
nuisance, for Notch and his friend were during the re- 
mainder of their stay in Naples summoned at least a dozen 
times' before all sorts and sizes of petty officials, and on ex- 
pressing their unqualified disgust at the idiotic procedure 
were curtly threatened with incarceration on suspicion of com- 
plicity (!) in the crime. 

"This business has shaken me up fearfully, Dick," said 
Lord Charles as they walked home after witnessing the 
horrid scene. 

" I believe you." Then, after a pause, Notch added, " You 
see, Charles, it all came from drink." 

" Yes, by heaven, it's awful ! " The young man remained 
silent some time. " I feel quite sick," he went on, looking 
deathly pale and leaning for an instant against the wall. 

" Look here, Dick," he said suddenly. " A fellow with my 
tendencies and weakness for liquor should cut the bottle 
altogether. Prom this day I swear never to touch liquor 
more. I know a teetotaler has something ridiculous about 
him, but in my case I feel sure it is the best thing I can do, 
and I mean to do it." 

"By Jove! Charles, you are right, and I heartily admire 
you. Stick to your word and you are a made man." 

"I mean to, Dick." 

And he almost did. 
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A few days before their departure Notch received a letter from 
Sigmund." 
The boy wrote : — 

"Deab old fedend Dick, — You might have written to me 
once or twice during all these weeks ; but you did not, and I 
call it very low of you. Not a word have you sent me since 
we parted that day in Dover. I felt fearfully blue and de- 
pressed. Now I am quite accustomed to this place and do not 
mind it. Of course the foreigners are a poor lot, as General 
Gauntlet told me, and I took his advice and told a French boy 
who was cheeky to go to Waterloo. He got into an awful 
wax and called me 'sacre Rosbif/ but I laughed at him and 
said ' Froggy,' which made him worse, and he spat at me. 
Then I punched his head, but he kicked me. I was in a 
fearful rage at this and would have licked him hard, but old 
Thomson came and separated us. 

" Does your companion drink very much still, and how do 
you prevent him ? 

" Aunt Agatha and the Doctor are not returning to England 
till August, and then only for two months; but jolly old 
General Gauntlet asked me to stop the first part of the holi- 
days with him, and I am awfully pleased. I hear there has 
been a great fire at the old school ; serve old Sidebottham 
right, the brute ! 

"Dick, I want to tell you something. There is a young 
lady here whose mother keeps a wool-shop. She is awfully 
nice and pretty, and speaks English, but I can get on quite 
well in French. She must be between twenty and thirty. I 
made her acquaintance by her hat blowing off in the street 
and picking it up for her. In running after the hat I slipped 
and got beastly muddy ; then she asked me to come into her 
Bhop, which was close by, to wipe myself. I have been in 

E 
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several times since, and at first pretended that I wanted wool ; 
but one time she laughed, and said that if I cared to come and 
see her I need not buy wool unless I wanted it. Her old 
mother, who is half English, said so too, and then asked me 
to tea. I felt strange with shop people, but Marie is quite a 
lady. She has lately returned from England. She says she 
feels like a sister to me, and gets red when I look at her, and 
I feel as if I could do anything for her. The 'other day she 
was going out and saw that her boot was unbuttoned ; I did 
it for her, and could have kissed the boot. I suppose I feel 
like a brother to her, and yet it does not seem to be quite that. 
Of course this is a great secret, and no one knows anything 
about it. I tell you because you are my best friend in the 
world. But I am afraid the fellows suspect something, be- 
cause last week I was walking with one of them and we met 
Marie. Of course I pretended not to know her, and she looked 
away too, and got red, and so did I. But the other fellow 
stared at her and said she was neat, and this made me half 
mad, so that I told him I would smash him if he did not shut 
up. All this is a profound secret between us, Dick. "Write 
by return of post, and I remain, 

" Your old friend, 

" SlGMUND LE FaNNTJ. 
11 Brussels, Rue de la Tourelle 55." 



Lord Charles and his "Fidus Achates" left for Borne, 
where they had passed a fortnight on their way southward. 
This time they did not propose to make a lengthy halt in the 
Eternal City, but the stay proved far from uneventful, for on 
the second evening after their arrival the friends went stroll- 
ing about amongst the excavations of the Colosseum, where 
stagnant water and dank earth send up a clammy breath, 
chill and noxious. 

On returning to their hotel Notch said, " I feel as though 
iced water were being poured down my spine, and my temples 
throb horribly." 

" Take a stiff grog, Dick ; it will not hurt you" 

But it proved of no use, and three days later Notch was 
down with a strong attack of malaria. 

And now the hope of the Clantipples proved himself a good 
fellow, for he strove to repay the debt of gratitude under 
which he lay. He tended the sufferer with well-nigh womanly 
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care. "It is my turn now, old boy," quoth the young man 
cheerily, " and one good turn deserves another. You will see 
how quickly we shall pull you through. Only the service you 
rendered me was far greater than the little I can do for you 
here." 

Notch pressed his friend's hand feebly, and shivered as the 
insidious fever flitted through his frame. 

The doctor who attended him was an Englishman, and once 
chanced to mention Pointgrave's name in the course of con- 
versation. On questioning him, Notch learned that Sigmund's 
uncle had been living on the Riviera during the early spring, 
having left Biarritz after a very short stay. The physician's 
words were : " I had patients wintering in Biarritz. They knew 
the Pointgraves, who occupied neighbouring apartments in the 
hotel. It appears that Pointgrave and his wife used to quarrel 
like cat and dog, and one fine morning they left very suddenly, 
after an unusually stormy interview with a lady who appeared 
on the scene — a Pole, I think. I was in the hospitals with 
Pointgrave, and a more conceited and disagreeable fellow I 
cannot call to mind. But he was a hard worker, and I be- 
lieve knows his business, though he is a bit of a humbug 
sometimes. I do not generally talk so freely about a colleague, 
but I have a bone to pick with him, for he served me a shabby 
trick with a patient I once sent him. They say he pro- 
poses to practice every winter in future at Nasuto, and as 
Pmyself go each winter to Aprico for the same purpose, I 
shall take precious good care not to recommend him to any of 
my patients. But, bless my soul ! here have I been gossiping 
for half an hour whilst I ought to be with a patient who lives 
a mile the other side of the water. You are better to-day. 
Go on taking the quinine and the warm baths when you 
begin to shiver. The sooner you go northwards the better. I 
hope to be able to pack you off in a week. I will call again 
on Monday. Good-bye to you. Good-day, my lord," and 
the doctor hurried off. 

A month later they reached Brussels, having travelled by 
easy stages and made many stoppages on the road by reason 
of Notch's feeble state. Nothing noteworthy had occurred on 
the route, save* that at Munich poor Notch drank just one pot 
of the famous " Hofbrau " beer, which in his weak state 
knocked him completely off his balance, so that he returned 
to his hotel in strange curves, tearfully embraced the as- 
tonished sentinel at the gnardhouso in the Marier.' ]ntz, and 
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insisted that the rounded towers of the Cathedral were two 
prize specimens of asparagus. "Ah, Charles," quoth he, 
with tremendous seriousness, as he meandered homewards, 
"you have before you an awful example of the effects of 
drink." Then he sat down on the curbstone and enunciated 
several of the propositions of Euclid, and his friend experi- 
enced some difficulty in dissuading him from proceeding to 
work them out at once on his shirt cuff. 

" The Earl would hardly take me as family chaplain if he 
had seen me last night," remarked the convalescent next 
morning. 

He was still very far from well when he arrived in Brussels, 
for the fever had weakened him a great deal, and often gave 
him a look up when it seemed gone for good. It was remark- 
able how the illness had for the nonce affected his nerves, for 
whereas he had been bluff, tough, and unimpressionable 
before, he was now touchy and sensitive, so that he would 
flush up or get pale, or his eyes would All with tears at any 
slight occurrence. He all but cried when he met our hero. 

"Dearest Sigmund! " he exclaimed, "how pleased I am 
to see you again ! By Jove, how handsome you are growing ; 
and the least beginning of a moustache already, as I live ! 
No wonder Mdlle. Marie is pleased to see you enter her shop, 
even when you do not buy any of her wool. But take care 
that you be not fleeced yourself ! 

"Oh, Dick!" answered the boy, and his cheeks were 
aglow as he pressed his friend's hand, " she is divine, she is 
an angel ! There never was such a being as she. We get on 
so well together, and seem made for each other. The " 

" Made for each other ? How so ? " 

Sigmund looked very confused. He evaded a direct 
answer by saying enthusiastically, "You must see her, 
Dick ; you must know her ! " 

" All right, I have no objection. But what mean you by 
' made for each other ' ? " 

"Well, look here, Dick. When the time comes I shall 
be proud to make her my wife." 

"This is a very severe case," soliloquised Notch; "a 
blessing he is only a boy ! " 

" What do you say, Dick ? " 

" How old are you ? " 

" Nearly fifteen, but " 

"And she?" 
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" Between twenty and thirty, I fancy — not more." 

" Dear me!" 

" Look here, Dick, you will not be so sceptical when you 
see her." 

"Twenty or thirty?" 

" She says she is twenty-three." 

" Then put her down at twenty-eight at least." 

" Oh, no ! But what of that if — if two beings be — if two 
people agree so well ? " 

" If they are made for each other, eh ? " 

" Only wait and see her, and you'll cease scoffing." 

The three dined together that night (I mean the males, not 
Marie !) and went to the theatre afterwards. 

Lord Charles took a great fancy to Sigmund, and vowed 
that the boy must come and stay at Clantipple Towers, near 
Perth. The holidays commenced in a week, and it was agreed 
that the two travellers should wait till then, so that Le Fannu 
might accompany them to England. 

The following day Sigmund knocked, at about seven a.m., 
at his friend's door, and very naturally found Notch asleep. 
"What's the matter ?" asked this one drowsily, "anything 
happened?" 

" No, but I have come to take you to see Marie ; I want to 
convince you that she is an angel." 

" There be angels and angels, Sigmund! " 

" Dick, you are a brute. If you talk like that I will drop 
the subject. I will not worry you with my affairs ! " answered 
the boy almost angrily. 

And so to pacify him Notch tumbled out of bed, and 
declared that he had been only joking. 

An hour later they entered the wool-shop, Sigmund show- 
ing signs of considerable excitement. 

Whatever Mdlle. Marie's blushing powers had been with 
her youthful admirer, she certainly acquitted herself to 
perfection now in exhibiting signals of modesty, or at all 
events of confusion. For when her eyes fell on Notch she 
gave a start and got as red as a tomato. 

She certainly was a pretty woman, with large blue eyes 
and tawny trusses, and did not belie Sigmund' s neat guess 
at her age, for she looked about twenty-nine. 

" This is my best friend, Mr. Richard Notch," said Sigmund. 

"He has heard me " But he stopped short here, and 

stared at his friend ; for Dick, in his present nervous state, 
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was blushing and smirking inanely, and trifling with some 
worsted on the counter. 

Instead of bowing politely, and looking unutterable nothing, 
he said, " I — I have had the pleasure of meeting the young 
lady before — in London ;" but he had sense enough only to 
think, and not to say out loud, "She called herself Ellen 
Campbell before." 

Social equilibrium was re-established by Mdlle. Marie — 
or Ellen — who began to talk volubly, and ere long quite 
regained her feminine lying power. 

"Yes," she said, "I met Monsieur — Monsieur Botch? 
Hah, yes, Notch, whilst I was governess of that house I told 
you of. I remember perfectly well he came one night to tea ; 
but I never caught his name when he was introduced to me. 
English names are hopelessly difficult," and she shot Notch 
a look which meant volumes, and somehow, English like, he 
felt repugnance at divulging her secret, such as it was. 

With all his sturdy common-sense in most things, a clever 
woman could generally make a fool of this man ; for deep 
down in his nature — far below the crust of shrewdness and 
scepticism — there flowed a strong current of romance and 
chivalry. 

Thus he never told Sigmund anything, but very correctly 
concluded that by the end of the holidays the youth would 
have forgotten all about her. Still, he paid a private visit to 
the wool-shop and said, " It won't do, Ellen ; he is a boy, 
and less than a boy, a baby in arms almost." 

" Soyez tranquifie, mon ami," laughed she ; " I am engaged 
to be married, and shall be the wife of an honest carpenter a 
month hence." 

" Then what the deuce was your game with this infant ?"" 

" None at all. He pleased me, that is all ! Still, if I had 
not had the ' pleasure ' of meeting you — well, I might have 
kept my saw-and-plane man a short time in suspense. I 
thought the boy was seventeen at the least, and — ' On ne sait 
jamais ce qui peut arriver ! ' " 
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CHAPTER XII. 

It was a merry trio which met at the Brussels railway station, 
on the morning of the 20th July, to take the mail for London. 

"I begged Marie to be on the platform to see us off," 
quoth Sigmund, and she promised at first ; but last evening 
she asked me to excuse her, as there would be two strange 
gentlemen with me. Ah, she is so modest ! " 

Notch looked up at the ceiling and whistled gently. 

Just as the train was moving off a servant from the hotel 
rushed up with a telegram for Lord Charles. It informed 
him that his sire, the Earl, was at Ostend. 

"Capital!" exclaimed the young man. "We can stop 
and pass a few days with the governor. What say you ? " 

Notch, willingly acquiesced, and Sigmund, too; but the 
' boy remembered that his stock of money was very limited 
— "to teach the boy economy" was the alleged reason — for 
not only did his uncle always keep him absurdly low, but 
also Sigmund had of late been rather extravagant in the 
matter of little presents for his tawny-locked charmer. 

"I am afraid I shall be obliged to travel straight to 
London," said he reddening. 

" Look here, my dear fellow," answered Lord Charles, "I 
know what it is ; you mustn't mind my paying so, but you are 
hard up. Am I right ? " 

Sigmund got redder still, and faltered, "Yes — rather ! " 

" Well, I used always to be hard up at Oxford; there is no 
harm in that. But you have got your ticket for London, 
which is valid for a week, and at Ostend you will be my 
father's guest. I see he has taken a villa on the Digue." 

And so Sigmund's scruples were pushed down and he 
willingly agreed to the proposal. But when they reached 
Ostende they learned that the noble Earl was entertaining 
a house-full of friends, and that not so much as half a cup- 
board was for the moment free. The trio had, perforce, to 
go to a hotel. 
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" No matter, Sigmund," said Dick, " we will split a room. 
Set your mind at rest, old fellow, and prepare for a week's 
capital fun." 

The Earl of Clantipple was one of the wealthiest of Scotch 
peers. He had some years before served for six weeks in the 
Cabinet, but knew more about rare wines and old porcelain 
than of politics, being a great collector, and possessing one of 
the five extant specimens of Henri II. china. He prided him- 
self, too, on being a great reader of character, and was some- 
times quite near the truth in his verdict of men and women. 

My lord was a widower of three score years and five, and 
Lord Charles was his only child. In person he was imposing 
and somewhat florid; in manners very affable; and, unlike 
many Scotchmen, this one was hospitable. 

The praises his lordship bestowed on Dick Notch for the 
care and patience, crowned with such complete success, which 
he had expended on the hope of the family were lavish. The 
proofs of gratitude, moreover, consisted not of mere words, 
but took a shape of pleasant tangibility. A cheque is a beau- 
tiful picture when the figures in the foreground are satisfac- 
torily worked in, and the slip of paper which the Earl pre- 
sented to Notch on the day after his arrival left nothing to 
be desired. There were three happily conceived figures in 
the foreground, and the first was a 5. 

The Earl took as great a fancy to Sigmund as had his 
son. " A noble-looking boy," he exclaimed in sonorous voice ; 
" there is breed about him. Look at his ears! Something 
oldish and staid in his manner, perhaps, but it makes a plea- 
sant contrast with his youthful face. Deuced handsome boy. 
'Gad, won't the women be after him in a year or two ! " 

But, in truth, it looked as if those charming causes and 
cures of all our cares, the women, were hardly disposed to 
withhold their attack so long, for with least possible loss of 
time Sigmund became a general favourite. His youth was a 
pretext readily admitted for the purpose of making very much 
of him, and " quite a boy!" was laughingly pronounced by 
many a pretty mouth. 

It was the pleasantest week Sigmund had ever passed in 
his life ; a delightful, careless, refined spell, a glimpse into a 
world of which he had no knowledge, but which seemed to 
suit him, and which he seemed to suit remarkably well. The 
bathing and yachting, the rides and drives, excursions and 
games, picnics and plays, the balls at the Curhaus, the music 
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and gay. suppers — the whole filled in and moving in an atmo- 
sphere of sweet scents -waved by woman's voice and pierced 
by laughing glances from bright eyes. He simply revelled in 
it all, and it rather turned his head, a fact which was not 
surprising. 

Amongst the guests of Earl Clantipple was a most fasci- 
nating person, tall and dreamy, but very talented. Of good 
old English lineage, she was the widow of a noble Russian, 
who had been very much of a somebody at the Court of St. 
Petersburg till sent to Siberia for change of air in conse- 
quence of a palace intrigue. 

Countess Woronoff was accompanied by. her father, an old 
college friend of the Earl's, and a most respectable bore, who 
lived in the past and woke up from time to time to take snuff 
and relate moth-eaten anecdotes of Almackian days, of bucks 
and macaronis, of the Prince Regent, of discomfited watch- 
men and cyder-cellars. 

Now the Earl himself had been a widower for the last 
decade. He bore his years right bravely, and was hale and 
hearty, rode to hounds and slew his bottle of port at dinner ; 
so that it was no matter of surprise that after his wife's death 
wily widows and scheming mothers with marriageable daugh- 
ters should have kept a very sharp eye on his lordship. But 
he seemed determined not to be caught a second time, and 
after a year or two had been sorrowfully set down in the 
archives of the matrimonial market as an incurable widower, 
a " scratched horse" on whom 'twere utterly vain to speculate. 
But ever since the appearance of dreamy Countess Woronoff, 
with her clinging velvet attire and half -disdainful silence, 
broken now and again by sparks of wit and worldliness, her 
cold grey eyes, which had been seen to blaze in anger, and 
her quiet smile, which somehow seemed to spring from wide 
knowledge of good and evil, ever since the first week that the 
Earl had made this lady's acquaintance, rumour had gone 
forth that there would soon be a second Countess of Clantipple. 
But this had been a year ago, and nothing decisive had been 
heard even by the most knowing of hymeneal touts. 

This truly painful state of suspense was, however, brought 
to a close at Ostend, for one evening, whilst all the others 
were away at a grand fete at the Curhaus, the noble Earl 
knocked timidly at the door of Madame de Woronoff 's boudoir 
and most blandly begged for five minutes' conversation. It 
was strange to hear how the sonorous voice shook now. 
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The lady was writing at her desk when the visitor entered, 
and as she looked up the cold grey eyes flashed for an instant 
with a look of triumph. A few minutes later the Earl was 
kneeling at her feet. She turned on the dreamy look,' and 
with beautifully .modulated hesitation placed a hand on each 
of his lordship's broad shoulders. The fingers slowly locked 
behind the head, which very soon rested blissfully on an 
elegant robe de chambre faintly scented with ecstatic odours. 
(Excuse this florid style, lenient reader, but I must try to 
convey their rapture, or his, at all events. There's no telling 
what a woman feels !) 

The thing was done, the step taken, after long deliberation 
and perhaps resistance on his part, but "the big fish" was 
hooked at last. 

Next morning the news was officially communicated to the 
household, and it rained congratulations for three days; though 
it is said that a very few knowing ones, who had seen the 
Newski Prospect and drunk tea in Muscovite drawing-rooms, 
nodded to one another significantly. Lord Charles, too, 
expressed the satisfaction he felt at his sire's prospective 
re-marriage in very enigmatical manner, for the young Vis- 
count said, "By Jove, it's enough to make a fellow take to 
drinking again ! " 

But as to Notch, he simply raved about the sleek widow : 
" She is fit to be a queen ! " he exclaimed. " She is a woman 
capable of turning any man's head, a woman any fellow would 
go through fire and water to serve. I do not wonder at all 
that the Earl is infatuated with her." 

"He does not appear to be the only one who is infatu- 
ated," remarked Sigmund with a grin. "I would think 
twice about having such an ardent admirer in my house, 
even as family chaplain, if I were his lordship." 

Brussels and the Ostend week had done much to sharpen 
Sigmund's worldly wits. Perhaps General Gauntlet was 
not very wrong when he feared that a foreign education 
would disfigure the solid English youth with a varnish of 
Frenchified precocity. 

Although the boy's expenses in Ostend were insignificant, 
his stock of money was still more so, and he was glad to 
accept the loan of a £10 note from Notch, principally to reno- 
vate his wardrobe, which was not of the smartest. He had 
written to his aunt and uncle informing them of his stay in 
Ostend and requesting them to send hi™ a little money. His 
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letter had been promptly answered by Pointgrave, who 
strongly disapproved of his nephew's doings, and ordered 
him to leave for London without further delay. " I send you 
£1 and desire you to start immediately/ ' wrote the man of 
"position and standing." 

On reading the letter the boy showed he was no fool 
by remarking, " He is jealous of my stopping with people 
who have more 'position and standing ' than himself ." But 
though he affected to treat the matter lightly, Sigmund 
felt very embittered against his uncle for the angry, mean 
tone in which the letter had been conceived, and he con- 
sulted Notch as to what course he should take. He was 
advised to obey the summons 'without a protest, and to tear 
up the angry letter of remonstrance which he had commenced ; 
a course the boy pursued. 

" So you are leaving us, young sir ? " quoth the Earl when 
he saw Sigmund at dinner. 

" Yes, my lord ; I must go." 

"That was very prettily said," remarked the Countess 
Woronoff ; " the stress on the ' must ' was more eloquent than 
the most elaborate of excuses and regrets. And when does 
> Monsieur Sigmund propose to start ? " 

" To-morrow, madam." 

"You might stay until the day after, when I shall be 
crossing myself in the Firefly, which the Earl has had the 
kindness to place at my disposal. Papa proposes to let me 
return alone with my maid, as he cannot tear himself away 
from Ostend." 

"That will be your best plan, Le Fannu," broke in his 
lordship jovially (he was bubbling over with high spirits 
ever since he had been hooked by the Anglo-Russian 
widow). "You can chaperone Countess Woronotf." 

" Or I can chaperone him," laughed the lady. 

" Indeed, madam, you will see that I am capable of taking 
every care of you," remarked Sigmund, rather piqued. 

1 * Have you already had so much experience then, monsieur ? 
You have been in Brussels lately, I think you told me. Ah ! 
Brussels is a dangerous place." 

The angel between twenty and thirty, who had been for the 
last few days almost forgotten, strongly recurred to the 
boy's mind, and meeting Notch's eye he began to blush. 

"Look at me now," went on the Countess; "the glow 
in your cheeks suits you admirably, I declare." Here she 

Digitized by ViOOQlC 



68 THE FORKED TONGUE. 

stopped and smiled, then went on rather quickly : " Ah, 
yes ; there is no doubt that my chaperon has left his heart 
in Brussels. Tell me now, is she dark or fair ? Is she old 
enough to be your mama, or so young that you have to keep 
her from tumbling by a woollen cord from behind ? " 

The chance allusion to wool was unfortunate, and Sigmund 
blushed up to the eyes, whilst Notch coughed, and Lord Charles 
grinned behind his glass of Appolinaris. 

" Dear me, what have I said ? " quoth the lady innocently. 
"Do enlighten me ! I must know the secret ! " 

Sigmund answered nothing, but stared at the ceiling and 
tried to look unconcerned. 

" He is wool-gathering," remarked Notch, with a stress on 
the fatal word. 

The Countess caught the cue with feminine quickness. 
" Baa, baa, black-sheep, have you any wool ? " laughed she 
musically. "I shall call you in future my knight of the 
golden fleece." 

" I shall go to-morrow," quoth Sigmund, losing his temper 
with his boyish inexperience. " You will have to get another 
knight, madam." 

But the Earl came to the rescue with his irrepressible jovi- 
ality, and soon smoothed down the little storm. 

" It was low of you to help her bait me like that at dinner, 
Notch," said Sigmund afterwards. 

"Forgive me, old boy; the remark burst from me in- 
voluntarily." 

" Oh, I dare say ! I don't relish the idea of travelling with 
her, I can tell you." 

" Not relish it! Don't I envy you, you lucky dog! You 
will be able to see to her comfort ; you will wrap her up in 
her shawl (a woollen one perhaps) when the wind blows, 
and have the privilege of holding her head and the smell- 
ing salts under her charming nose if she is ill! By Jove, 
Sigmund, you are in luck's way ! " 

" I don't see it at all. But when do you cross? I told 
you that my aunt and uncle were to be in England by the 1st 
of August, and that I am to stay with the Gauntlets till then. 
I wish I need not go to the Pointgraves at all. But my aunt 
wants me. He will never let me go to the Earl's in Scotland." 

" I am afraid not, Sigmund." 

" When I have a legitimate wish and cannot fulfil it I 
could always smash something." 
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" Then lay in a store of cheap articles, my friend, for you 
will find that life is made up of petty disappointments." 

They were on the terrace overlooking the moonlit sea, and 
at this moment Countess Woronoff appeared, leaning on the 
Earl's arm, and demanded a cigarette of Notch. Sigmund 
offered her a light. 

"What, sir knight!" exclaimed she. "Do I see you 
smoking ? I fear you learned the habit in Brussels ? " 

"No, madam; I began here — I copied you; and what 
better model could I have. Only I wonder you require a 
light." 

"Why so?" 

" A glance at the cigarette tip from such brilliant eyes " 

She laughed a silvery laugh and threatened him playfully 
with her fan. 

" Tres galant,"mon cavalier ! " and turning to her future lord 
she said, " Un charmant garc^on ! " 

And of a truth there was justice in the remark, for the boy 
had a charming way with him, a pleasant struggle between 
modesty and quiet assurance, and withal not a grain of con- 
ceit ; plenty'of wits, a sensitive soul, and a person which might 
have been taken for Adonis's model. 

" Do not you find it rather chilly here, my dear ? " murmured 
the Earl. 

"No," answered the Countess, though not very decisively. 

" Let me fetch your shawl." 

"You are too kind." And as soon as my lord was gone 
she said to Notch, " Pray fetch me my cigarette holder which 
lies on the writing table in my boudoir." 

Thus she was left alone with Sigmund. 

She looked at him coolly enough as she stood half in the 
shadow of a column, and the- moonlight swept her face and 
shone in the cold grey eyes if she moved ever so little. Her 
hands were crossed behind her, a diamond brooch on her 
bosom shone like a star. 

Sigmund puffed his cigarette and felt nervous, he knew 
not why, and the night wind sighed past. 

" You are coming to the Earl's in Scotland I hear, mon 
cavalier," she said, half teasingly. 

" I fear not, I fear not. I should so much like to, but my 
uncle is sure not to let me." 

" I will do my best for you." 

"How?" 
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" Perhaps I can arrange it. Give me a light; my cigarette 
has gone ouj." 

The boy's eyes met hers, and for some reason he felt as 
he had never felt before, even in the sunny smiles of Mdlle. 
Marie of the wool shop. 

Then Notch returned with the cigarette holder, and next 

instant came my lord with a mantilla. 

* # * * # 

"Well, good-bye, Sigmund, good-bye for the present,' ' 
6aid my lady, as she and her youthful knight neared Charing 
Cross Station. "I cannot tell what it is in you, you are only 
a boy — do not mind my saying so— and yet I experience great 
pleasure in being with you. It is such a contrast to all the 
hardened men I have met ; and yet you are not quite the boy 
of your years — I do not think I could derive any pleasure 
from that. There is something matured and almost triste in 
your manner. For all the tossing world I have lived in, and 
even perhaps in consequence of it, and from a human love of 
contrast, my tastes are very simple, and I long for intercourse 
with a fresh and sympathetic nature, where scepticism and 
worldly cynicism have not yet seared the bloom of hope and 
innocence. Sigmund, I am not happy; with all my social 
advantages I am discontented and ill at ease, and I would fain 

find a kindred soul. Were you not so hopelessly young 

But why am I talking this nonsense ? I must be mad. And 
yet I feel that you understand me. Say, do you not ? " 

The good boy felt as though he had whole volumes to 
answer, and yet he could not get out a word which seemed to 
him even remotely pertinent to the situation. He had sense 
enough to remain silent under the circumstances, and 6he 
went on — 

*' The fact is, I have seen a great deal of the world. My 
marriage turned out most unfortunately, and I have suffered 
as few women have suffered." (This was in the brougham 
as he was escorting her to her father's house in Harley Street.) 
"Hardened, worldly, and calculating natures I have had to 
do with ever 6ince my wedding day, and now, I know not 
why, I find in you a person of most sympathetic character. 
But alas ! though you are serious it is ridiculous of me to 
talk as I do to a boy of your age ; but I feel that you under- 
stand me. Be my brother, for I feel towards you as a 
sister." 

Mdlle. Marie of the wool-shop flashed vividly before 
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his mind. "What, another sister ! " thought he; "and so 
different to the first." - 

This time she looked to him for an answer. He felt 
desperately awkward, thoTigh bursting with the potential 
energy of pent-up eloquence. 

" Oh, yes," stammered he out at last, as though he had 
been asked whether he proposed to attend the funeral of 
6ome dear departed friend. It was earnestly enough said, 
but the earnestness was of the lugubrious rather than of the 
fervid sort, and he felt himself to be a great fool at that 
moment. Suddenly he burst out with the inane question : 
" Are you very fond of this earl you are going to marry? " 

She looked at him at first in anger, but his damask cheek 
and downcast eye were very eloquent of inexperience, so that 
by the time he ventured to glance her way Sigmund encoun- 
tered a pair of eyes resting on him, not all too unkindly. But 
she answered — 

"It is well for you that we are close to my house, for if 
I had time I would give you a good scolding for your extra- 
ordinary question. Its utter gaucherie, and the abruptness 
with which you fired it off, are quite astounding ; your boy- 
ishness is your only excuse, sir ! " 

" Oh, do not be angry with me ; I did not mean to " 

"To what? Well?" 

" To ask unpleasant questions." 

She laughed outright. 

" I do not say it is an unpleasant question ; I condemn its 
overpowering clumsiness. Do you understand ? " 

« Yes, but " 

" Go on, sir," 

"No, of course not; that would be just doing the wrong 
thing." 

"1 insist on knowing what you were going to say." And 
she rested her hand on his. 

"Wfll — but — are you really very fond of him? Do tell 
me." 

" II est charmant, 1' enfant! " she laughed. 

"Remember, you forced me to tell you what was in my 
head when I checked myself." 

" Of course ; I am desperately fond of him. Are you 
satisfied now?" 

But the boy's face betrayed not satisfaction. In fact, the 
look it wore was such that the lady could not help smiling. 
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"Here we are," she saii, as next instant the carriage 
pulled up. "Good-bye, Sigmund — brother Sigmund. It 
will be polite of you to call to-morrow to inquire how I am 
after the journey. You must not mind an elder sister telling 
you these things. The carriage will drive you to General 
Gauntlet's. Gtood-bye and d demain" 

The graceful form of the Countess disappeared behind her 
father's front door. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

The reception our friend met with at the Gauntlets' was of 
the most cordial. Flattering remarks upon his appearance 
from the female contingent of the household were supple- 
mented by regrets from the General that such a "dev'lish 
fine boy " should not be destined for the army ; for they had 
heard of a decision lately come to by Dr. Pointgrave relative 
to Sigmund' s future career, that this one should not become a 
soldier, but should go to Cambridge, and later on enter the 
medical profession. To this Sigmund strongly objected, 
although the guardian partially overcame these scruples by 
predicting a brilliant career under his special patronage. The 
truth was that the physician could not bear the idea of his 
ward entering a service which is generally admitted to stand 
socially higher than medicine. 

Of an essentially patronising turn of mind, the man cherished 
the hope of moulding after his own will his wife's nephew, 
of playing the mentor and sage adviser, and of being later on 
able to say, " See, it is all owing to my wise care and training 
that Le Fannu has made his way. ,? 

An additional incitement was afforded by the fact that 
Pointgrave was ever quarrelling with his own nephews, of 
whom he had several, but who were very independent of him 
and bade him mind his own business, and he desired to be 
able to show off Sigmund as a startling proof of his wisdom 
and foresight. It secretly riled him to mark how his ward 
was growing up a finer gentleman than he, Pointgrave, ever 
had been or could hope to be; how he possessed an instinctive 
feeling and bearing, the heritage of " blood; " how, in a word, 
Sigmund had " breed " about him, and how he, the mentor, 
had none. 

Le Fannu had not been many days with the Gauntlets 
when his aunt and uncle returned to England, and he went 
to stav with them. He had scant hope of being allowed to 

v 
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pay the visit to Perthshire, although the Countess had pro- 
mised that she would manage it for him, but when he addressed 
his uncle on the subject all hope vanished, for Dr.JPointgrave 
emphatically withheld his consent. 

" I think it little becoming of you, and the reverse of deli- 
cate, thus to run after people who must look down upon you 
as a toady and a parasite. You lay yourself open to all 
kinds of snubs and insults. If they tolerate you in their 
company now it is only because you are a boy, a child, a play- 
thing. Later on, when you are grown up, and a respectable 
hardworking member of my profession, they will ignore you, 
or notice you, just as the fancy takes them, or as they may 
require your services." 

'• But I have no desire to become a doctor ; you know, uncle, 
that my wish is to enter the army." 

"Yes, and become an idle club loafer, like . And 

then again, we have not seen you for months ! " - 

" Do you really care to see me?" 

" Yes, when you show me proper respect and obedience." 

"But look here, uncle, you really are mistaken about the 
Earl's invitation ; I assure you it was most hearty. You do 
not suppose that he only associates with noblemen ? " 

"I dare say his lordship has lots of humble satellites; do 
you want to swell their number? I should have thought 
you had some pride, Sigmund ; for my part I have more inde- 
pendence than to wish to place myself under obligations and 
run the chance of being " 

Sigmund lost patience and broke in hotly : " When ' a mere 
child, a plaything ' is of good old family, and the son of an 
officer in the English army, he is good enough to associate 
with anybody if he behaves like a gentleman. The Earl asked 
me if I were related to the Guernsey Le Eannus, and when 
he heard that I was he said, ' No better blood in England, 
good old Norman stock.' Do you think I should wish to 
know any one who tried to patronise me ? I want no favours 
from them. It is all very well to play the radical, uncle, but 
I dare say you would not speak as you do if " 

" Leave the room, sir ! How dare you ? Eemember your 
position in this house ; you are here on sufferance ; you are 
dependent on my good will." 

"Nothing of the kind; I possess my own money though 
you may be the keeper of it, and wretchedly low you keep 
me." 
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" You will end like your father ; you have all his faults." 

Sigmund shuddered. " Would you abuse the dead," he 
said, getting very pale. "I cannot judge, I cannot answer 
you, for I was too young when my poor father died ; but I 
have heard that he was as much sinned against as sinning. 
One thing I know, with all his faults, he was a gentleman 
in feelings as in birth, and that is always something to be 
proud of." 

Pointgrave half rose and repeated, "Leave the room, sir!" 

" With pleasure. Only I must say you are very cruel and 
ridiculous. General Gauntlet quite approves of my going to 
Perth, and surely he is no toady." 

Sigmund went out, closing the door behind him with some 
vehemence. 

We see that our hero had developed a good deal of late, 

and that from a mere boy he had during the last half-year 

sprung up into a high-spirited youth, though doubtless oft- 

f tunes an injudicious and hasty. He went up into his aunt's 

room and found her about to go out. 

" Oh, aunt, I must talk to you ! " exclaimed he. 

"Then come with me, Sigmund; I am driving to the 
Gauntlets!" 

As they rolled along he told his troubles, and received a 
consoling reply that she would do her best to help him. 

Arrived at their destination the General said to Sigmund, 
"By-the-bye, young sir, a note addressed to you came here 
this morning and we were going to send it on. A deuced 
pretty note, sir, perfumed and coroneted; and in a lady's 
handwriting, sir! What do you say to that, Mrs. Point- 
grave? Your nephew here seems to be commencing early." 

" When did you commence, general ? " 

"Late, madame, late. In my time boys were not sent 
abroad to learn precocity from the foreigner." But seeing 
that Sigmund looked pained, the General added quickly, as 
he placed his hand on the boy's shoulder, "though I must 
say this young fellow seems little the worse for his sojourn 
amongst the Philistines." 

The note proved to be from Sigmund's late travelling com- 
panion, and ran thus :— 

" Dear ' Brother ' Sigmund, — Come and pass the evening 
here next Wednesday. I have managed to scrape together a 
few friends, saison morte notwithstanding, and we can have 
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a little dance, -or charades, or anything that may suggest 
itself." 

" That's comprehensive," interrupted the General, who was 
fond of his joke. 

The note proceeded to relate that writer's father had' re- 
turned with the Earl, and that there would be a large party 
of guests at Clantipple Towers through August and Sep- 
tember. "We leave for the North in a week," wrote the 
Woronoff. "I wonder whether you will accompany us? 
Adieu till Wednesday, when I may have something to tell 
you." 

" Oh, I wish I could go ! " exclaimed Sigmund, the tears of 
vexation in his eyes. " Why should I not go? What harm 
is there ? It is — it is infernal of Dr. Pointgrave ; all his 
mean narrow jealousy ! He always professes to be such a 
radical till he gets near a coronet, and then he is chapeau 
has full of sickening minauderies" 

"Hold your tongue, sir! You must not speak of your 
uncle like that," quoth the General, though there was the 
least bit of a twinkle in his eye, and he coughed when he 
caught Mrs. Pointgrave's look. "And, for heaven's sake, 
Sigmund, do not interlard your language with French words; 
it is affected and useless. But is that all the note ? How 
does your fair correspondent finish up ? " 

"Ah! there is a P.S." 

"Of course. Well?" 

Sigmund looked confused, but read — 

" When do you return to Brussels ? Are you very anxious 
to do so, Sir Knight of the Golden Fleece ? " 

< < What does that mean ? " 

"Oh, nothing; only a little joke of the Countess." But 
the boyish cheek flushed very plainly. 

" Oh, lajeunem! " sighed the General sentimentally. 

"Now you are talking French yourself," remarked Sig- 
mund quickly. " Is that also t affected and useless ' ? " 

" Do not be impudent, sir," answered Gauntlet, laughing. 
" Sharp boy, though. But I must say I consider the conduct 
of Countess Woronoff as just the least bit peculiar. You 
accompany her to England, she sends you little notes with 
private jokes in the P.S. You are, of course, very young, 
but she is engaged to the Earl, and old men are jealous." 

Sigmund broke out into protestations. " She is so different 
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from other women, and then, you see, she calls me her 
brother." To which the General answered, " Ah ! of course." 
But there was scant conviction in his tone, and his next 
remark was uttered in a speculative voice. 

" The Countess was some years in Russia, I believe ? " 

"Yes," answered Sigmund, eager in his lady's praise. 
" Her husband held a high post and she moved in the best 
circles. She has a horror of stiff English etiquette, and has 
unconsciously imbibed some Russian ways." 

"Exactly so," returned Gauntlet drily, and once more 
meeting Mrs. Pointgrave's eye. 

" Now, General, do not be .cynical, and do not corrupt my 
nephew's mind with worldly doubts and suspicions." 

" God forbid, madam ! " 

***** 

It was Point grave' s intention to practise in London during 
the summer months, and to do business on the Riviera in 
winter also — a course followed by many doctors of late years. 

The following day the physician received a professional visit 
from the Countess, who had nothing the matter with her. 
"Nerves," were her ladyship's excuse for coming, and she 
allowed Sigmund' s uncle to feel her pulse, after which a few 
well-chosen sentences about her symptoms imperceptibly led . 
the conversation on to more general topics. My lady took care 
to be irresistible, and flattered with masterly lightness. Then 
the stream of refined "blarney" played more directly, the 
flow of words deftly going over to the subject of the man's 
"position and standing," his European reputation, and mar- 
vellous professional acumen, till Pointgrave stroked his beard 
and metaphorically purred at the agreeable ear-tickling. 

"It is extremely likely," observed the patient, "that the 
Earl will pass the winter on the Riviera, in which case I sin- 
cerely hope that, &c, &c. Then, again, when we are in town 
in spring and summer I shall require a physician for my 
wretched nerves ; and then, of course," &c, &c. In a word 
Pointgrave was quite delighted and put on his most paterno- 
confidential manner. And when he was at his best her ladyship 
casually observed that Sigmund had become a great favourite 
with her future lord, who had invited him down to Scotland. 

The difficulty was cleared in a canter, and with many bows 
the physician promised to allow his nephew to accompany 
Countess Woronoff to the "land o' cakes" on the following 
week. 
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Sigmund presented himself at Countess Woronoff's saison 
morte party very early on the "Wednesday evening. He was 
the first guest to arrive. 

" "Well, dear brother," quoth his hostess, " and so the little 
difficulty has been overcome, I hear ? " 

The youth had hold of her hand in greeting as the words 
were spoken, and he retained it whilst thanking her for the 
service she had rendered him. Eloquent he was not, for 
whenever he had most to say it seemed to him that he could 
say least. But the soft, boyish, brown eyes did duty for 
hesitating tongue, and a sisterly, responding look from his 
patronesss called forth a hand pressure and a flush which 
pleased her well. 

Sigmund knew not the exact shade of his own feelings with 
regard to this woman ; admiration, not to say awe at her 
worldly wisdom, tact, and reposeful beauty, filled his inexpe- 
rienced mind. He looked quite reverently at her now as she 
stood before him, in dove-coloured velvet and damask roses, 
with her hands and arms in gloves of ever so many buttons, 
and a locket of diamonds reposing blissfully on a glimpse of 
Snowy bosom fringed with old lace. She appeared so lovely 
and superior to-night that Sigmund became quite confused, 
till kindly encouraged by a few sisterly words. 

Gertrude de Woronoff had a small head and glossy black 
hair, which she wore rather low on the forehead ; the cold, 
blue-grey eyes could warm up all the more delightfully for 
the contrast ; the lips were somewhat thin and the mouth a 
trifle large, but the, nose was simply perfect, impudent and 
enterprising, and yet well-bred. Madame had a way of pass- 
ing her tongue-tip rapidly over her lips, as though to moisten 
them, and the movement was somewhat snake-like. When 
vexed the eyes would half close, and she would hum almost 
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inaudibly, smiling gently the while, so that a stranger would 
think she was pleased. 

All at once Sigmund came out with the plain remark: 
" You look beautiful ! " 

She made him a little curtsey, saying, "Very gallant of 
you, sir knight ; your compliments are unmistakable, for they 
are refreshingly unadorned and to the point, and their sin- 
cerity is beyond dispute." 

" Indeed, yes ! I mean it all ; every word. I could die for 
you — sister ! " 

" Now that is very pretty, if somewhat florid, and deserves 
a pretty answer, one in the same style : * I could live for you, 
brother ! ' " and the Countess designate of Clantipple laughed 
a right musical thrill. 

"Oh, I mean what I say," murmured Sigmund, abashed 
and sadly. 

" Of course you do." 

"And you?" 

A guest entered, but our friend got a " sisterly" look which 
restored him to happiness. 

This early arrival was an Austrian, a Graf von Lerchenf eld- 
Thurigrund, a man right affable and easy-mannered, who, 
after courteous bow, sank into a chair close to his charming 
hostess and began a rippling conversation in German, much 
to Sigmund's disgust. But the Graf soon had to make room 
for others, and airily retired towards the wall, where he ex- 
amined some china about which he knew nothing. 

A good half of the invited were foreigners, principally 
Russians, Germans, and Austrians, and most of them were 
barons, or, at all events, " von," the very least one can style 
a native of those regions. There were more men than women 
present, but the fair sex, at least the foreign contingent, made 
up in quality what it lacked in quantity ; for a couple of 
Russian princesses and an Austrian markgrafin formed a 
brilliant centre round which glimmered lesser luminaries. 

My lady's rococo sire was also there, with " jabot" and 
snuff-box, "once Beau Brummers;" gold-headed cane, 
" once the Prince Regent's," — and prejudices. 

He was very much awake to-night, and early seized upon 
a meek guest into whose ear he relieved himself for an 
hour or so of many tales. England was not too well repre- 
sented, possibly because many of the " best " people were out. 
of town j there were, amongst others, a racing and very racy 
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baronet and his wife, a bankrupt lord who played the flute, 
the widow of an Indian judge, three daughters of ditto, a half- 
pay eolonel with a red nose, a " woman's rights " M.P., who 
was also a known libra penseur, and an eminent barrister alike 
famous for his success and effrontery in the legal joust. 

But in this heterogeneous throng there was no lack of " go," 
for their hostess quietly sorted them out into sympathetic 
groups and harmonising coteries. The penurious peer fluted 
pastorally to the accompaniment of one of the late Indian 
judge's daughters, the racy baronet played eearti with a 
Muscovite baron, the red-nosed colonel, whose wife was a 
virago, argued hotly with the " woman's rights " M.P., whilst 
the brassy barrister discussed the subject of detective police 
with a sleek Polish count. 

There was also a witty journalist who gave a pithy recita- 
tion, performed some wonderful card tricks, and (after a secret 
confab with his hostess), told the fortunes of some of the 
guests, amongst others that of aVpiteful old maid from Berlin, 
against whom Madame de Woronoff had a little grudge. The 
spinster from the Spree was unmercifully " drawn," and her 
hostess chuckled softly. He wanted also to tell the fortune 
of Sigmund, but this one was much too shy to let him do so, 
and retired blushing behind the Countess. 

Our friend to-night felt very much out of " form," and when 
later on a little dance was improvised, he suffered further 
tortures of awkwardness and confusion, for his hostess com- 
manded him to trip with her a measure, and he acquitted him- 
self right poorly, being a tyro in the terpsichorian art. 

He retired to a card-room, where some Austrians were busy 
with Tar6k } and stood looking on moodily at the strange game 
and trying to make something out of it, till politely addressed 
by no less a personage than one of the Eussian princesses, 
a desperate old gambler, who wanted a light for her 
cigarette. 

" Ah, Monsieur, our charming hostess has been speaking to 
me about you ; she says you are a sweet boy, but I do not see 
much of the boy ; you remind me of my poor son." 

" Why do you say ' poor,' madam ? " 

" He was killed in a duel at Bonn, when a student. Do not 
let me think about it," she added, anxious to change the sub- 
ject. " Do you not smoke, Monsieur ? " 

"Yes, sometimes." 

' ' I will not offer you a weak cigarette ; you would be 
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offended." And turning to a countryman she said: "Alex- 
andre, offer Monsieur a cigar," which the amiable Muscovite 
promptly did. It was Sigmund's maiden effort at a weed, and 
very soon he quietly threw it away and felt ill. Just then 
supper was announced and the place he was ordered by his 
hostess to fill was not far from her own. 

He sat pale and wretched at the festive board and could 
eat nothing; whereupon, knowing her protig&s sensitive 
nature, sentimental and fanciful Countess Woronoff promptly 
attributed his sorry looks to pain and mortification at her 
neglect of him during much of the evening, followed by some 
sharp remarks she had made when he broke down at the 
dancing. 

Very nervous and impressionable at all times, notwith- 
standing her worldly mask of proud composure, the lady had 
conceived a fondness of a sisterly-romantic type for the 
youth. So that now, instead of rallying him on his dole- 
ful mien, she tried to make him happy by a kind glance and 
word. Then she gently pledged him, raising a foaming glass 
to her lips and nodding pleasantly. 

He responded eagerly by emptying his crystal, but the 
hissing "Heidzick" made things so much worse in his in- 
terior that he did well to leave the table. She put it all 
down to sentiment and said to herself, " A sweet boy, full 
of sensitive chords and high-strung feelings ! " 

Later on, when they met again in the salon, she softly 
asked, " What is it, Sigmund ? " And not caring to say that a 
cigar had been too much for him, he answered, " Oh, nothing, 
nothing ; I am all right again." 

"I see little of you to-night with all these people here; 
come to-morrow afternoon; I would converse with you, 
brother dear." 

He had not a chance of speaking to her again, though 
he tried to as far as boyish shyness would permit, and soon 
afterwards he left, feeling rather huffed at the animated way 
his "sister" was twittering in unknown tongues to these 
voluble foreigners. 

But the thought of the morrow's visit consoled him, so that 
his night's rest was smooth, and he slept, Endymion-like, in 
youthful repose and beauty. 

When next day he entered her boudoir, Sigmund found the 
Countess in considerable perturbation and just the least irri- 
table. 
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"Read that!-" said she, placing a telegram in his hand. 
It was a message from Clantipple Castle : " The Earl very 
unwell. Pray come at once." And the despatch was signed 
"Notch." 

" I must leave by to-night's express," quoth the Woronoff. 

" Would you like me to accompany you to — to take eare of 
you ? " hazarded Sigmund. 

"No, of course not. I can take very good care of myself ; 
and I shall have my maid with me. Besides, you would be 
quite out of place now — can't y©u see that ? " she stamped 
her foot and went on with bitterness. "Am I [always to be 
unlucky my whole life long ? " 

Sigmund felt hurt, but said, "I may accompany you to 
the station at least ? " 

" Please yourself about that ; I shall be very busy till the 
last moment, writing letters and seeing to one thing and 
another. You must excuse me, Sigmund, but I am really 
too startled to be agreeable ;" and in truth the widow's temper 
was far from rosy, though somehow she appeared to be more 
annoyed than actually solicitous. 

She bade Sigmund a hasty adieu, and he left the house 
muck mortified and crestfallen. Then, woman-like, she sent 
a servant 'after him, and when he returned said, "Meet 
me at the station to see me off. Do not be angry with 
me, brother ; I am fearfully put out, and could break every- 
thing in the room from vexation. I know what it will be ; 
my old " but here she stopped short. 

When he got home and told his uncle of the Earl's sudden 
indisposition, and the consequent improbability of his being 
able to go to Perth, Pointgrave answered sneeringly, "I 
never believed the Earl wanted you to go at all. It was 
all a foolish fancy of Madame de WoronofFs. You have 
got your first snub betimes, Sigmund. It is only a device 
to put you off. Old men do not like their sweethearts to 
have male danglers even when these are mere boys like 
yourself." 

"Enviable and graceful shortcoming, that of youth!" 
quoth Sigmund dogmatically. The remark was not his own, 
for he had picked it up from the Earl in Ostend, and had 
set it to heart as a neat retort when bullied about his lack 
of years, a thing he observed oldish people were very fond of 
doing. 

At the station he found the Countess's father, who amidst 
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the bustle of departure began to relate a long story about 
the Bath coach and Beau Nash, till run into by a truckful of 
luggage. 

"I will write to you at once, Sigmund. Good-bye, brother, 
d btentdt" were the words he heard as the train moved off ; 
and the old gentleman fixed on him, and began a tale com- 
mencing — 

" I remember one day strolling down Piccadilly, between 
Bob Staggers and Dolly Capes, and we had just got opposite 
the White Horse, when " 

But Sigmund heard it not, for the foolish boy was staring 
after the departing train, and, when that was out of sight, at 
the steam it had left behind. Had not that vapour helped 
to waft his " sister " away ? 

Next day he had a smart quarrel with his uncle, his aunt 
striking in here and there on her nephew's side, so that the 
physician was overmatched and for the nonce silenced, as 
indeed he generally was when his wife opened fire against 
him ; and he loved Sigmund none the more for this household 
defeat which the boy had been instrumental in bringing 
about. 

On the third day after the Countess's departure our friend 
received a few words from that lady which filled bim with 
surprise and speculation. She only wrote — 

" Dear Brother,— Call at our house at nine on the evening 
you get this note. Tout d vow, 

" G. de W." 

It wanted but twenty minutes to the time named, and so 
Sigmund started immediately. He was all eagerness and 
excitement, though never supposing that his "sister" was 
anywhere but in Scotland. Still a vague kind of expectancy 
was in his heart, he knew not of what. 

Arrived at his destination, he hurried past the man who 
opened the front door to him, and up to the drawing-room ; 
and finding no one, incontinently plunged into the adjacent 
boudoir, and — found himself face to face with the Countess. 
He started, and a flush of pleasure mounted to his forehead. 

" Back again ! " was all he could say. 

" Are you pleased, brother ? " 

' ' Pleased ! I am delighted ! But how comes it ? " 

" Well, I have been a wild-goose chase, and it is sufficiently 
provoking and ridiculous. Most women would be completely 
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knocked up, but I am accustomed to travelling and can sleep 
as well in a train as in my bed. It appears that your friend 
Notch, telegraphed for me on his own responsibility as soon 
as the Earl was taken ill. Now his lordship is intensely 
anxious that I should know nothing about his ' little indis- 
position/ as he calls it, though in truth it is said to have 
been a distinct apoplectic seizure, if one of a very mild nature. 
The first thing he said on coming to himself — for he was 
unconscious for a time — was, * Mind now, Countess Woronoff 
is to hear nothing of this ! ' and he spoke with the utmost 
vehemence. But it was too late, for the message to me 
had already left. However, no one dared to acquaint him of 
the fact; and my lord showing great signs of anxiety and 
irritation, the doctors thought it most desirable that he should 
be kept ignorant of what had been done. Fortunately none 
of the guests had yet arrived at the castle, and his lordship 
gave orders that they should all be written to, asking them 
to defer their visits for a fortnight, on the pretext that 
some slight epidemic had broken out amongst the servants 
of the household. The same excuse was to be sent to me. 
They say that his one idea is that the event be kept quiet. 
Mr. Notch told me that his lordship's constantly reiterated 
words were, ' She must and shall never hear of this. What 
will she think of me? She will put me down as an old 
wreck ! ' I can to a great extent appreciate and understand 
the sentiment, and truth to tell I do not dislike it in him. 
Under these circumstances it was quite impossible for me to 
see him, and my advent had to be kept a dead secret. What 
was I to do up there en cachette ? In a word, I never un- 
packed my boxes, but started homeward at once. And so 
here I am back again, Sigmund." 

"And how glad I am, dear sister! But you must have 
been fearfully cross, ay?" 

"I confess to having been so a bit — a good bit at first j but 
now that I am back, I prefer it bo ? " 

"Keally?" 

"Keally." 

"Why?" 

' ' Well, for more reasons than one. Ha ! ha ! " And Madame 
laughed at her "brother's" youthful face, on which every 
emotion swept past as vividly as do the clouds across a blue 
sky. 
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A day or two after this the Countess called on Dr. Point- 
grave professionally, and chanced to see Sigmund for a few 
moments. "How much longer do your holidays last?" 
asked she. 

"About a fortnight." 

"Well, we cannot stay in London at this wretched time of 
year, and now that the north is closed to us I shall go south. 
Papa must take me down to the Isle of Wight for a few days, 
and you must come too. I have some charming friends at 
Cowes, they have a yacht, and there are two lovely daughters 
of about your own age for you to flirt with, Master Sigmund." 

" Oh ! how can you suppose that I could do that when " 

"Why not? When what?" 

But he only looked bashfully reproachful, which caused a 
certain smile to play about her mouth. 

Madame de Woronoff easily managed to persuade Sigmund' s 
uncle of the advisability of allowing him to run down for a 
few days to the Isle of Wight ; she was too lucrative and dis- 
tinguished a patient to offend by a refusal. So a couple of 
days later saw him bowling down the South- Western line 
towards the placid waters of the Solent. 

Now there is no doubt that all this dangling about the 
heels of a pretty though sisterly woman, this quasi-sentiment 
and premature emotion, was not the right sort of atmosphere 
for a youth of our hero's years ; certes, it was unwholesome 
forcing. Poor Sigmund was far from being a perfect youth, 
such as one would order at the factory if youths could be pre- 
pared like cannon for the country's glory. Only the metal 
was good here, and if the piece was not turned out perfect, it 
was greatly owing to the mould in which he chanced to be 
spilt. Consider his boyhood, with the tragedy which had over- 
shadowed it, his thoroughly unfortunate school career, and the 
circumstances since obtaining. In a word, Sigmund, though 
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no vicious and froward youth, was not what is called typical 
when we reach out for an ideal of juvenile British masculine 
perfection. But he had a good heart and his wits about him, 
there was plenty of talent if no genius, a fair presence, grace- 
ful bearing, and pleasant voice, and with all these advantages 
he should have prospered. A man may carve his own destiny, 
but surely "luck" and "kismet" are at least as powerful as 
will and character. 

It was a foolish and Frenchified notion of his uncle's to 
send him to Brussels at an age when youth treads on boy- 
hood's heels, and the great wish is to be thought a man. The 
establishment was a sort of semi-school, semi-private tutors', 
where his companions were mostly older than he, and where 
there was much more latitude permitted with regard to hours, 
&c, than properly became one of Sigmund's years. Many 
boys would have gone to the bad under these circumstances, 
but he did not, though this was likely enough a mere matter 
of chance. But down at Cowes he led a wholesome life, being 
almost all day in the open air and amongst young fellows of 
his own age or a few years older. And this last matters 
nothing in England, where "cold tubby" and manly amuse- 
ments animate all young men up to the age of twenty-five and 
later. But very different is it with the exotic precocity of the 
youthful foreigner, and more especially with the Frenchman, 
for instead of striving for distinction at field or water sports, 
" MM. Anatole, Kaoul, *et !C ie ," at sixteen, prefer dominoes, 
absinthe, and talking of their bonnes aventures. 

Sigmund's manliest and healthiest taste was riding, and 
whenever he could get his leg across a horse he was happy. 
Just now he could gratify this laudable wish to the top of his 
bent, and he did. When not dancing on the waves in yacht 
or boat, he was careering about the roads and fields on a ser- 
vicable cob which had been placed at his entire disposal. He 
scoured the island energetically, and the cob's girth had soon 
to be considerably shortened, so that the beast must have 
blessed the day when Master Sigmund took his departure. 
But before that event something worth relating happened. 

One day the weather was very fine overhead, though the 
sea was choppy with a fresh breeze, and the Countess being a 
wretched sailor, she flatly refused to join the party which had 
decided to circumnavigate the island. "Not for the world, 
my dear people," exclaimed she, "not even to please you, 
which is saying more, will I approach the yacht to-day. Why, 
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it is blowing a hurricane ! It will be something awful at the 
Needles. You will all be seasick, and come back, if you 
ever get back at all, wet and pasty." 

A loud protest from the youth met this aspersion on their 
seaworthiness, one declaring this to be a grand -day for a 
trip, another vowing that yachting was tame when the sea 
was too calm (this last mariner led off the doleful seasick 
chorus a few hours later), and the third wisely predicting that 
the wind being north-north-east, they would be in still water 
behind the island. As a matter of fact, the party nearly went 
to " Davy's locker" at the picturesque but perilous Needles. 
The wind changed, they got into a fog, and were blown half 
way to Guernsey, not returning to the sanctuary of the Solent 
for thirty-six hours. 

Countess "Woronoff persisted in her refusal to join the bold 
navigators, and declared her intention of taking a ride. 

"Then I will stay and accompany you," exclaimed Sig- 
mund, and blushed at his own ardour. 

"My thanks to you, Sir Knight!" answered the lady. 
" Your courtesy does you credit." 

" There will be a bit too much sea on to please Le Fannu," 
sneered the man destined later on to win the race of nausea. 

"Ah, old fellow, methinks you are jealous of my luck, and 
maybe you yourself feel qualmish at the thought of the 
Needles. Besides, it is easier to be seasick in a corner than 
ride a frisky horse, though for that matter scarcely more dig- 
nified than to fall off the same." 

The latter part of this retort referred to a slight misadven- 
ture which had befallen Sigmund's interpolator whilst out 
riding. . 

Some ladies tittered, and the discomforted one looked sulkily 
furious, and grumbled something about "impudent young 
devil!" 

An hour later Sigmund and his fair companion were riding 
side by side along a road flanked by mossy old oaks and fern- 
grown hedges ; their way was on a slight rising incline, and 
they were heading inland towards Newport. He was intensely 
happy and full of the most elastic spirits, an unusual sensation 
with him, for although no hang-head or sigher, 'twas seldom 
he felt positively " jolly ; " but he did so now and talked away 
gaily, free and untrammelled by the least dash of boyish 
Slyness. He felt as though he should like to put his cob 
at every gate and ditch they passed. 
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Quoth he, " I know you hate compliments ; you call them 
lanaMUs ; but let me say this once how happy I feel in your 

company, dear, dear sister. I " and he met her eyes 

looking at him maybe more kindly if less sisterly than he had 
ever yet seen them, and the boyish pulses beat all too fast. 

"Dear Sigmund," answered the lady after a pause, "be 
sure that your affection for me is heartily returned ; my — 
sisterly love for you is most sincere." 

"How know you it is sisterly? You have never had a 
sister." 

" What then ? " burst from her ere she knew what she was 
saying, for the Irish mare was tossing and pulling at the 
reins. He glanced at her, and colouring said, "I know not." 

His companion was a good horsewoman, and the road being 
soft, they soon broke into a sharp trot, which lasted up the 
slope and down the next, which was very gradual. The 
Countess's mare was fresh and pulled rather hard, and when 
arrived at the bottom of the dip a long easy hill stretched 
before them, Madame said — 

"Let us take this rise in a gallop. I want to take it out of 
my beast a little." 

So the least sound and a pressure and off they sped, and 
the pace became a ventre d terre gallop. But the Irish mare 
was far from spent when she reached the top of the hill, and 
the descent beyond was pretty steep ; her pace, too, was excel- 
lent, being at least as three to two when compared with that 
of Sigmund's cob, and there was far too much bone and 
muscle in those legs of hers to tire at a trumpery slope. 

Tftius the Countess was some fifty yards in front of her 
companion when with a rush she reached the hill summit. A 
field-gate stood open just here, and the wild Paddy lass swerv- 
ing dashed on to the grass, which as soon as she felt under 
her feet made her friskier than ever. Down went her ears ; 
she gave a tug at the reins, up went her heels ; she started off 
at lightning speed, throwing up the turf for yards behind her. 
Madame kept her seat bravely, but her hat and whip were 
gone. Paddy became wilder and wilder, gave a snort, and 
went straight for a high gate which she took like nothing. 
But the feat loosened the rider's seat. She was giddy, too ; 
the landscape seemed to dance and whirl, the scudding clouds 
overhead to twist round and round. 

All at once down went the mare in front, with one leg up to 
the knee in a rabbit hole, and the rider was shot violently 
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on to the ground six feet further, where she lay motionless. 
Poor Paddy smashed her shapely leg. She lay snorting and 
neighing, and lashing out her hoofs dreadfully near her late 
rider's head. 

A moment more and Sigmund was on the scene. He cast 
himself from his cob, which stood panting without the least 
wish to go on. He first dragged his companion a few paces 
further out of risk of the mare's hoofs, and then he threw 
himself on his knees beside her. She was for the moment 
quite unconscious, though, as it proved, only stunned from the 
heavy fall. 

How to depict the swirl of varied emotions rushing through 
his excited mind! — feelings but half formed, and yet so 
boyishly intense. He took her head and pillowed it on his 
arm. The long black hair was loose and rippled over the 
pale face, the mouth was half open, displaying prettiest teeth. 
He took a* little gloved hand and held it for an instant, but 
when he let it go it dropped flaccidly. He bent down with 
his face close to hers and listened, but the beating of his own 
heart drowned any other sound. 

All at once in his fear a new feeling for this woman seemed 
to burst into the boyish heart, or maybe 'twas but a strong 
revealing light brought for the first time to bear upon what 
had long existed unrecognised. 

He looked supplicatingly into the still face and passed his 
hand over the closed eyes. " Sister, dearest sister ! " he called. 
" Oh, darling Gertrude, answer me. Open your eyes ! " But 
she moved not, and in the whirl of his emotions he half lifted 
the unconscious figure, and flinging both arms round her 
neck kissed her frantically again and again on the lips. All 
at once he stopped and looked intently into her face. Then 
he gave her another kiss. 

Yes, he was not mistaken ; the caress was gently returned, 
and an arm lying across his weakly pressed him. She opened 
her eyes and looked at him dazedly. 

"Ah, you are still alive, darling, darling sister!" and for 
pleasure he kissed her passionately yet once more, and this 
time she knew all about it, and pushed him very gently away. 

The Countess was not seriously hurt. 

They got home somehow, but little was said on the way. 

Forty-eight hours later Sigmund left for London, where 
he was to stay for three days before leaving once more for 
Brussels. 
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Their final parting was before strangers, and consisted but 
of two " Good-byes." Only Sigmund cried like a child as soon 
as he was alone. 

A week after leaving Cowes he was passing the wool-shop 
in Brussels. How tame and vulgar the affair of Mdlle. Marie 
now seemed to him ! The young lady in question espied him 
pass, and bounded out to greet him with a sweet smile and 
the assurance that Jie had grown. 

" I must introduce my husband to you ! " she exclaimed. 

" God forbid ! " muttered Sigmund to himself, and shud- 
dering, took a hasty farewell, for his whilom flame had just 
dined, and besides smelling of onions was picking her teeth 
with a bodkin. 

"How different to 'sister' Gertrude!" he thought, and 
sighed regretfully. 
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CHAPTER XVI, 

Theee was a pleasant library in Clantipple Towers, near 
Perth. The apartment had once been a ladies' chapel, and 
still preserved much of the ecclesiastical type, with its Q-othie 
windows quickened by mellow stained glass at the top— below, 
this had been removed to admit of more light — its arched 
roof, saintly carving, and religious stillness. Only now 
between the shafts of the pillars, half sunk into the walls, 
were endless book shelves, well stocked with a varied collec- 
tion of goodly volumes, and the ol<J figures standing in the 
niches between these pannels of literature looked like the 
motionless guardians of this temple of learning. Not that 
the present Earl was by any means either a bookworm or a 
bibliomaniac, rather the reverse indeed ; but his father had 
been, having in his- time spent almost as much money in rare 
treatises as the lord of to-day had lavished on yachts, hounds, 
horses, and society. There was little furniture in the library, 
but that little was old and massive ; in the centre a low, large 
table and huge armchair, roomy for a Falstaff, a couple of 
high reading desks like lecterns, an old chest from Venice, 
some stiff black chairs, and some steps with which to reach 
the top shelves ; this was about all. There was a large fire- 
place opposite to the door, to the right a noble stretch of 
books, to the left the big flamboyant window looking west- 
ward. 

It was a warm October afternoon, but still a bright wood 
fire burned in the hearth, and curious was the strife between 
the ruddy glow from the logs and the coloured shafts of light 
which the slanting sun shot through stained glass. The 
newer panes below were lozenge-shaped and not very trans- 
parent, but a lattice stood open, and the stone mullions framed 
in a fair landscape, bold and typical of bonny Scotland. 

It was a Sunday. 

Through the open lattice came the sound of kirk bells ; within 
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the fire crackled blithely. The chamber was deserted, save for 
an old hound extended in front of the fire. The bells chimed on 
peacefully, and the dog slept on with his nose between his paws. 

Suddenly he opened his eyes and pricked his ears, and 
with a muffled growl fixed his glance on the door. Footsteps 
approached, the portal opened, and four persons entered. 
They were the Earl, Countess Woronoff, Lord Charles, and 
Dick Notch. 

They slowly advanced towards the fireplace, in front of 
which stood a quaint chair with footstool in one. The Earl 
motioned madame to be seated. 

" Nay, my lord," answered she, " I pray of you to sit down 
yourself. You look " 

But he interrupted her with protestations which were almost 
angry in their energy, vowing that he was perfectly able to 
stand and preferred doing so ; though for all that he looked 
ill and worn, and had a way of straightening himself with an 
effort every now and then, as though he were striving to 
overcome and conceal a feeling of weight and debility. It 
would not have been true to say of this man that he looked 
the ghost of his former self, for he appeared robust at a first 
glance ; but a short observation revealed a certain hanging 
heaviness and fixed stolidity about the face, all except one 
eyelid, which twitched from time to time, the fingers of the 
hand on the same side trembled a little, and their owner was 
evidently unwilling to use them when any one was by. He 
also spoke more slowly, and with even more deliberation than 
had been his wont, but still he occasionally bungled and talked 
"thick." Eor all this he persisted in declaring that he was 
perfectly well, and had within the last fortnight turned a 
medical man out of the place for presuming to hold a different 
opinion. 

When my lord had proposed and been accepted in Ostend, 
he had at the same time suggested that the marriage should 
take place in November, and to this agreement he now strenu- 
ously adhered notwithstanding his illness. Indeed, he sup- 
posed his betrothed and the rest of the world to be profoundly 
ignorant of the fact that he had ever been so much as indis- 
posed, and any suggestion, however guarded, that the wedding 
should be postponed threw him into a violent passion. 

Countess "Woronoff had quietly consulted the eminent Lon- 
don physician who had been summoned to Perth at the time 
of the attack. She informed him that she was the lady who 
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was shortly to become Countess Clantipple, and had asked for 
an opinion as to her future lord's real state of health. The 
doctor, who was an admirer of Abernethy, answered shortly, 
"Lord Clantipple is in no immediate danger of death; he is 
as well now as he ever will be ; and so, if you mean to marry 
him at all, the sooner you do so, madame, the better." After 
this plain piece of English she had determined to raise no more 
objections, but rather to smooth the way to early matrimony. 

" Charles, my boy," quoth the Earl, " have the goodness to 
shut that window. I find it horribly cold in here," and the 
old peer shuddered. 

Notch moved towards the lattice with his friend, and they 
stood at the further end of the room conversing together. 

Left alone with the woman of his choice, the Earl murmured, 
as he looked down on her sitting in the warm fitful light, 
" My own, in less than three weeks we shall be one." My lord 
was very much in love. 

She looked up at him and he took the hand which, with 
elbow resting on knee, was held up as a fire-screen, the great 
diamond of her engagement ring blazing on the finger. 

" Wilfred," was all she murmured back ; but the glance and 
tone were irreproachable, and she pressed his fingers, which, 
for all his passion, were icy cold. 

"I propose that after our wedding we remain here over 
Christmas and then run down to the Riviera for the rest of the 
winter. What say you, dear Gertrude ?" 

" I think it an excellent plan ; besides which, Wilfred, I 
am always happy near you, it matters little where that be." 

" Sweetest woman ! " returned his lordship, and stooping 
raised the hand he held to his lips. 

" Mind, Wilfred, we are not alone," said she with bewitch- 
ing smile, and lightly motioned towards the window. 

And it chanced that both young men had noticed the move- 
ment, and both frowned, though from different motives. 

" Infatuated old " growled Lord Charles very low, and 

it was as well, for the last word was probably unfilial. 

Notch's feelings were of a different hue, to wit — saffron ; for 
let it be said in fewest words, the young house-chaplain was 
desperately smitten t by the charming chatelaine in sp4 though 
most modestly and respectfully. 

And had she ken of this silent homage ? 

" Was e'er a woman didn't know 
When she'd got a heart in tow f " 
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" Can nothing dissuade my father from this infernal folly ? " 
growled on the young lord. " It is arrant madness of him to 
take this step now. Mark me, if it do not kill him within the 
year. Look at him, poor dear old fellow ; look how he leans 
and stoops. Ah, now he has given himself one of his pulls 
up ! But I ask you, does he look like a marrying man ? And 
then, who the devil is this woman — or rather, what was she in 
Bussia ? I have heard strange whisperings in society, though 
they were certainly vague and shadowy ; but they are enough 
to make a man look about him before taking the awful leap 
of matrimony. Not so, however, my father ; he is far too in- 
fatuated. Well, well, we shall see ! " And the young noble- 
man ran his moustache through his fingers and tapped with 
his foot on the floor. 

Notch answered nothing, but would have liked to meet 
Lord Charles's strictures with the words: "I think her 
worthy of any man and of any station, however exalted. 
She is charming, she is perfect, and I am only pained and 
angered that she should become the darling of a wreck like 
your respected father, when," &c. But he held his peace, and 
just then the door opened to admit the Earl's father-in-law 
designate. 

The old gentleman shuffled in smiling feebly, snuff-box in 
hand. He advanced towards the fireplace and held out the 
rapee to his host. 

" You look a very tower of strength, my dear Earl," quoth 
he. " Who would ever think you had been so ill lately ? " 

" What do you mean by ill, sir ? " returned my lord, getting 
red and then pale. " I fail to apprehend your meaning ! " 

" Surely I am not mistaken in suppos " 

" You are mistaken, sir ! egregiously so." 

" Papa, what can you be talking about ? " 

"Well, my dear, you yourself " 

"Yes, of course ; I myself said that I thought the dear Earl 
was doing too much, and that he would fall ill unless he took 
care of himself." She touched her forehead deprecatingly to 
her Jianct, and went on hurriedly addressing her parent : — 

" Just get me my gloves from the windowsill in the Long 
Room, and inquire whether there are any letters for me. And, 
papa, please ask when the carriage is coming round ; I forget 
what time my maid said she had ordered it." 

" Accomplished liar ! " sneered the lady's, future step-son 
whisperingly from the recess of the great window. 
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" Adorable tact and delicacy ! " mxinriured Notch. 

"Ah! that forgetting what time the carriage was ordered 

reminds me of a tale told by the Prince Eegent about " 

but the senile reminiscences were cut very short by the Earl, 
who was in the worst of tempers, and for the nonce forgot his 
duties even as a host. 

His lordship, unceremoniously turning his back upon his 
future father-in-law, addressed Madame with the words, " You 
are driving out this afternoon, then ? " 

" Yes, Wilfred. Will you accompany me? Do ! I want to 
show off my driving to you." 

This put him in a good humour, and he willingly consented 
to be driven by the woman who, in all probability would very 
soon hold the reins over him for the rest of his life. 

Her father went over to Notch, who gave him a volume 
about Tom and Jerry which he had promised to look up in 
the library, and with this work the effete beau shuffled off to 
a chair and soon fell asleep. 

His daughter glanced over at him disdainfully and 
shrugged her shoulders. A moment later wheels were heard 
without. 

She rose. 

"There are the ponies, Wilfred, dear," she murmured; 
and passing her arm through his with marked affection 
added, " We shall have a charming drive. Come ! " Then 
she shot him a capital look, and bowing lightly to the young 
men, marched her Earl out of the room followed by the 
hound. Her father nodded and snored in his corner. 

Lord Charles and Notch still stood by the window. Their 
glances met. 

"What a mess!" exclaimed the former; but the other 
answered nothing. 

" Come, Dick, what think you of the business ? " 

" I think, Charles, that it is no business of mine. I have 
no right to give an opinion on the subject. Come to my room 
and have a pipe." 



The same scene two months later. 

The fire crackling as before, the ruddy light and quivering 
shadows, the old hound blinking at the blaze with his nose 
upon his paws. 

But without all verdure has gone, and the landscape lies 
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under a pall of snow, whilsf the early-setting sun hangs red 
and big through the cold foggy air. 

Again the hound pricks his ears as footsteps approach, and 
again the lofty oaken door opens. Three persons enter — the 
master and mistress of this lordly castle and an old man- 
servant, who soon retires. The Earl and his lady are in their 
honeymoon, or but just out of it, for they have been married 
five weeks. 

But what mournful sight is this ? What ghastly parody of 
Cupid's reign ? 

Before the fire there sits in an invalid's wheeled chair a 
man, numbed and stunned by the deathly hand of apoplexy 
— the face fixed and awful, the lip hanging flaccid, speech 

fone but for a rare and well-nigh incomprehensible mum- 
ling. Three days after the marriage festival had the fell 
blow been dealt, and this time the enemy had claimed half 
the body. 

To-day was the first time the broken man had been allowed 
to leave his bed. The hound, with strange, sad intelligence 
in his face, came and pushed his nose under the hand which 
lay soulless on the arm of the chair. It was the hand on the 
" dead " side ; but the sick man saw the dog, though he felt 
him not. He removed his dull stare from the fire, and slowly 
lifting his head sideways, fixed his eyes on those of his young 
wife, who stood by him. An agonised look of sorrow came 
into the sufferer's face, and the eyes filled with tears. 

His wife sighed, and turning away bit her lip ; but the 
movement had more of vexation than sorrow in it. There 
was a hard look in her face, though she appeared very elegant 
and statuesque as she stood in her long ruby velvet dress, 
with hands clasped behind her, and a little foot resting on the 
brass fender. 

Her husband uttered an inarticulate noise. 

She turned. 

His eyes were still fixed on her, and his head was nodding 
slowly. She bent down, and he repeated his indistinct words, 
but she could not catch their meaning. One side of his face 
worked jerkily, and the blood suffused his cheek. He made 
an effort and repeated more distinctly what he had said. This 
time she understood him and shrunk back at his words. They 
were: "Kill me! Life is a hell! This whole side of my 
body feels as if it were packed in ice — deathly cold, deathly 
cold! I am lost!" 
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She tried to calm him, but without avail. He mumbled 
loud and mouthed, and the saliva was on his lips. 

" Kill me, Gertrude ! " he shouted quite plainly once. 

She rang violently, and, till the servant came, lavished 
every kind word and look to lull his excitement. They gave 
him some quieting medicine, and slowly the sick man regained 
his wonted apathy. 

It was strange that after this outburst the sufferer for 
some days 'showed signs of in creased vitality and perception, 
rallying wonderfully for a time. The doctors recommended 
the South chiefly because they saw that such advice would be 
acceptable. The grim physician of Abernethian manner, con- 
sulted on the question, looked hard at the Countess under his 
shaggy eyebrows and over the tops of his spectacles, and 
made answer in much the same words as he had used once 
before ; but the alterations, though slight, were important. 
He said, " Lord Qantipple may die at any time ; he is as 
well now as he ever will be ; and so, if you mean to take 
him to the South, the sooner you do so, madame, the 
better." 

But the politer doctors were so good as to opine that the 
Eiviera would be of immense benefit ; and so a fortnight later 
the Clantipples left for Nasuto. 
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Their progress was slow, bat after ten days they reached 
their journey's end, taking up their quarters in a villa which 
Dr. Pointgrave had hired for them. It was a most pleasant 
abode, standing close to the lapping sea, which gurgled in 
the rocks and played with the shingle just under the terrace 
wall. 

And what a view did this terrace command, and what a 
poetical lounge was it with its easy chairs and palm-trees, its 
big aloes and maidenhair-lined trickly grotto in the centre 
under the double staircase which led down from the house! 

Here was a higher terrace or balcony, colonnaded and 
sweet with the scent of jasmine. The house itself was large, 
and the rooms had an Oriental cachet about them, for the place 
had been built by a banished Egyptian premier, who had 
tarried here till such times as he was recalled into favour. 

The roof was flat and balustraded, forming another plea- 
sant lounge, with a still more extended view over the tops of 
the palms, olive, and carouba trees. From here the eye took 
in a stretch most sweeping, two mighty basins of deep blue sea 
and azure sky, which touched in the far, far distance of a pure 
horizon; ay, so clear and transparent is the air of these 
regions, that from the roof could sometimes be seen of a 
morning ere sunrise the black rocky peaks of Corsica, rising 
in rosy dawn out of the sea full eighty miles across the sleep- 
ing waters. 

The main entrance to the house was on the land side, where 
the gates of a luxurious garden opened on to the old Cornice 
road, now relegated to comparative insignificance by the rail- 
way still further behind, where the iron horse winds his way 
about the feet of mountain crags, or plunges with a shriek into 
their rugged ribs through many an ill-built tunnel. 

Coming along this old Cornice road, there was just now a 
youth whose face we know. He wore a velveteen coat and 
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knickerbockers, and there was a pretty flush on his cheek by 
reason of the pace at which he had come from Nasuto, for 
the villa stood a good mile outside the town, and he had not 
been much more than ten minutes about it. 

"Yes, sir, the Countess has arrived, but only two hours 
ago, and she can receive no one yet." 

" Oh, but I must see her. Take her my card. I will wait." 

" Surely the afternoon would be a better time, sir. Her 
ladyship is resting. Excuse me, sir, but " 

Angered and abashed at this remark, the ardent visitor 
turned away, with a shy look and muttered excuse. He was 
about to leave the grounds when a voice caught his ear and 
made him look round. 

" Hi ! Sigmund, old fellow. By Jove, sir ! How are you, 
my boy?" 

" What, Dick ; you here ? And you, Lord Charles ! I only 
heard from Dr. Pointgrave that the Earl and — and the 
Countess had come, or else I should have asked for you." 

"Yes, my friend, here we are; very much here, in fact. 
You see, the Earl insisted on his son accompanying him, and 
so I had to come, too; or else who is to look after Lord 
Charles's parliamentary training ? " 

"Yes," remarked the young man ; " I fear that I am cer- 
tain to be returned for shire next election, and so Dick is 

dragging me through Adam Smith, and the school board 
question, and the factory acts, local franchise, contagious 
diseases (cattle) bills, deceased wife's sister, and God knows 
what besides. It's awful ! How he knows about it all him- 
self is a riddle to me." 

"Well, you see," quoth Notch, "I was always fond of 
debating and arguing when at Cambridge." 

"It's more than I was at Oxford, unless it was debating 
about the merits of different racehorses, and arguing with my 
tutor to prove that he was wrong in gating me." 

'• I wish I were going to enter Parliament ; I'd show them 
something ! " sighed Notch. 

" I wish you were, instead of me ! But you will have the 
satisfaction of preparing all my speeches. I expect to become 
the * enfant terrible ' of St. Stephen's, thanks to you." 

" How is the Countess ? " broke in Sigmund. 

"Oh, well enough," answered that lady's stepson, with a 
slight frown ; and added, somewhat bitterly, " it is my poor 
father who is the invalid, not his wife." 

Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



100 THE FORKED TONGUE. 

Sigmund coloured at this rebuke, and Notch asked hur- 
riedly, " How long do you stay here before returning to 
Brussels ? " 

" My holidays last another fortnight, but Pointgrave would 
like to send me off sooner, only I have aunt to back me." 

" You don't get on with your uncle, then ? " 

" No, indeed. He objects to my going to Monaco twice 
a week now to hear the music, although I have done every 
mountain in the neighbourhood, many of them twice, and am 
sick of them. I have even been all the way to Aprico, and 
crawled up the Berceau, the Aiguille, and St. Agniese, and 
have, moreover, ridden every awful donkey in the place. 
Pointgrave says that I should pass the day in the garden 
reading botany, and complains that I do not show much 
interest in the fauna and flora of the place ; as if one came 
home for the holidays to bother about fauna and flora! 

Altogether he is a well, never mind. There is a patron • 

ising bumptiousness about him I cannot bear ; it chokes me. 
His eternal ' position and standing ; ' his jealousies and hatreds 
of the other doctors here, of whom he calls himself the gene- 
ral ; his rows with his relations, to whom he is always styling 
himself the ' head of the family ; ' and his fidgety, buzzing 
energy in all things, are enough to make a fellow tear his 
hair." 

" Well," remarked Lord Charles, " as you yourself say so 
much, there is no harm in my adding that I never yet met a 
man who had a good word to say for Dr. Pointgrave ; as ar 
man, I mean, apart from his profession." 

Just then the Countess appeared on the house-steps, and 
Sigmund well-nigh rushed forward to greet her. His mind was 
full of their last parting. Since the day of the ride at Cowes 
she had married. The boy peered, almost rudely, into her 
face— a naive, questioning look in his eyes, 

u Dear sister Gertrude, how glad I am to see you ! " 

" My good boy, you must not call me that any more. It is 
quite out of place ; and, besides, you are too old now for all 
that nonsense. You would not have me treat you as a child ? " 
There was a dash of annoyance in her voice. 

Sigmund looked hurt, but said, "Treat me as you always 
have and I shall be quite content." 

"Impossible; you are far too manly now, and too good- 
looking. There, sir, is a compliment for you, to make up 
for my little rebuke. I am afraid, my greeting was not tog 
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cordial, but I am very vexed and worried to-day, and feel 
wretchedly nervous. So, forgive me — brother ! " 

She smiled at him, and the smile, with the charming incon- 
sistency of her words, made him happy again. 

"He does not like you, I can see that," was his next re- 
mark, as he glanced over to where strolled the other two. x 

For the first time since he had known this lady, Sigmund 
now saw her redden. 

"Who? Mr. Notch? n 

" No, rather not ! I mean Lord Charles." 

" I know that. Pray mind your own business, sir ! " 

" I will. But let me just say, on the other hand, that 
fellow Notch always raved about you ; he " 

"Enough, sir ! you forget yourself." 

"You are very unkind to me to-day," returned Sigmund, 
with the tears in his eyes and a glowing cheek. " I see you 
do not care for me any more. I will mind my own business, 
as you say, and not forget myself by forcing my company on 
you again." He turned away, but she called him back. 

" Come to-morrow to lunch, and bring better manners. Do 
you hear, sir ? Your ' sister ' desires it." She held out a hand 
and smiled on him, so that all his anger was blown away like 
a cloud. 

As he once more neared the gate Sigmund perceived Notch 
strolling about the side paths alone. He joined him, and the 
other said with a sigh, very unlike his usual matter-of-fact 
way, " How think you she is looking ? " 

" Oh, all right ! Bather nervous, perhaps, but " 

"Well?" 

" But charming! " 

"Sigmund, she is divine — an angel! It does me good to 
be able to say so to some one after listening to Charles's dis- 
paraging remarks and sneers. And she is wretched, I can 
see that, simply wretched. Ah, what a married life is hers ! 

the poor, sweet Hang it ! it's enough to drive a woman 

wild. What a husband ! And then, too, she knows that her 
stepson looks upon her as an interloper, and dislikes her 
accordingly." 

" Does she also know what an ardent champion she has in 
another quarter ? " 

It was strange how Notch reddened now, just as the Countess 
had done. He answered, " I fancy so, though of course I have 
not presumed to speak a word either of counsel, still less of 
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devotion or sympathy. But I would go through fire and water 
to serve her." 

Sigmund looked at his watch and said abruptly, " Good-bye, 
Dick, I must be off now. I shall see you to-morrow, for I am 
coming to lunch." And off he went. 

As he swung down the hill he met his uncle coming up in 
a carriage to pay the Earl a first professional visit. The phy- 
sician was looking forward to his daily brace of guineas from 
the noble patient till spring time, though what benefit the 
stricken man could derive from such unremitting medical 
attendance was not very clear even to the doctor himself. He 
now stopped the carriage and addressed Sigmund: "Where 
have you been ? " 

" To see the Olantipples." 

' * What, before they have been in the place three hours ! I call 
that indecent haste. But I dare say they snubbed you for it." 

Sigmund bit his lip and fumed inwardly, for the words 
reminded him of the Countess's somewhat ungracious greet- 
ing, but after a pause he answered coolly enough, " Countess 
Clantipple has asked me to lunch to-morrow, if that is 
being snubbed." Then he put his hands in his pockets and 
walked on. 

Sigmund's touchy temper was by this time very ruffled, and 
when a few minutes later, as he was passing a little wine- 
shop at the entrance of the town, a wretched dog rushed out 
yelping, and began snapping at the bottom of his trousers, 
he lost all patience, and dealt the animal a thwack with his 
stick, which caused the brute to howl dolefully. 

Owner of said brute"came out and remonstrated energetic- 
ally. Sigmund bade him keep his cur to himself and later 
on make a "minestra" of it for his own delectation. The 
native's gesticulations soon became menacing; a moment after- 
wards Sigmund received a clout on the ear. He answered 
with a cut across the face with his cane. The native drew his 
knife, and Sigmund was lucky to get off with a slight wound. 
He was taken home and put to bed, and his temper was less 
rosy than ever. His aunt was all sympathy, but his uncle made 
strictures about " disgraceful brawling in the public highway." 

"You will have to keep your bed for a week at least," 
quoth Pointgrave, with a dash of satisfaction. 

" Ah, but I won't, though ! " 

" You must, I repeat — must, or you will not be fit to return 
at the end of your holidays." 
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"No matter, William," remarked his wife, "if tlie boy 
stay here a week more." 

"There is, on the contrary, every matter. He is getting 
into bad ways here." 

" Brussels is worse," quoth the patient from his bed. 

"And then, why should we pay for his keep in two places 
at the same time ? That establishment in Brussels is terribly 
dear." 

" But who pays for it — do you ? " inquired Sigmund. 

"I am your guardian, sir. "When I was your age I spent 
just one quarter of what you cost, for I was working hard in 
a plain Scotch school, not aping the man-of-the-world at a 
sink of iniquity like Monaco." 

" But, William, it is the boy's money." 

" You need not remind me of that, madame. What I con- 
tend is that he requires a deal too much for his keep. How 
simple were my wants at his age ; and look at me now. I 
have become a man of posi " 

Sigmund groaned. 

"D n your impudence, sir!" exclaimed Pointgrave in 

a passion. " You will end like your father, who " 

Sigmund sat up in bed, and his eyes were very bright: 
" Now, once for all, I will not have you bring up that subject. 
I will not hear it, I say. It is low and cowardly of you to 
attack the dead, and a man who, compared to " 

" Hush ! hush ! " interposed his aunt. 

But his ruffled nerves were now quite stirred up, and he 
worked himself into a paroxysm of rage. His language was 
wild and his movements wilder. He tore at his mosquito- 
curtains, shook the thin iron frame which supported them till 
it came down, and then springing out of bed, seized one of the 
crossbars, with which he lay about him till the room was a 
wilderness and a whole object a thing unknown. 

His scared relations had cleared out ere this final effect, 
and Pointgrave came in for a stormy rebuke from his wife : 

"I do not wonder at the boy," said she from behind the 
door. "Nag nag, worry worry, bicker bicker ; by heavens, 
William, you are enough to wear out a saint ! " 

"But not a shrew ! " 

"Now I do not choose to be spoken to like that ! If my 
poor father were alive, he " But here the man of " posi- 
tion and standing " caught up his hat and rushed away. 
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A week later Sigmund rose and went out. Feeling very weak 
he took a carriage and drove to the dantipples' villa. 

The Countess had visited the invalid twice and passed a few 
minutes chatting pleasantly at his bedside on each occasion. 
When alone she had taken the sufferer's hand, which had 
been " brotherly " retained till approaching footsteps had 
given the signal to withdraw it, and eyes met in a furtive 
smile. There was a sweet perfume about her presence and a 
delightful undulation in her movements, so that altogether 
this boy grew fonder than ever, and crawled out of ^bed 
long before he should have, to visit his ideal of female per- 
fection. 

He found her receiving the visits of a couple of ladies, who, 
however, soon took their leave. Notch and Lord Charles 
were gone to Monte Carlo, and the Earl was never visible to 
any one, for his lordship shunned all intercourse with the 
world, seeming almost ashamed at his break-down. He would 
sit by the hour at the window, looking moodily at' the glorious 
view of sea and mountain, or he would take a rare drive in a 
closed carriage, that was all. Even the society of his young 
wife was painful to him, and, perhaps, more than that of any 
other. He would look away and the tears would rise. to 
his eyes when she was about him, and once or twice broken 
and inarticulate words had betrayed his bitter sorrow and 
mortification. "I am waiting for death," he once said 
wearily. 

It was a most warm and balmy afternoon, and the Countess 
and her youthful guest sat in the shade of the red and white 
awning of the upper terrace, whilst glimpses of sea and sky, 
the mountains, and distant townlet of Nasuto could be caught 
between pots of graceful fern on the balustrade. 

A servant brought out some tea. The Countess bade him 
go inquire whether liisQ lordship would see Mr. le Fannu, and 
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the man soon returned with a message that his lordship would 
rather see nobody. The Countess sighed, resting a cheek on 
her hand, watching the flutterings of a pair of playful butter- 
flies, and Sigmund watched her from the straw lounge on 
which he lay. 

" Gertrude," murmured the impudent young rascal ; and 
instead of getting the box on the ear he deserved, Madame 
rose and — kissed him. 

" Poor boy ! " she said, " you look dreadfully weak." 

" Oh, my dear, dear sister ! " exclaimed he, with the blood 
suffusing his face. " You are very unhappy ; are you not ? 
Tell me, is it so ? I wish I could help you." 

She burst into tears. "I was born to ill fortune," she 
sobbed, but quickly recovered herself, setting her teeth to 
keep back her tears, forcing herself to speak calmly. 

" Dear friend, you can do nothing for me. The Earl's shat- 
tered health is a great calamity, but what makes me suffer 
even more than this is his son's manner towards me. He is 
never rude, though ever subtly offensive, and I can see what 
opinion he holds of me. Still he sometimes puzzles me with 
his looks ; he will keep his eyes fixed on me for minutes to- 
gether when he thinks I know it not, and then when I turn 
my glance and meet his he looks away angered and bashful 
at being caught.' 1 

" Notch at least thinks very differently ; I wonder he does 
not influence him." 

" I know that Mr. Notch always carefully avoids the subject of 
me. His views are so diametrically opposite to Lord Charles's." 

Sigmund half rose and looked intently at his companion. 

" How do you know this ? " 

" He has told me so." 

" Do you, then, discuss such matters with him ? " 

" Mr. Notch has always been most kind and thoughtful 
about me ; he understands and deplores my position in this 
house, and " 

" And consoles you," broke in the boy bitterly. 

" How mean you, sir ? " 

" I thought you only told such things to me." 

" You see, Mr. Notch is always with us ; and then, is he 
not your friend?" 

" Yes, but " 

"But what? Now do not talk nonsense, sir. Let us 
change—" 

n 
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" Are you in the habit of taking strangers into your confi- 
dence like this ? " 

"It would appear so, as I have taken you." 

"Am I a stranger then ? " 

" At least as much so as Mr. Notch. I have known him 
just as long as I have you, and seen ten times more of 

" I believe you are in love with him ! " 

She got pale, and rising, said, " If you were not ill I should 
order you to leave the house immediately." 

" I can do so," returned Sigmund with unsteady voice, and 
struggling into a sitting attitude. He got on to his feet, but 
staggered, for he was very weak. 

She hastened to support him, and as she stood by with her 
hands on his arm said gently, " I did not mean it so, dear, 
though you are very outrageous in your remarks. What 
right have you to say such things when you know them to be 
untrue ? Let us not quarrel," and she pressed his arm as she 
looked irresistibly into his inexperienced eyes and hustled him 
once more into good humour. 

Quoth she gaily : "Next Monday is my birthday, and the 
Earl insists on my celebrating it in some way, although I am 
most unwilling to do so. Still, poor dear, he says it will pain 
him more if I do not, and so he begs me to go with some 
friends to Monte Carlo for the day, dine there and drink his 
health." Sadly she added, " It is simply neartrending to see 
how he suffers mentally, and how he tries to bear up, iot after 
saying this to me with a smile his lips quivered and he could 
not force back the tears. I suggested that instead of going 
to Monaco we should invite a few friends at home, but to 
this he objected, saying bitterly, 'Would you parade your 
husband's decrepitude ? No, no ; do as I ask you, Gertrude, 
I beg of you ; ' and so I mean to please him by driving 
over with friends, about eight of us, and after seeing the 
pigeon shooting and hearing the music, risking a few francs 
at rouge et noir and watching the faces of the gamblers, we 
will have a late dinner and drive home in the moonlight. Of 
course you will come ? " 

"Yes, indeed, I shall be delighted." 

Visitors were announced, and this one took his leave. 

"I must give her some present on her birthday, she has 
always been so kind to me j and, besides, all the others are 
sure to do so," thought he. But how ? that was the question, 
for his stock of money was as usual low. 
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When he got back he told his aunt of the invitation, and 
asked for a small " tip," giving his reason for requiring it. 

"Ask your uncle, dear." 

"You know I had rather not, auntie." 

But Pointgrave came in at this moment. 

"Well, what is the question under dispute?" he asked 
fussily. "Sigmund, I told you that the place for you was 
bed. It is most imprudent to be running about with your 
wound ; inflammation, mortification, and amputation may be 
the consequences." 

" Uncle, I want fifty francs." 

"What for ?•' ^ 

Sigmund explained, and Pointgrave made answer : " Cer- 
tainly not. I strongly disapprove of a boy like you carousing 
and banqueting at that brothel of a Monte Carlo. The Earl 
too, is in a precarious condition, and I think it more than 
strange that his wife should hold revel at a gambling hell 
whilst her husband may be lying dead at home." 

" She is doing it at her husband's earnest request ; he surely 
is a man of ' position and standing,' and should know what is 
correct." 

After this piece of irony an avuncular tip was of course out 
of the question, and Sigmund had to content himself with a 
ten-franc piece which he received from his aunt that evening. 
He possessed another ten francs of his own, and with this he 
determined to do what he could. But what can one buy at 
Monte Carlo, the skittle-ground of " rouleaux," for a beggarly 
Napoleon ? A moderate bouquet or a box of sugared violets 
at most. Was this a fitting present for a countess, and such 
a countess, too ? 

Sigmund was desperate. He looked into the shops of Nasuto 
such as they were ; then he took train to Monte Carlo, where 
the wares are more choice, but where the prices are also. His 
railway ticket cost him about a franc, and so now he had not 
even a Napoleon left ; but as he ascended the incline leading 
from the station to the Casino he disconsolately clinked the small 
change in his pocket and flattened his nose against various 
shop windows. Here was a choice, indeed, of expensive nick- 
nacks, if one only had the money wherewith to acquire them at 
about five times their real value. Jewellery was, of course, out 
of the -question ; but amongst the articles de Paris and Vienna 
specialitaten there were a few charming things only just out of 
his means ; but they were out of them, alas ! e.g. an elephant, 
whose tail you pumped and scent came out of his trunk — fifty 
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francs ; an idiotic Cupid wheeling a barrow full of flowers-— 
forty-five francs ; a neat card-case from Klein — f orty francs, 
&c. Poor Sigmund looked and walked away, and came to 
look again ; how unhappy he was ! 

The idea occurred to him, "If I could play with my three 
five-franc pieces and make enough to buy something ! " He 
had seen the gambling once or twice, although there exists a 
rule that people under age must not enter the rooms. How- 
ever, an objection is only made in the case of children. But 
if he were to attempt to play himself he felt sure that the 
croupiers would request him to desist. 

" Oh, if I could only buy that scent-dispensing elephant ! " 
thought he. 

Leaving the row of shops he strolled past the Cafe de Paris 
hard by. " Hullo, Le Fannu ! " called a voice. It was a 
young fellow staying at Nasuto, whose acquaintance Sigmund 
had made at a picnic. He was sitting at a round table with 
a " cobbler " in front of him and a cigarette between his teeth. 

" Cleared out, my boy ! Dicavi, as they say here," exclaimed 
this person cheerily. " Have a cobbler ! " 

" I wish you would try your luck on a little money of mine," 
said Sigmund rather bashfully. "You see, they won't let 
me play myself ; I am too young. 1 ' 

" Wish I were too young !" remarked the other, exhaling 
a cloud of smoke with something very like a sigh. " But I'll 
play for you; it may change my luck. How much is it? 
Come along. Hi, gar^on ! two cobblers. Comhien?" 

They strolled off to the Casino. 

"What weight of money are you going to risk?" asked 
the unlucky one. 

"I have only fifteen francs to play with," returned Sig- 
mund, this time very abashed. 

" Well, you will hardly break the bank with that." 

" I only want to have fifty francs all in all." 

" Have you any choice as to the style of play ? " 

" No ; I leave it to you." 

" Then we will stick it on the dozens." 

They approached one of the roulette tables, and the friend 
placed a coin. It won. 

" We have twenty-five francs already," whispered Sigmund. 

"Now I will put ten francs on the last dozen." 

He won again, for after the skurry of the ball as it stumbled 
about the divisions and at last settled into one of them, the 
croupier called, " Vingt-six; noir, pair et passe." 
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They raked back thirty francs, which, with the fifteen in 
hand, made forty-five francs. 

" Only five more ! " whispered Sigmund excitedly. 

" Back to the middle dozen," suggested the player, "iifteen 
francs this time, eh ? " 

"All right." 

"Messieurs f aites vos jeuxf" Bound flew the ball, and 
as it slacked the croupier called, " Eien n'va plus ! " and next 
moment "Zero!" whereby every one lost save a wizzened 
old hag, who had staked five louis en plain on the fatal 
" duck," and now shakily grabbed the little pile of gold and 
the gro* rond which were pushed towards her. 

" D n the zero ! " growled the friend. 

"Amen!" quoth Sigmund. "Now we have only thirty 
francs." 

Needless to follow their play. Enough that it resulted in 
poor Sigmund's mite finding its way nearer to the officiating 
priest at this altar of " Hazard." 

"Awfully sorry, old man," remarked the other ; " all that 
infernal zero. It's enough to upset all a fellow's calculations. 
I must leave now to catch this five o'clock train. Dining at 
What-his-name's to-night. Ta! ta!" And he left. 

And now Sigmund felt more disconsolate than ever, for 
had he not been close to the attainment of his hope ? He 
went out and moved quite gloomily towards the cafe, where he 
ordered un hoc — he had the four francs left, and could allow 
himself this luxury — and sat down disconsolate and thoughtful 
till roused by the conversation of two men at the next table. 
One said, "I lent a gentleman two* thousand francs on this 
ring to-day ; he had lost at trente et quarante." Then they 
glanced over to where sat our hero. 

With exquisite politeness one of these men addressed him : 
"Monsieur had bad luck at the roulette just now I saw. 
That zero was cruel." 

Sigmund hardly responded to this advance, but consulted 
his watch. 

" Monsieur will forgive the liberty I take, but if he requires 
an advance of money wherewith to continue the game I shall 
be enchanted to accommodate. That watch and chain. Ah ! 
Monsieur can be sure of my respectability. I am always 
here, all the season and every season, ready to accommodate 
gentlemen. Monsieur can ask any one — the head waiter of 
this cafe, for instance." 

" No," answered Sigmund at first ; but then paused. He 
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was extremely unhappy and mortified at the prospect of not 
being in a position to offer the Countess some slight souvenir 
on her birthday, feeling sure, too, that he would be the only 
guest at the dinner-table coming empty-handed. 

" What will you advance me on the watch and chain ? " he 
suddenly asked. 

"Monsieur must allow me to see it first." 

It was an old watch which had belonged to Sigmund's 
father, and the chain was of Indian make. He looked round 
cautiously and handed them over for inspection. 

" I shall be proud to advance monsieur two hundred and 
fifty francs on them." 

Five minutes later he was the happy possessor of the 
scent-dispensing elephant with the movable tail; but the 
watch and chain were no louger his, and he had signed a 
paper promising to pay three hundred francs for the trinkets' 
recovery within a month on pain of forfeiture. 

So now he had his present safe and two hundred francs 
besides. With these he could easily win another hundred 
francs, and so repay the usurer. And this he attempted to do 
next day with the help of his friend, and with the result that 
the two hundred francs soon passed over to the bank. He had 
the most atrocious luck, which is the very best thing that 
can happen to an incipient gambler, for it often chokes him 
off gambling for good. 

This time he returned to Nasuto late for dinner and with 
a troubled visage, and when, besides these two suspicious 
circumstances, it was discovered that watch and chain were 
gone, there took place a considerable discussion. Sigmund 
became what is called " crusty," declared once and for all 
that it was his uncle's fault for keeping him so short of 
money, and then stolidly refused to utter another word of 
explanation, so that there was no knowing what mischief his 
aunt and uncle supposed he had been perpetrating. 

After the physician had lectured at nigh pressure for a 
long time, Master Sigmund looked up from the floor and 
said quietly, " Whose watch was it, after all?" which was 
rude and disrespectful of him. But he had his elephant 
locked up safely till the day of the Countess's dinner, and 
that was a great consolation, the more so as the beast was in a 
dropsical state with opoponax, and ready to douche any one 
who presumed to touch his tail. 
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On the eve of the birthday Sigmund and Notch were strolling 
in the garden of the Villa Clantipple. Sigmund had been 
rather distant with his friend lately, but had to-night grown 
cordial again through listening to his abuse of the Earl's son 
for that person's treatment of Countess Gertrude, when the 
stillness of twilight was broken by the noise of wheels, and 
next moment Lord Charles himself sprung out of his dog-cart 
and rapidly advanced towards the house. 

As soon as he observed Notch he took his arm and led him 
aside, only nodding slightly to Sigmund, who had been very 
cold in his manner since the day of the Countess's tears. 
There was still light enough to read by, and Sigmund saw 
Lord Charles take a newspaper from his pocket and indicate 
a passage for Notch's perusal. 

Let us leave our friend standing alone and go listen to 
what passed between the other two. 

There was a vindictive and almost triumphant look in the 
face of the Earl's son as he stood watching the effect of the 
paragraph on the reader. 

" What think you of that ? " he asked. 

Notch read to the end, and then said with a frown — 

" I do not believe a word of it. These society papers sweat 
and strain to find something new and racy for their readers, 
and when truth fails they invent and distort, till molehills look 
like mountains." 

" Why should not Nihilists escape from Siberia ? " 

" It is not that part I deny — though, for that matter, it may 
be all humbug — but the cock-and-bull story they weave here 
on the simple frame of their pretended facts." 

The article under discussion ran thus : — 

"The proverb that fact is often stranger than fiction has 
lately received one more striking confirmation from the depths 
of ice-bound Siberia. I hear, from a very trustworthy source, 
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that a report lately current that a Nihilist of importance has 
managed to effect his escape from the Czar's frozen ' Inferno ' 
is perfectly correct. Here are the details of the case, which is 
certes romantic enough for the pivot of a three-decker novel. 

" About five years ago a certain Count W., a gentleman 
enjoying high favour at the Court of St. Petersburg, and 
holding an honorary though very dignified charge .near the 
Imperial person, suddenly fell into disgrace and very soon 
found himself on the way to Siberia. He left behind him an 
English wife, whose grief at her lord's misfortune was doubt- 
less as genuine as it was conspicuous, and it is therefore 
the more painful to think that the evil breath of calumny 
should have attributed to the lady herself the chief share in 
the cabal which brought about her husband's banishment. 
The motives assigned for this heartless step on the wife's 
part were as scandalous as they were, let us hope, untrue ; 
for the imputations cast at our countrywoman by the painted 
lips of St. Petersburg's grand monde are an insult to every 
virtuous maid and matron of Great Britain. But que vouU%- 
tou8 ?— people must judge others by themselves. 

" Three years after Count W.'s banishment the news came 
that he was dead, having been one terrible night ' frozen to 
Heaven,' as the peasants say in those parts. Every proof of 
the sad fact was forthcoming, every document, seal, signature, 
counter-signature, and counter-counter-signature, 'alaBusse,' 
in perfect order, and Mme. de W. left Bussia for her native 
country under the sad conviction that she was now a widow 
indeed. ' Tempora mutantur,' &c, and thank God for it. 

" After wearing her weeds for nigh a lustre, our country- 
woman last year consented to lay them aside for a gentleman 
in every way worthy of her, and she now bears one of the 
best names in society. But stay ! does she really bear it ? For 
though she married a second time, under the firm belief that 
her first husband was dead, it is this man who has once more 
made his appearance in the land of the living. He has, after 
innumerable dangers and escapes, succeeded in crossing that 
jealous Muscovite frontier and reaching civilised Europe. 

"Here are the details of his escape. After about a year's 
sojourn at a place called Moros, and in consequence of dis- 
affection and suspected connivance between some of the exiles 
and their keepers, orders came that a general change and 
transference of exiles and keepers should be made in that 
department or province. Three hundred prisoners, with their 
guards, were to march out from Moros to a station half-way 
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between that place and Sneg, where they were to meet another 
batch. Here the prisoners were to be transferred from one 
set of guards to the other, and were then to march back to 
their original depots. They would thus become separated 
from their old keepers, and it was moreover calculated that 
such a country tour in mid-winter would cool down their 
mutinous spirit a good deal. And it did ! 

"The meeting ^>oint between Moros and Sneg was five 
days' march from either place. A quarter of the exiles 
dropped on the way and became food for the wolves, which 
continually formed a rear-guard to the struggling crowd. 
Impossible to depict the scene in words, but the imagination 
can fill up the horrible picture ; strong men in tears, ay, and 
here and there a wretched woman in the band, the blinding 
snowdrift, the bare posts dotting the lone way in a wilderness 
of awful white stillness, the cutting wind, anon moaning low, 
and the dirge taken up by the occasional cry of agony from 
some wretch who felt his legs failing him. 

"Ha! ha! TJra! for the Czar of all the Eussias ; and 
Ura ! for the civilisation of Eussia, where such tortures are 
perpetrated ! 

" Count W. reached the half-way station, where the transfer 
took place as commanded. And then began for the prisoners 
the weary march back to their original depots, under the 
charge of their new escort. 

" The weather had cleared somewhat, but a few hours after 
starting it got worse than ever ; a snowstorm came on such as 
one must go to Siberia to see. The cold was something ter- 
rific. Many began to lag, and some fell. They were coaxed 
to get up again and continue their winter ramble by the tips 
of their keepers' lances, and this system, though it occasion- 
ally proved efficacious for a time, was seldom of any use in 
the end, for no amount of pricking would rouse some of the 
fallen. Count W. was one of the last in the string of pedes- 
trians, and behind came six guards on horseback. And now 
a gust of snow-laden wind burst forth which obscured Hie 
feeble light. It was like the waves of a tempest, and it brought 
confusion amongst the staggering band. Drifts of snow were 
heaped up with magic quickness under the very eye ; they 
rose and were torn down, and rose again like the salt billows 
of the ocean. Count "W. says that he went down as though 
shot, for one of the marking-posts had struck him on the head 
as it snapped in the icy blast. 

" He lay stunned for some time, and when he recovered he 
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found himself alone save for some half-dozen fallen wretches 
who would never rise again. The others had moved onward. 
Near him lay a horse struggling on its back, and beside the 
animal one of the guards, himself more dead than alive. 

" Count W. is a powerfully-built man, and one of great 
energy of character, but it requires not these attributes to 
make a man fight for dear life. He stripped the fallen soldier 
of his uniform and donned it himself, taking a good drink at 
the ' wutki ' flask he found in the top-coat. The soldier ob- 

i'ected strongly to this, and wad struck down for the opposition 
Le attempted to offer. Every man for himself in such a case, 
and the wolves would remove all traces ! 

" Then the horse was got upon its legs and the Count rode 
off after the others. It was fortunate for the hero of this 
adventure that darkness had well-nigh closed in ere he re- 
joined his companions, and, besides, the weather was such 
that the soldiers had each enough td do to look after himself, 
without closely scanning the features of his comrades. 

" And thus they reached the night's halting-place. 

"Those of the prisoners who had strength enough to pro- 
test did so bitterly against the brutal hardships they were 
suffering, and their keepers, being in a bearish mood at 
having to drive the exiles sheep-like in front of them the 
whole day, and at a foot pace, answered with blows rather 
than words. The mutiny of despair arose ; the victims turned 
upon their drivers. A bloody mSlee ensued. About a hundred 
01 the mutineers were killed or wounded, whilst of the thirty 
soldiers a dozen were laid low by the maddened crowd* 

" Our Count kept in the background during this free fight, 
but when it was over he carefully bandaged up his head as 
though severely wounded, thereby almost concealing his 
features. 

"Next morning the cortige moved onward, as many of them 
as could that is to say, and the Count went too. And now the 
sufferings of the wretches on foot were increased tenfold, for 
the soldiers, enraged at what had befallen them, vented 
their spleen right brutally, striking and pricking and 
also kicking their victims in the" back as they rode beside 
them. 

" At last the weary march wa§ accomplished, and ten days 
after leaving Moros the exiles returned thither again — at least 
half of them did, for of the original three hundred a third had 
been left killed or maimed at the scene of the revolt, and fifty 
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had succumbed on the way, a rich windfall for the wolves and 
crows. Of these last Count W. was supposed to be one. A 
succinct account of ho w, disguised as a soldier and later as a 
peasant, this man effected his escape, how he eluded recogni- 
tion, and of all the perils he encountered, would occupy far 
too much space.* 

"Enough that it took him twenty months to reach the 
Russian frontier, that at one place he lay concealed for nearly 
a year, never leaving the cellar, save for an hour or two at 
night, of the house of a peasant who humanely assisted him ; 
and that towards the end he passed for a Frenchman whose 
passport he managed to obtain possession of. In order to 
make use of this document the sore-tried fugitive had to cut 
off two of his own fingers, dye his hair, and assume a limp, 
characteristics chronicled in the personal description ; it was 
lucky that eyes, height, &c, tallied pretty well. 

"After this his progress was comparatively easy, though 
he had a narrow escape from detection at Wilna. Arrived as 
far as Geneva he fell sick, but was of course well cared for by 
the sympathising countrymen whom he found there. He lay 
three months and escaped death, as he had escaped the Czar's 
detectives, by what almost seemed a miracle, and he says that 
the prospect of the former was not a tithe so awful as had 
been that of the latter for the last twenty weary months. 

" What will bo the next scene in this moving story? What 
of his wife now married to another ? He is safe in Switzer- 
land, but I doubt whether he would be legally so elsewhere 
in Europe ; and yet of a truth it would be a most cruel thing 
to extradite him. Who can withhold sympathy from a man 
who has gone through such trials ? Nihilist or no Nihilist, 
it matters little ; if the latter, Count W.'s case* has been hard 
indeed ; if the former, then is it not human to rise up against 
such a chaos of iniquity, corruption, and tyranny as to-day 
bears the absurd name of Russian ' Government ' ? Still, we 
should advise the Count to drop politics for the rest of his 
life. But how will it all end ? Ay, there's the rub ! I believe 
Count W. to be, either rightly or wrongly, but at all events 
most firmly, convinced that he owes his banishment to his 
wife. Will he now seek her out and settle the terrible debt 
of agony he owes her ? or will he adopt the wiser course of 
drawing a veil over the past. i Qui vivra verra I ' " 

* A full detail of the almost miraculous escape of a Nihilist appeared in 
a pamphlet of absorbing interest, which was published in Geneva. 

Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



CHAPTEE XX. 

" I don't think much of it," quoth Notch again, " and I must 
say, Charles, that if you do you surprise me." 

" Ah, there is no discussing the matter with you," returned 
the Viscount testily. " I know your predisposition — excuse 
me if I go so far as to say infatuation — for this person who 
has elbowed herself into our family. Her motives were so 
manifestly interested that the act, in my eyes, partakes of a 
naked cynicism which is simply indecent. I never could bear 
her from the very first, and she on her side detests me, be- 
cause she feels that I suspect her." 

" Suspect her of what, pray ? " 

" Of being a thorough-paced adventuress." 

"It says little for your powers of discrimination that you 
have come to this opinion about a woman whom every one 
considers charming and accomplished, and who is moreover 
an ideal of ladylike perfection." 

"Hear. him!" laughed Lord Charles sarcastically. "My 
dear fellow, you have your notions about a lady, allow me to 
have mine ; I fancy I ought to be some judge." 

Notch bit his lip, but only said, "But after all, why should 
this article, if true, refer to your father's wife. You must 
note that, talking about weeds, the writer says ' consented to 
lay them aside in favour of a gentleman ; ' now if your father 
had been referred to he would have said ' an English noble- 
man.' " 

"No, no; there you are wrong. The writer would have 
been saying too much had he become more explicit. Such a 
course would have been indiscreet, even dangerous ; no jour- 
nalist would be such an ass as to commit a slip of that sort." 

" What I say is, firstly, the whole thing is probably untrue ; 
and, secondly, that supposing a grain of fact to underlie all 
this fiction, the article may have reference to some one else." 

"Indeed, you really suppose that? By Jove, sir, I gave 
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you credit for more sharpness ! But then, as I said before, 
infatuation ! infatuation ! " 

" Look here, my lord," returned Notch with suppressed 
anger, and staring his pupil straight in the eyes, " if we are 
to remain friends let us avoid this subject in future, as I have 
taken care to do in the past. It is no business of mine." 

" But it is of mine, I fancy, and I mean to act." 

"How?" 

" Have you not just said that this is no concern of yours?" 

" True ; but once and for all, Charles, before we drop the 
subject for good, you surely do not intend making any use of 
that article ? " 

The Earl's son stamped with rage. "Now, do you sup- 
pose," quoth he, "that I am going to leave such a question 
in suspense ? Of course I mean to clear the matter up, and 
that right* quickly. I don't know, but it appears to me the 
natural thing to do. You seem to make light of the whole 
business, as if family honour and name were mere trifles ; 
perhaps they are, though, with some people. To me, now, the 
idea that this woman, whom you sometimes call my step- 
mother forsooth, should continue to bear our name, when all 
the time she is in reality the wife of an escaped Nihilist, is 
simply unbearable." 

" And may I ask what you mean to do ? " 

" I mean to go straight for my object without swerving, and 
this is to find out whether the woman is really my father's 
wife or only his concubine ; and the shortest way to arrive at 
the truth is to place the newspaper article before her eyes and 
mark the effect. It will be a good beginning at all events ! " 

"It will be madness and cruelty; it will be a grievous 
insult to a sweet lady, an act at once low-bred and idiotic." 

"I will trouble you to speak more civilly, and I will 
remind you once more that the whole matter is no business of 
yours, as you yourself say." 

"For God's sake, Charles, consider what you are about." 

" I have the honour of the dantipples to vindicate. It is 
not our habit to call our mistresses by the family name, and 
this one shall not sully it." 

" And do you persist in your determination ? " 

" Most assuredly ! " 

" Then you and I can never be friends, my lord, and the 
sooner I leave you the better." 

" So be it, then." And the young man strode off. 
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Sigmund, whilst this discussion was going on, had entered 
the house; and having been so fortunate as to find the 
Countess alone, was now sitting in her boudoir listening, 
whilst that accomplished lady played her piano delightfully. 
The piece was a Eussian polka of the better sort, consisting of 
a collection of native airs. 

Suddenly the door opened and Lord Charles stood on the 
threshold. For a few instants he said nothing, but his eyes 
were fixed steadfastly on the lady, and the expressions which 
swept across his face were strangely varied. 

" Excuse me for having omitted to knock," he said at 
length ; " but hearing the music I thought it was all right." 
Then turning to Sigmund he added curtly, " I wish to have 
a few words in private with — with this lady, Le Fannu, and 
I must, therefore, ask you to leave us." 

" I will go, ?> answered Sigmund, the blood rising to his 
forehead, for the tone even more than the words were wound- 
ing. He rose hastily and moved towards the door, then, 
remembered his manners, and returning, bade his hostess 
good* night. - 

But she said, " Oh, you need not go yet; I dare say our 
interview will not be long." She cloaked her excitement 
admirably. 

"I think you can discharge your youthful knight— one 
might almost say page — for this evening," said Lord Charles 
with a bitter smile. 

" Indeed I must be going, I " stammered the youth, 

and went out. 

The eyes of Lord Charles chanced to fall on the music. 
"Oh!" said he with an evil grin, "the quick march to 
Siberia, eh? There is such a. thing as the march from 
Siberia sometimes, though it is less used, and the ' tempo ' is 
very slow. Just do me the favour of reading this," and he 
held out the paper. 

The lady looked at him in astonishment: "What is the 
matter with you?" she asked. "That you dislike me for 
entering your family, and that you have always treated me 
with quiet contumely, I know, and am getting indifferent 
to it, for I cherish the hope that one day I shall see less 
of you ; but blatant vulgarity I have not, up till to-night, 
observed. Can it be that you have relapsed into your old 
habits, and that the priceless service Mr. Notch did you in 
breaking you of " 
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"Enough, madam!" called Lord Charles passionately. 
Then the angry expression in his eyes seemed to die out as 

he looked at her. All at once he began, " Hear " but 

checked himself with an "ach!" and looked away. Then 
with an effort he became calm, and said coldly, " You say I 
dislike you for entering our family, but — have you really 
entered it ? Again, you cherish the hope that you will see 
less of me. Well, you may not have to wait long ; but read 
that, please ! " 

He held out the paper. 

" Leave this room ! " said the lady, quietly pointing to the 
door. She was deadly pale, but very calm. " You can put 
the paper on that table, and I will look at it, but not so long 
as you obtrude yourself on me here in my private room ; go, 
I say;" and, as she advanced a pace towards him, the cold 
eyes flashed steely. 

" You would not have me witness your emotion ; as you 
will, madame ! I shall await your answer ; you will have the 
goodness to send for me." 

"I shall exercise my own discretion." 

When she was alone she locked the door and seized the 
paper. Soon her hands clenched and the sweat stood on her 
brow. She passed her hand over her forehead. When 
about half-way through she had to stop for a moment. Her 
teeth were chattering, and she swayed as she stood by the 
lamp; so she knelt down, and smoothing the sheet out, 
rested her elbows on the table with her fingers in her hair, 
and read on. When it. was over she remained staring at the 
paper, and even read the heading of the next article. Then 
her elbows slipped from the table, and she crouched down 
with her head in her hands. 

At last some •one knocked at her door; it was a servant 
with a message from Lord Charles, who begged to know 
whether he could be received. She rallied herself and wrote 
the following note: "I cannot see you to-night, but will 
do so to-morrow morning at eleven. I will only say for the 
moment that the nonsense you have seen fit to thrust under 
my notice is a sorry joke, and one worthy of the fools who 
may attach importance to it." And she signed the message 
boldly, " Gertrude of Clantipple." 

How she passed the night can easily be guessed ; 'twas 
like a glimpse of that place some people threaten us with if 
we do not live up to tne decalogue. The morrow was her 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



116 tttE FORKED TONGtJfi. 

birthday, her thirtieth, the day of the excursion to Monte 
Carlo and the dinner. 

" Now, my dear girl," mumbled the poor Earl with forced 
gaiety, " go and amuse yourself to-day, and — and think kindly 
of me, or better still — forget me." 

" Oh, Wilfred, for Heaven's sake, do not speak thus ! " 

And now he scanned her face and exclaimed, "What is 
it, my poor pet ; you look so pale and worn to-day? " 

" Nothing, nothing, dear, I slept ill, and now your words 
affect me. Please me by never speaking like that again." 

Her promised interview with Lord Charles was brief. 
She was very calm ; he, on the contrary, nervous and almost 
shamefaced. 

She waited for him to begin, and embarrassed at the 
woman standing haughtily with eyes fixed on him, he at last 
said, "Well?" 

" Well," she repeated quietly. "To be brief with you, I 
believe that you yourself have something to do with the con- 
coction of that article. That is my opinion. You cannot say 
that I do not speak plainly." 

" Good God ! what nonsense, madame ! On my honour I 
know nothing of its origin." 

"Very well, then." 

' ' And is that cross accusation your only answer ? " 

" What else can I condescend to say ? Once for all, I am 
satisfied of the death of Count Woronoff (and I suppose 
you mean to suggest that ' Count W.' in that article of 
yours must signify him) ; but if you are not, sir, then do 
your best — or your worst— to find him out. But as this is 
the last time I propose discussing the subject with you, I will 
for your benefit inform you that at or about the time of 
my first husband's misfortune at least a score of men of 
good family from St. Petersburg shared his fate. A con- 
spiracy was supposed to have been discovered. Calling to 
mind the events of that terrible time, I remember in the list 
of the banished the names of at least two other Counts which 
began with a W, to wit Counts Werenieff and Walachin. 
Whether they were married, and whether, if so, their wives 
were Englishwomen, I know and care not. I should say, how- 
ever, probably not ; and were I to trouble myself with specu- 
lations on the whole affair I should very likely arrive at the 
conclusion that your famous article was a fine example of that 
journalistic jumble and inaccuracy to which we are nowadays 
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too often treated. As a final word let me repeat, ' do your 
worst.' I fear you not, though I know you to be inspired by 
the most malevolent feelings towards me. Were my husband 
in better health you may be sure that I should acquaint him 
with your brutal conduct of last night, and his lordship would 
no doubt oblige you to make amende honorable— &8 honourable, 
that is, as you are capable of making anything. Are you join- 
ing the party to Monte Carlo to-day ? I must frankly say I 
hope not, for I wish to enjoy myself on my birthday." 

She turned to leave, but he caught her hand and looked 
strangely into her face. Then he said angrily, " I have to 
wish you many happy returns of the day ! Your words are 
brave, but your face tells its tale, madame." 

He left the room, and when he was gone her haughty mien 
gave place to a look of agony and terror. 

" God ! God ! " she moaned. 
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The party for Monte Carlo was originally to have consisted 
of nine persons, but Notch had written that morning to say 
he would be unable to come, and after the Countess's pressing 
invitation to Lord Charles not to be of the company it was 
hardly likely that he would put in an appearance. The five 
others besides the Countess and Sigmund were an English 
M.P. and his wife, an eminent and witty French barrister, an 
Italian marquis of diplomatic career and possessor of a won- 
derful black pearl which he always wore as a breastpin, and a 
wealthy and superstitious old maid of Romish views from 
Kensington. 

Arrayed for the excursion, Gertrude of Clantipple (if that 
were her right name) stood on the steps of her villa. She 
had just taken an affectionate leave of her husband as he sat 
crippled in his roll chair. And now as she was about to enter 
the carriage his voice once more caught her ear, " Gertrude, 
Gertrude," uttered indistinctly. 

She went back to the room where he had caused himself to 
be placed so that he might see her drive off. 

" What is it, dear ? " she asked. 

" Let me look at you once more, Gertrude," he said. " You 
look more charming than ever, my poor girl ; but a little pale 
though, a little pale." 

" I will not have you call me ' my poor girl ' in that voice, 
Wilfred," she answered with forced gaiety. "Have I not 
everything I want, and above all a kind loving husband who 
studies " 

" There, there, -my dear, do not speak about it any more ! " 
And the look of ineffable suffering overspread the face of the 
stricken man. " Go now ; God bless you, and amuse your- 
self well." 

His present to her that morning had been a cheque for 
£50,000, and when she had first refused to take it his words 
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were, " Please do so, I earnestly beg of you. What with my 
uncertain health and my marriage settlements on you not 
being yet all in order, it will be a great comfort to me to 
know that in all eventualities you will be provided for." 

Now, after leaving her husband's presence for the second 
time, she paused an instant on the steps whilst her maid but- 
toned her glove. The warm sunlight played upon her, the 
scent of flowers was in the air. Drawn up to the steps was 
the barouche, with a pair of greys tossing their heads and 
pawing prettily, switching their tails and twitching the muscles 
of their legs when a fly settled on their shining coats. 

One glance at her before she steps into the vehicle. She 
was attired in some shade of her favourite colour, grey; 
but a scientific description of that perfect costume is beyond 
me. Enough that there was some flufliness about the trim- 
ming, some delightful frou-frou rustling in the skirts, some 
graceful clinginess about the taille, and a cachet about the tout- 
ensemble 1 which was simply irresistible. (Excuse the French, 
but our language will not adapt itself to millinery). And let 
me not forget a bonnet which any Parisian would have ecsta- 
tically pronounced a bijou, and a parasol lined with pink. 

In her face was a look of determination, and suppressed ex- 
citement sparkled in her eyes. 

Away she whirled down the hill and along the shore to 
where lived the M.P. and his wife, also the superstitious old 
maid fromtensington, whom she had promised to call for. 
The Italian marquis, the French barrister, and Sigmund 
occupied the other carriage. Just as they reached the ascent 
of the Cap Martin, close to where the old road branches off 
leading to Nice over the Turbi, the sound of wheels rapidly 
overtaking them arrested their attention. A stylish tandem 
and high dog-cart with spider wheels whizzed past at a 
rattling pace, and next moment the trap was going loosely 
down the incline which passes below Rocca Bruna and the 
curious rock high to the right called the Monk. 

" Surely that was Lord Charles/' observed the M.P.'s wife. 
"Yes, it was," returned the Countess. "I fancy he has 
business in Nice." 

The fellow-occupants of my lady's carriage were all inti- 
mate friends. 

" How changed for the better is your stepson," observed 
the old maid. "He used to be very wild. Mr. Notch has 
been the saving of him." 
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" Yes, indeed. It would have been ten thousand pities had 
Charles gone to the bad, for he has a good heart and lots of 
common-sense, too ; but he never would listen to his father. 
The only two persons who have any influence over him seem 
to be Mr. Notch and myself. Now, entire nous, you will 
understand that it might well have happened that my stepson 
and I should to some extent not agree, Dut the extraordinary 
part of it is that Charles worships me, and a word from me 
will always influence him, even when Mr. Notch fails. You 
see he is an only child and a little spoiled, but a dear good 
boy, and we expect great things of him in Parliament, although 
he is somewhat farouche, A pity he is not with us to-day. 
It is this very shyness, I do believe, which prevents him." 
And the conversation turned, and nobody believed what the 
Countess said, though they pretended to. 

To her own surprise, this woman's spirits now rose high, 
and a wild carelessness seemed to take possession of her. 
She conversed lightly and volubly ; she laughed and sparkled, 
engaging in any and every bout of fun BR.<\.finme which came 
up. The day was most enjoyable : the music and the pigeon- 
shooting, the gambling-room — where she witnessed a Rou- 
manian lose ten thousand pounds, and herself won one thousand 
francs, for the fun of the thing — the sunshine, the " go " and 
life of the place, and then at nine o'clock the dinner in 
one of the salons of the Hotel de Paris. A merry repast was 
this, where everybody was at his best and the spirit of wit 
and comfort hovered around. 'Twas a balmy, warm evening, 
still and moonlit ; the palm-trees and statuary of the Casino 
garden standing out clearly on a background of sea and sky, 
for the windows were thrown open and the cool air blew 
gently in. 

It had been secretly agreed that the presents which each 
guest had brought with him should be offered at dessert ; and 
when the hothouse grapes and the precocious strawberries, 
the golden tangarines and tallowy bananas made their appear- 
ance, the French lawyer rose and delivered an appropriate 
speech, almost as picturesque and dramatic as though he were 
pleading at one of those sensational prods in which he had 
won a reputation. Only at the peroration, instead of wiping 
his eyes and confidently calling upon a humane and enlight- 
ened jury to acquit the prisoner, the victim of overwhelming 
circumstances, he held aloft a glass and called upon the com- 
pany to drink to the health of the most charming of hostesses* 
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who made'Victims, or at least slaves, of all who had the happi- 
ness to approach her by the irresistible charm and amiability 
of her disposition. Then, with true Gallic grace, he rapidly 
drew from his pocket a velvet case and presented it to the 
object of his eulogium with a bow worthy of a Talleyrand. It 
contained a jewelled brooch in the form of a 7. 

"Maitre L pourquoi un sept?" asked the lady, with 

dancing eyes of sweet inquiry. 

" Because, madame, the number seven has from time imme- 
morial been highly thought of. It is called a perfect number. 
I cannot venture to offer to Perfection anything less than 
perfection. ! " 

The Italian marquis was the* next to present his gift. With 
diplomatic grace and cat-like softness did he offer a hand- 
mirror with frame of chased gold, which had once been the 
property of Marie Antoinette. 

"Ah, happy glass!" exclaimed he, with Mario-like move- 
ment; "an enviable future is yours, for you will, I venture 

to hope, be sometimes held near eyes whose " but here 

the bang of a champagne cork put him off, and ere he could 
go on the old maid had produced a curious-looking stone set 
in enamelled silver, and begun saying : " My dear, this charm 
I consider almost in the light of a holy relic. It comes from- 
India, and was given by the Mahrajah of Chipatee to my 
great-grandfather. It is said to bring certain happiness to 
the married woman who shall possess it. Now it has no 
influence on me, and never will have, and I offer it to you 
because it is a potent charm, and one which I hope will work 
you every happiness ! " 

Quoth the lawyer gallantly: "It will be potent, indeed, if 
it bring our fair hostess all the happiness she deserves. But 
in her possession 'twill boast one more charm, that of belong- 
ing to the most charming of women ! " 

Then the M.P. turned and whispered to a servant, who 
quickly fetched a round basket. 

"Our humble gift, dear madam, consists of this couple of 
thorough-bred pugs, procured in Nice from a friend of mine 
who breeds them. No compliment attached, though hearty 
good wishes!" 

It was now Sigmund's turn to offer his scent-dispensing 
elephant, and he did so with a blushing cheek and not un- 
graceful manner, though at first he said not a word. 

"Is there also no compliment attached to this one ?" asked 
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the lawyer rather sarcastically ; and this put the boy on his 
metal, so that he looked up brightly and made answer — 

"Yes, indeed. My gift is in one respect typical of its re- 
ceiver, for it combines wisdom with sweetness.' ' 

She thanked him with a right pleasant smile and a nod, 
whilst the Marquis said, "Bravo! bravo!" and the lawyer, 
" Pas mal, monjeune ami / " 

A waiter brought in a note which he handed to the lady of 
the feast, and the change which came to her face when she 
cast her eyes over it was pitiable to see. She became ashen 
grey and seemed about to faint. 

Every one rose instinctively, <and as the lawyer approached 
to support her, for she herself had now got up, his lynx eyes 
fell on the note as it lay on the ground, and he read the signa- 
ture. He had already seen the same newspaper article which 
Lord Charles had shown to the Countess, and now the man of 
causes ceUbres thought, "'Crinom! If I only had the case, 
what a plaidoyer I could make!" But he wore the mask of 
his profession, and only offered a glass of water. 

What the Countess had read was — 

" You will meet me within half an hour alone on the lower 
terrace. Otherwise I shall present myself at your convivial 
feast. 

" Nicholas the Exile." 

And she knew the handwriting. 

Of course, the superstitious old maid was fussy in her offers 
of assistance ('twas a good proof of the efficacy of her gift, 
this business !), but Countess Gertrude recovered herself with 
the courage beseeming blood and breed. 

"I must leave you for a few minutes," she said, faintly 
smiling; and after" a pause, "I think you had better go 
home ; I will follow you." 

To this they protested at first, but soon saw how it was. 
meant ; their hostess wished to be alone. 

"What can it be ?" they thought ; for the business had 
evidently nothing to do with the Earl. . 

"Surely you will allow me to remain to accompany you 
home, my dear," quoth the old maid of Kensington, who was 
sweating with curiosity after the manner of her species. 

" I would rather not," returned her hostess decisively. 

"I'll get to the bottom of this," thought the spinster, in 
the words of the pasha in the Turkish legend. 
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"My carriage will wait for me. I shall not be half an 
hour behind you," said the Countess, now speaking more 
calmly. 

The Marquis and the lawyer led the van of tact by hasten- 
ing to wish her good night, and the others followed suit. 

The Countess was left alone ; and could there well be a 
more painful and anomalous position for a woman ? 

" I shall walk home," said Sigmund to his companions ; 
"it will do me good on this beautiful moonlight night. I 
have rather a headache from the wine." 

No one else appeared inclined to join him, for they all took 
to wheels and whirled off. 

Sigmund started away alone and very full of speculation, 
but with the hondfide intention of going straight home ; only 
on the way the idea struck him of learning what his "sister" 
was really about. He slackened his sharp pace, then stopped, 
hesitated, and then at last turned back. 

Twenty minutes after leaving the Hotel de Paris he was 
once more in front of that festive hostelry. 
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The Countess's carriage stood at the steps. He moved on 
and crossed the road, entering the garden which spreads 
round about the Casino. There was nobody there. Then he 
betook hiin to the lower terrace, which was also quite de- 
serted. But, little as his mind was at that moment open to 
such things, he paused, impressed by the fairy moonlit view 
of sea which stretched away below him. To the right old 
Monaco perched on its promontory rock ; to the left the light 
beach or dark olive-tree marking the wavy coast-line. 

A clock striking midnight aroused him. It occurred to him 
that it was absurd to remain loafing and watching in this way 
when in all probability the Countess had either started home- 
ward or was in the hotel. He was about to go when the sound 
of footsteps caught his ear. 

Some thirty yards off two figures passed side by side in the 
moonlight. They were moving westward towards the road 
leading to Monaco. 

Sigmund followed them along the noiseless grass, borders, 
crossing the cross paths gently on his heels, and keeping as 
much as possible in shadow. Opposite the Hotel Bellevue is 
a little wooden cabin, once a bathing shed, and here the two 
figures entered. Sigmund followed stealthily and listened 
without, which was more cunning than honourable ; but he 
did so, and came in for as it were the second and third acts 
of a drama. He heard a man say, " Within a week you 
will leave the man the world supposes to be your husband, 
or else — I will force you to do so with shame and ignominy." 

"But once more, Nicholas, I swear, by all I hold sacred, 
that I thought you dead." 

"I dare say." 

" I am legally his wife, then, for when I married hi™ every 
proof of your death was forthcoming." 

" I doubt whether you are legally his wife, but if so I care 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE FORKED TONGtJE. 129 

nothing. What, woman ! do you think I am going to forego 
my revenge ? You are done for — crushed ! I will work your 
ruin for sending me to the freezing hell of Siberia. My first 
object in life is to endeavour to make you suffer a little of the 
agony I have gone through. Cannot you understand that, 
fiend ?" 

" Oh, man — if you are a man with a human heart — hear 
me now swear, by my soul and my hope of salvation ! Oh, 
believe me, believe me ! I swear a most solemn oath that I 
am innocent of this business. Oh, spare me, Nicholas, for 
God's sake ! I have been sorely tried, spare me ! " 

Sobs choked the woman's voice, and she seemed to cling 
about the oppressor in agony. 

" You lie ! " was all his answer, spoken coldly. 

Then her spirit rose in revolt, and she said, "My husband 
loves me ; he is an old man. When you come on the scene 
'twill make no difference. He loves me, I say, and will listen 
to my tale of sorrow and bid you begone ! " 

"Will he consent to his concubine bearing his proud 
name? I think not. But as you say, madame, he is old 
and doting, and your eloquence may persuade him. I con- 
fess there might be a question at law as to whose wife you 
are, and with money you might win it ; but, mark you, 'twill 
avail you nothing. And now it is my turn to swear ; and I 
swear, by the wholeness and steadfastness of my intention, to 
crush you ; that if your poor old dotard of an earl consents 
to keep you, then " (and here he lowered his voice, and the 
listener just heard the words hissed out) " I will kill you ! " 

There was a silence, broken only by one sob from the 
woman. Then she said, unsteadily, " You have as good as 
ruined me to-night, Nicholas. What explanation can I give 
for my extraordinary conduct ? " 

" Compromised by your own husband, eh ? " And the man 
laughed in cold bitterness. 

" You really intend to ruin me ? " 

"I do." 

" Au plus fort, ahrs; adieu." 

" One word more. You are desperate, of course, and are 
ready to resort to desperate means. If you try to have me 
assassinated you will not save yourself, for it is all in writing 
and safe." 

"Were you dead, there could be no question as to my 
being who I am." 
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" Calm impudence was ever your forte. But do your worst. 
You see, I give you a week. It were no revenge for me to kill 
you now as you stand here — you would not suffer enough." 

" Fiend ! I will crush you too. I will have you extradited 
and imprisoned. You shall go back to Siberia, to return no 
more. Ah, you would strike me!" 

There was a step or two, and hard breathing, and then the 
man said thickly, u I must go— else I shall" kill you now ! " 
He rushed out of the shed, passing close to Sigmund, who 
was in the shadow, and moved rapidly off in the direction of 
Monaco. 

" God ! God ! " cried the woman, left alone, sob- 
bing as if the agony would kill her. "0 God! God I I 
am utterly lost ! " 

Soon she left the hut, and as she passed in the moonlight 
Sigmund was frightened at her face. He followed her up the 
hill and saw her enter her carriage. 

Just as she did so he perceived a figure advance to the 
carriage-door and hand something in. It was Notch, who 
had absented himself from the supper but who had watched 
also. He knew nothing of what had just passed, being only 
aware that the other guests had departed and that the Coun- 
tess's carriage waited behind, for she had left the hotel by a 
side entrance. All he could tell was that mischief was brew- 
ing for the woman he considered perfection, for this woman 
whom he now loved passionately, and more and more as 
troubles closed round her. 

What he handed into the carriage was a big bouquet of 
violets, with a spray of yellow jasmine, cassis, and narcissus; 
and round the handle a card attached with yellow velvet 
ribbon, and bearing the words, "Many, many happy returns 
of the day." A note stood half-buried in the flowers, and it 
ran thus : — 

"This is my offering; my energy and my strength, my 
heart and all my devotion, my very soul and my life's blood 
are at your disposal. You will understand the motives which 
prompt me to write this, for you are surrounded by enemies 
and may want a friend. I am at your service, at your feet, 
whenever and however you may require me. 

"K. N." 

The carriage drove off. Then Sigmund overtook' Notch 
and recognised him. 
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"What, you here?" quoth the house chaplain, confused. 
An awkward pause, and then he asked, "Are you going 
home?" 

" Yes." 

"Then come along." 

They moved on side by side in silence. 

" A carriage ? " asked Notch. 

" I want to walk." 

" So do I." 

Another silence, and then Notch passed his arm through 
his friend's, and said, " What is this business ? " 

" It is no business of yours," was Sigmund's short answer. 

"Is it of yours?" 

"No." 

" Then, my boy, speak ; what is it ? " 

"I cannot tell you. I don't half understand it; but it is 
something awful." 

" But look here, old fellow ; let us consult together. This 
may be a moment where help is required, and " 

" Why should you give her help ? " 

" I beg you to tell me ; you have overheard something." 

" I cannot, I tell you ; it would not be right to." 

" But this is a case where we both want to help a woman 
in trouble. I know half the wretched business already, so 
you can tell me." 

"Well, what do you suppose? Speak you, first. If you 
know half the truth let me hear it, and if you are on the right 
track I will tell you all I have heard, so that we may do 
something ; otherwise I will not say a word." 

Notch spoke, and when Sigmund was convinced he told 
what he had overheard. 

" Good God ! " was all Notch said, and walked on in silence. 
He was terribly excited. 

" Well ? " asked the youth, after a pause. " What do you 
think ; what do you mean to do ? " 

" I'll do what I can. Anything to help her." 

Sigmund could not object to this, but he hated to hear 
Notch say so. They spoke very little during their long walk, 
and their parting was brief and restrained. 
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" Has Lord Charles returned ? " asked Notch of the servant 
who admitted him to the villa. 

"No, sir; not yet." 

Then the house chaplain went up to his room. He was 
ready to lie down to rest, and stood thinking at the open 
window, when he heard a gentle knock at his door. He 
opened ; there stood the woman who filled all his thoughts. 

"Come over to my boudoir," she said, low. "I must 
speak to you ; I think I am going mad." 

Hastily throwing on a few outer garments he followed her. 

"What shall I do?" she asked, almost dazed in manner. 
" Do you know all ? You look as if you did. How do you 
know?" 

He told her briefly. 

" Then that boy overheard. I am more lost than ever, if 
that were possible." 

From him protestations of friendship and devotion, decla- 
rations, and sturdy offers. 

" I can trust in you ; I feel that," she said. 

" Indeed, indeed, you can." 

She gave him a hand, which he rapturously kissed. 

" If the worst come to the worst, then " 

" Then, trust in me. I loved you from the first, and you 
knew it. Say, did you not ? " 

"Yes." 

" I am ready to do anything you please. I am a sensible 
man in most things, but, Gertrude, you have turned my brain 
to fire. My greatest wish is to help you. Would that it 
only cost me some sacrifice, and that you alone were not 
injured. Alas! what is my position compared to yours? 
Would that " 

The noise of rapidly approaching footsteps became audible. 
It was three a.m. The Countess's maid had long since been sent 
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to bed. They were side by side on a sofa in her boudoir, 
which opened direct into her sleeping-chamber, and he was 
half kneeling at her feet. 

" My, for heaven's sake ! " whispered Notch, springing up. 
"Geo, quick!" and, as she hesitated, he almost pusnea her 
towards her bedroom and shut the door behind her. 

The footsteps approached down the long corridor, but now 
they slackened, for without it was dark. Who could it be ? 
None but Lord Charles, surely ; and yet he lived at the other 
end of the house and on another floor. But Notch recog- 
nised the footstep ; it was that of the Earl's son. There was 
no other exit. 

Time, place, and surroundings were utterly damning to the 
character of the woman Notch worshipped. He had just now 
been wishing for some occasion for self-sacrifice, and here was 
one indeed. He hesitated not, but was as good as his word. 
There was some jewellery in the open drawer and also bank- 
notes. These he rapidly seized, and then turned out the lights. 

Next instant Lord Charles entered. Notch stood quite still, 
the other advanced slowly. Then the chaplain moved towards 
the door ; he wished to get clear away if he could, if not, he 
was ready with an explanation for his presence here. But in 
moving the Earl's son heard him and hurried back to the 
door. " No one shall pass out without my seeing him ! " he 
exclaimed. N " Come here and show yourself , whoever you are. 
I think I can spot you. I will not move, and if you keep me 
waiting long I will rouse the house with shouting." 

"It is I, Charles." 

" I thought so," and muttered curses closed the phrase. 

Then Lord Charles advanced and found a match, which he 
struck. There stood Notch, with the jewelry and notes in his 
. hand. The two men stared at each other, and then the new- 
comer laughed derisively and said, " Put that stuff down ! " 

" Oh, Charles, I am a ruined man ! I have lost every penny 
at Monaco, and now the devil tempted me to— — " 

" That's not good enough. Do you take me for a fool ? " 

". Charles, I beseech you, say nothing of this." 

"Now, do you really suppose you can make me believe 
that you have been trying to steal ? Are you the man to do 
such a thing ? No. Do you ever gamble at Monte Carlo ? 
No. And do you at this moment look like a man caught at 
stealing? Once more, no." 

" Charles, I assure you " 
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" Will you give me your word of honour as a clergyman 
and a gentleman that your wish to steal is the real motive of 
your presence here now ? " 

Notch seemed to struggle with himself. At last he answered, 
" Yes." What he thought was, lt Any sacrifice to clear her ! " 

The other shook his head as he looked at him, ajnd said, 
" Most utterly incomprehensible thing, and the most utterly 
disgusting business, too, I ever heard of. Why didn't you 
come and tell me ? Look here ! You must be either mad or 
lying to me ; the latter I will swear. Yes, that must be it. 
You never made much secret of your admiration for that 
woman" (pointing to the bedchamber door), " for whenever 
I have told you my opinion of her you have held your tongue 
and looked as glum as a bulldog. Now that her intrigue and 
perfidy are on the eve of being checkmated you mean to play 
the Quixotic rdle of shield and champion. You commence 
your protectorate with boudoir rendezvous at the small hours 
of the morning. Compromising this — eh ? to say the least of 
it. I' faith I don't admire your tact, and your heroine will 
give you scant thanks for what you have done, for you have 
helped her downfall. A liaison with our house chaplain will 
prove a potent lever wherewith to dislodge her, should her 
husband* Woronoff, not come forward soon to claim the re- 
venge he has every right to. And now have the goodness 
to precede me out of this room. Enough for to-night. To- 
morrow, I need not say, you leave us, and with as little stir 
as may be." 

Notch could see that Lord Charles knew nothing about 
Count WoronofFs presence in the neighbourhood and of the 
interview with the Countess that evening. He determined to 
answer nothing, but the effort cost him dear, and he pressed 
his lips together whilst closing his fists convulsively, for he 
felt sick with rage, and would have liked to fly at lids lord- 
ling's throat. All his habitual coolness was gone, and yet, 
though quivering from head to foot, he answered not a word, 
but passed silently out of the room. In the whirl of his 
emotions the wildest thoughts dashed through his mind. He 
would stop the mouth of this runaway Nihilist at any price, 
he would implore him, argue with him, threaten him, and if 
necessary — ah, what? — stick at nothing to silenco him for 
ever. 

The following day he left, but only to go as far as Nice, 
where he hoped to discover this man who was putting to rack 
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the woman of all women. He meant to watch him when 
found. But this was not the easiest thing in the world to do. 
Under what name did this Muscovite go? He had but a 
vague idea of his appearance from Sigmund's description. He 
got his friend to assist him (his explanation to the youth for 
suddenly leaving the Clantipples was a quarrel with Lord 
Charles), but the two searched for three days without result. 
On the third day Notch received a laconic note from his friend 
saying, " You are to go to Poste Eestante and ask for letter 
under your initials." 

Poor Sigmund did not like the part of go-between, but his 
" sister" had begged him, with tears in her eyes, to convey 
the message. 

The envelope which was handed to Notch contained two 
letters. One ran, "I must see you to-night. Come to the 
cross on the road between Nasuto and Aprico at nine. Bead 
the enclosed." The other note, which was in a man's hand, 
only bore the words, " Three days more ! " 

When Sigmund called at the Villa dantipple a couple of 
mornings after this to bid adieu to his friends before leaving 
Nasuto, he found the place in a state of subdued though 
intense, excitement. " Can I see the Countess ?" he demanded 
of a servant. 

" If you can find her, sir ; " and the menial grinned 
offensively. 

"Sister" Gertrude had gone away with Dick Notch. In 
her agony and desperation she had taken refuge in the man 
who offered her all he had — his life, his reputation, and his 
heart. She left a note behind her for the sick Earl, wherein 
she explained all, but asked for no lenient sentence on her 
conduct. Only she enclosed the cheque for £50,000 which 
but a few days before he had persuaded her to take. It was 
torn in twain. 

The catastrophe killed the Earl outright, bringing about a 
a third and fatal apopletic stroke. 

When Pointgrave heard of the business he gave vent to a 
radical remark or two, for it was pleasant to throw dirt after 
so much bowing and obsequiousness, and besides it vexed him 
sore, for the Earl had been a very lucrative patient. 

"Sister" Gertrude's esclandre was Sigmund's first real, 
and perhaps his greatest, dhillusionnement anent womankind. 

It did his heart harm but his head good. 
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A period of two years has elapsed, when we find our hero 
again, and now he is sitting at a table in rather an ill-fur- 
nished room, his head between his hands, and Terence's 
"Hauton Timorumenos " under his nose, with a translation 
(vulgo "crib ") not far off. For he is wading through one 
of the classical subjects for the matriculation -examination 
at Cambridge, to which end he was about a year ago re- 
moved from Brussels to a private tutor's on the east coast 
of England. 

It was an iron-bound coast, steep and wild, where nature 
assumed her mood of sad grandeur. For ages had sea and 
cliff waged constant warfare ; the torn and jagged face of 
the rocks testified to the wild onslaught of Neptune's forces, 
and like rear-guards covering the retreat of the main army 
did a few crags and peaks stand out at sea, defying the 
advancing watery host. For the ocean was slowly eating 
away the coast here, and old fishermen remembered fields 
and pasture where now heaved billows. At this rate it was 
calculated that the old church, which stood some way inward, 
would go in three hundred years ; but this did not trouble 
the present generation, nor even the rising one. 

It was a strange marly-puddingy formation here, with 
massive boulders and rocks as big as a cottage embedded in 
a softer matrix, at which the sea gnawed ; so that sometimes, 
and especially at stormy seasons, huge pieces of the harder 
material would go thundering down with mighty crash and 
lie sulkily in the sea, like wounded warriors surrounded by 
the foe. 

There was one of these great pieces which must have fallen 
long long ago, for it was already licked pretty smooth by the 
water, and a slimy beard of seaweed and green moss waved 
round it as the tide rose. It had a hole, too, about the size 
of a man's body, and the waves had scooped underneath. 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 137 

Thus, when the east wind blew hard with a rising tide, amd 
the breakers came up, marshalled in tossing ranks like the 
lines of countless cavalry, the boiling surf would dash under 
the pierced rock, and a column of water burst through the 
hole with a " whroosh — hooo — thumbp ! " rising high into the 
air, whilst the feathery spray was blown shreddy off in the 
gale. At other times, when the sea was not so rough, the 
wavelets would make a chuckle-gurgle sound at the hole, 
like a giant savouring wine. 

There was another islet rock called the " mushroom," 
because its base had been eaten away all round by the inde- 
fatigable wash of the waters. It was rounded and overhang- 
ing like a toadstool, and it seemed wonderful that the big 
waves did not topple it over. This was the parliament for 
gulls, penguins, and cormorants, who used to sit here flapping 
and cackling like the gentlemen at Westminster. 

A dangerous coast for the mariner indeed, with its strange 
tides and currents, its hidden rocks and stolid sandbanks, and 
from seaward the shore looked inhospitably menacing. 
Nature in her minor key, grand and frowning, roaring 
winds and flying spray ; or if still, then cold and grey and 
solemn, a brooding lonely spirit, with strange broken sounds, 
and echoes recalling the music of the " Flying Dutchman," 
or the monotonous rhythm of the " Hebrides," with its plain- 
tive cadences, so graphically descriptive of leaden skies and 
shrouding mists, and the ceaseless sea gnawing slowly at the 
lofty cliffs. 

The spiritual wants of this windy hamlet were seen to by 
the Rev. Thomas TredwelJ, who held the living (rather a 
misnomer) of Thorpness against all comers, and it may be 
questioned whether any of his spiritual brethren would have 
cared to oust him had they been able ; for what with tithes, 
glebe, pasturage, right of fen, and one or two more barren 
adjuncts, the total of his ecclesiastical income just touched 
the round sum of £80. To be sure there was the parsonage, 
a rambling squat house of solid grey blocks, but although 
we are assured that man wants but little here below, a certain 
outlay in food and clothing is generally considered necessary, 
and for such an object £80 is a very commensurable sum 
indeed. 

The Rev. Thomas, as the incumbent was mostly called, 
was a thickset, square-shouldered little man, of bright eye 
and pleasant expression. He had the cure of some two 

K 
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thousand herring-curing souls, chiefly fishermen and their 
families, as rough and bluff as the winds amongst which 
they passed their lives, and the rugged shore from which 
they had first looked on the sea. 

The Eev. Thomas was further blessed with a sturdy family 
of his own, eight in number, and ranging between the ages 
of twelve years and as many weeks ; also a helpmate and 
comforter of a wife, who, although somewhat hysterical and 
inclined to collapse in leuco-phlegmatic-wise if called upon to 
make herself useful, seemed in no way disposed to cease yet 
a while from presenting her lord with frequent and visible 
pledges of her affection. It being thus with him, who shall 
wonder if the Eev. Thomas looked about him for some 
legitimate means of increasing his income ? And thus it was 
that he took in pupils, and trained them up to a standard 
which would enable them to pass the portals of those ancient 
seats of sound learning situate on the banks of Cam and 
Isis. 

Just now he had eight aspirants to Alma Mater (colloquially 
called "pups"), and Le Fannu had for the last year been 
one of them. There was Stutten from Derbyshire, an awful 
duffer at Horace and Homer, Euclid and Algebra, but a judge 
of a horse, and a youth who rode well to hounds ; there was 
Bonser from Australia, a steady fellow, who told of kangaroo 
hunting and the boomerang, and never got into a scrape, his 
one vice being an inordinate love of roly-poly pudding ; there 
was Mesborough, who affected the roud and wore an eye-glass ; 
and Frank, who was undergoing a year's rustication for driv- 
ing his dog-cart into the Great Court at Trinity and then 
knocking down the gate porter for trying to prevent him. 
Frank affected the superior airs befitting a man of the world, 
who had for the nonce stepped back amongst a set of mere 
boys, but he was a very good sort for all that. Lastly, there 
was Larvin, the ape-faced, and a couple of youths who shall 
be nameless, because they had left their respective schools 
under more or less unfavourable conditions. 

Thus it will be seen that they were a mixed lot, good, bad, 
and middling ; and I fancy that to the last category belonged 
Sigmund. You could hardly expect him to take place amongst 
the " goods," considering the semi-foreign education and 
knock-about life to which he had been subjected ; and it is 
indeed rather a matter for surprise that he has not to be 
classed in the ranks of the "bads." Alas! had his morals 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 139 

matched his person, Sigmund would have been a pattern 
youth indeed, for now at eighteen he was right handsome 
and comely; slim of loin and broad of chest (though, of 
course, not yet filled out), straight of back and legs, and his 
curly head set bravely on his shoulders. His eyes were 
laughing and intelligent, though they had'not that fixed and 
staring expression commonly supposed to denote honesty. But 
he was honest, thoroughly and scrupulously so, whatsoever 
may have been his other shortcomings. 

What with his eight brats (a ninth expected), his eight 
pupils ("the parson's eight" they were called, and a very 
scratch crew they were!) and his couple of thousand turbu- 
lent parishioners, the Reverend Thomas had rather a rough 
time of it, especially when you throw in the howling squalls 
from the German Ocean, and the stiff breeze sometimes raised 
by the leuco-phlegmatic Mrs. T., within the rectory walls. If 
he were not writing a sermon, or ploughing through a Greek 
play with one of the " pups," he was drying his wife's tears 
at some household mishap, or perhaps arguing with a fish- 
wife who would like enough hold her fist under parson's nose 
by way of emphasis, or else chastising one of his progeny for 
spitting out of window on a passer's head, a favourite pas- 
time with the little T.'s. The Reverend Thon 



. Thomas always had 
something to do, and, it must be owned, he always did it. 

Most of the embryo undergraduates lodged in the rectory 
itself, though not all of them, and Sigmund was one of these 
exceptions. He slept over the chemist's shop hard by, and his 
window overlooked a wing of the rectory. He had at first 
lived in the same house as his pastor, but the arrangement had 
not lasted very long, having, indeed, been brought to an end 
somewhat abruptly; for one cold night shortly after his 
arrival in these parts, when he had been out all the evening, 
he found on returning home that the fire had gone out too. 
To his request for wood he was told that it was too late, 
whereupon he broke up a couple of chairs (one would have 
been enough) and made a cosy flame therewith — so cosy, 
indeed, that the chimney caught fire. Mrs. Tredwell being 
in her normal parturient state at the time had been so alarmed 
that the " token " in question was presented to her husband 
some weeks before it was due, and the lady vowed that 
she would not have that awful Mr. Le Fannu in her house 
for another night. And thus it was that Sigmund now lived 
at the chemist's, though of course coming over for meals. Mrs. 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



140 THE frORKEl) TONGtJE. 

Tredwell ever afterwards looked upon him as a dangerous and 
eccentric person of foreign habits, the result of living abroad. 

Since that time he had got into several scrapes, some of 
them rather bad ones, and might, indeed, long since have 
been requested to leave, but his manner and manners were of 
so prepossessing a nature, he was so pleasant with all the 
trouble he gave, so little was there of the heavy calfish clumsi- 
ness of youth ; but, on the contrary, so evident was it that the 
culprit was of good heart and lovable nature, that the 
Reverend Thomas hesitated over and over again to make 
things "warm" for him, though in truth Le Fannu often 
^deserved it. But it was ever a little attention here, or a right 
pleasant word there, a soothing trifle that most youths in their 
cublike uncouthness would never have thought of. He would 
illuminate a coat of arms or a text for the Reverend Thomas's 
study, or play or recite at a penny reading for the sailors. 
More than once did the Reverend Thomas discover that this 
pupil, who on the whole gave him more trouble than all the 
rest put together, had been visiting some poor parishioner 
and left a charitable dole in the hand of widow and orphan. 

"The strangest fellow I have met for a long time," quoth 
the parson one day ; " he will go and sit for hours with poor 
old widow Magob, then take a drive and come tearing home in 
a dog-cart at two in the morning from Windstead, with a coach 
horn in one hand and the reins in the other ; lie rouses the 
whole place with his hideous braying, and then, because the 
stable boy from the i Crown ' keeps him waiting, he greets him 
with a bucket of cold water and there is a free fight, whilst 
the startled horse kicks the trap to pieces." 

" I always feel anxious when he does something amiable," 
observed the Reverend's better half, " for I have remarked 
that he generally does something outrageous very soon after- 
wards. It was just after he had presented me with that nice 
fan from Paris, with that note in which he begged me to 
pardon him for the scare he had given me when he set the 
chimney on fire, that he delivered what he called a medical 
discourse, on market day, from the summit of the village 

Eump, having dressed himself up to look exactly like Mr. 
prout." (Sprout was the village surgeon). 
" Yes ; he is very peculiar," assented the parson. " But I 
cannot help liking him all the same." 

But besides this it was plain to the Reverend Thomas that 
if he could only get him to work Le Fannu would do very- 
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well at Cambridge and be a credit to him, for lie was very 
quick and neat at mathematics, though, to be sure, hating 
Latin and Greek cordially. 

"I can't think, Le Fannu, how you always manage to 
square it with the Reverend," said one of the pups. " You 
seem to do any mortal thing you please, and queer things they 
are sometimes, and yet the old boy is always cream and honey 
to you." 

Sigmund now rose from his chair and stretched himself. 

The " pup" who had made the above remark was Frank, 
the rusticated one and Sigmund' s chum. He had just come 
by appointment to go out riding, and his entrance proved a 
very welcome_diversion from Terence's heavy comedy, The Self- 
Tormentor. 

" It seems to torment you too," remarked Frank, noting the 
grunt of dissatisfaction with which Sigmund rose. 

" Well, it does a bit. But what has put me out is a letter 
from Dr. Pointgrave, my uncle ; always lecturing me about 
extravagance, and I am not extravagant at all, am I, Frank ?" 

" Not a bit. By-the-by, can you lend me a ' fiver ' till next 
week?" 

" All right. Now, whore shall we go to-day ? " 

" I vote for Windstead; I hear there is a French troupe 
playing over there, and to-day being Saturday there is to be 
an afternoon performance ; shall we go ? " 

" Right, I'm agreeable." 

"Very well." 

" Just take a cigar whilst I slip into my riding breeches." 

The two young fellows rode out of the yard of the " Crown " 
a few minutes later, and turned their horses' heads in the 
direction of Windstead, a seaport town some twelve miles 
distant. 

It was a glorious day at the close of February, bright and 
fresh with the bracing wind blowing from over the sea, and 
the clouds making great moving shadows across the bare 
country. 

" Frank, I call this grand ! I feel like a lark." 

"You generally do, I fancy, old fellow." 

"Well, let's have one." 

" What's it to be ?" 

" Let us try and get those French people over to Thorp- 
ness ; we will give them a supper at the ' Crown ' and make 
them sing ; it will shake up the sleepy old place a bit." 
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" Bather a warm thing to do, don't you think ? The Beve- 
rend will cut up awfully rough, especially if we get any of the 
female portion of the troup over." 

" Oh, without them there wouldn't be any fun at all about 
it. But we will save appearances by having some of their 
men, too, although I would rather not. One can stand the 
devil-may-care ways of a soubrette, but their mankind are 
utterly disgusting with their airs and aping of gentility; 
but in this case I suppose we must take the chaff with the 
corn. ,, 

" Pretty corn !" 

" Well, say the rind with the orange. I dare say we shall 
find the fruit sweet enough if rather bruised." 

There are few youths who do not pass through a period in 
which fastness is taken for manliness, and a cheap sort of 
naughtiness for knowledge of the world. With some the 
attack lasts longer than with others, and indeed merges into 
the chronic state, when the sufferer becomes a confirmed 
mental invalid under the colloquial designation of a "loose 
fish," or a "pacegoer;" whilst in other cases the epidemic 
takes a very mild form and is soon over, leaving the subject 
to settle down as it were " clothed and in his right mind." 
But go through it in some degree he must ; it is a sort of 
universal moral distemper for human males, and like the 
canine disease had better be got over as early as possible. 

Sigmund was passing through this stage of mental aberra- 
tion, and it was well for him that he was not under the im- 
mediate management of his intolerant uncle, who would, to 
speak figuratively, have jerked the curb and plied the whip, 
causing the colt to kick everything to pieces ; but on the con- 
trary, in charge of a kindly English gentleman, who whilst 
taking him to task for his faults could see the good sound 
stuff of his character through the froth of youthful efferves- 
cence. 

Arrived at Windstead the "pups" rode into the yard of 
that snug little hostelry known as the " Hole in the Wall." 
Here they left their steeds, and after a - light lunch sallied 
forth to the Town-hall, where was to take* place the perform- 
ance of the French troupe. It appeared from the bills that it 
was to consist of a one-act operette of Offenbach's, with a few 
piece-songs and character sketches by a male member of the 
caste. When the curtain rose the audience did not number 
fifty souls ; it was evident that French art was not appreciated 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE FORKED TONGUE, 143 

at Windstead. The performance itself was second-rate — not 
to criticise it too harshly ; but one of the women danced very 
neatly, and Sigmund vowed she was " capital, by Jove ! " 

" Did you ever see such tiny feet, with such an ankle and 
instep, sir?' 5 he exclaimed with the air of a connoisseur. 
" I call her Cinderella of the glass slipper. 11 

Ho was rather doubtful as to how he should proceed in 
order to obtain an audience of this handmaid of the muses 
so that he might proffer his invitation, but in his r6U of man 
of the world 'twould never do to hesitate or appear at a loss ; 
and so when the performance was over he coolly went round 
to the side door and begged the old woman who answered his 
knock to convey his card to the young lady in the black tights 
and powdered wig, at the same time tipping the wrinkled 
dame a half-crown for her trouble. 

" By Jove, you are a cool fish, Le Fannu ! " said Frank 
admiringly, and this burst of praise flattered our sufferer 
hugely and aggravated his symptoms. 

Instead of the fair one in tights, there soon appeared a 
Gaul of the ruder sex, with shaven "blue " chin and a swagger, 
smelling of onions, and inclined to be dignified in his dirty 
shirt sleeves. 

" Ces messieurs desirent ?" he began in a condescending 

wav - 

But Sigmund, feeling that his reputation was at stake, 
plunged into the question with graceful volubility, and did 
not slacken off till he had conveyed his wishes, together with 
many flourishes and adornments of speech, finishing up with 
the compliment that it did him good to meet a few talented 
Parisians (!) amidst this rugged entourage of seafaring Anglo- 
Saxon savages. 

Gaul was captured unconditionally, and the only fear now 
was that instead of four " artistes" the whole troupe would 
avail themselves of the invitation and invade Thorpness in a 
body ; for there was to be no performance that evening, and 
the entire company would be " a la disposition de monsieur.' * 
As it was they had to agree to six guests, consisting of four 
ladies and two gentlemen, and these were to drive over in a 
fly at seven o'clock, Sigmund and Frank riding back at once 
to give orders about the supper. 

"I say, Le Fannu, you have done it this time," observed 
Frank, as they swung along homewards at a sharp trot. 

" Oh, it's aU right, old fellow," answered our friend care- 
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lessly, and digging heels into his horse which broke into a 
canter. 

"How are you going to pacify the Reverend this time if 
he takes the matter in bad part ? JBy-the-bye, you smooth 
the way beforehand when you mean to plunge, I observe. 
May I inquire what you have done for this lot ? I trust it 
was something extra pleasant." 

Sigmund laughed, but did not look best pleased. He urged 
his horse smartly and shot forward in a half gallop. 

"Steady, old man ! " called Frank from behind. 

"I am smoothing the way beforehand/' called Sigmund 
over his shoulder. 

Frank was not a particularly clever horseman, and the beast 
on which he was astride having a fine leathery mouth with 
only a snaffle bit, and being, moreover, specially anxious to 
keep near his mate, tossed up his head with a shake and 
started off at a good round gallop. 

There was a short cut across a few fields and down a lane 
or two, and this way Sigmund now took, though at the pace 
he was going and in the darkening twilight the course was 
sufficiently risky. But he was excited, feeling elated at his 
success, and rather " light" from a drop he had taken before 
mounting. So on he tore, on and on, down lane and across 
field, with Frank behind him, alternately shouting to pull up, 
and using profane language at his donkey- mouthed mare. In 
the open it was pretty light, for the moon was up and at the 
full. In one place there were some sheep-pens of hurdles, 
and in and out of these Sigmund popped nimbly with a 
"Yoiks! over you go, laddie!" to the basso of Frank's 
protestations from behind. 

"I am smoothing the way beforehand, old boy," called 
Sigmund, as he scattered the terrified sheep. 

Suddenly there was a thud and rolling, with a few strong 
adjectives, a shout, and a " hi woo !" 

Frank had " come a cropper," to use an expressive idiom, 
amongst the woolly tenants of the pens, having alighted head 
first into the fat ribs of a horror-stricken wether. No harm 
came to him save that the sheep-dog tore his coat, and the 
shepherd, who was just about to drive his flock into a neigh- 
bouring barn for the night, ran up with a thick stick. 

"No harm done," shouted Sigmund to the yokel. " Half 
a crown for you if you help to catch that horse" (the leather- 
mouthed one had scrambled up and was trying to get out of 
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the pen), "and a taste of this hunting-whip if you make a 
row or lay finger on my friend." 

Frank was soon in the saddle again, but his temper was for 
the nonce curdled. But it could not last long against Sig- 
mund's high spirits and banter, and soon he broke into a 
broad grin when our hero observed, " That's the second 
' troupe ' you've been amongst to-day, old fellow ; only the lot 
we shall sup to-night are neither so timid nor so soft xis 
these last. Do you mean to be as pressing in your attentions 
to ees dames as you were just now to the dams?" They soon 
reached Thorpness, and clattered into the " Crown" yard. 

" Supper for eight, Vincent, and something devilish good ! " 
called Sigmund, marching into the bar. " We expect high 
guests, and must do the thing correctly. When ? Well, say 
nine o'clock, and let it be served in the back room where the 
piano is. This is to be an artistic evening, mind you ! Give 
us each a sherry and bitters before we change our clothes. It 
will 'smooth the way beforehand/ eh, Frank? To you, old 
fellow!" He tossed off his glass, and lighting a cigarette 
strolled out of the bar, slapping his boots with the whip. 
" Mind, for nine o'clock, eight people, back room, and some- 
thing Al ! " he called, as he went out with his friend. 

On the way to his rooms he met the Rev. Thomas, who 
hoped he had had a pleasant ride. 

"Yes, jolly, thank you, sir," answered Sigmund. "We 
went to Windstead. I chanced to remember your having said 
that you wanted to see Brady the upholsterer about patterns 
for new altar cloth, pulpit cloth, cushions, and hassocks, and 
so I went in and just got a few samples," and he placed a 
small parcel in the tutor's hand. 

"I am much obliged to you, Le Fannu," quoth the 
Eeverend ; " it is very thoughtful of you." 

"You are quite laying down asphalt," observed Frank, 
chuckling. 

" Asphalt is harder than an old sheep to plunge into ! Look 
sharp with your toilette. I shall only put on other breeches 
and boots ; the troupe will not stand on ceremony so the supper 
be good," and Sigmund entered his house. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



CHAPTER XXY. 

On his table he found a letter which made him start, for the 
writing was very familiar, though he had not seen it for many 
a day. It was from Notch, and the stamps on the envelope 
were American. 

It conjured up scenes which almost appeared to have taken 
place in the long past, for years seem longer before twenty 
than after sixty. It was the very first intimation of Notch's 
existence which Sigmund had received since the elopement 
from Nasuto. The letter had been sent from Brussels, whither 
it had orignally been addressed. It was dated from New 
York, and ran to this effect : — 

" Dear Friend, — These few lines are written in the hope, 
though hardly in the expectation, of finding you through 
your old Brussels address. Should you ever receive them, 
then pray write by return of post. I am soon coming to 
Europe if only for a time, and when we meet you shall hear 
all I have to relate. Were I certain that this note would 
reach your hands I would write more fully, but as things 
stand you will forgive my reticence. I have, however, one 
favour to ask of you, and that is if possible to send me a ten- 
pound note. You will remember my having done you a like 
turn long ago when we were at Ostend. Forgive my remind- 
ing you of this, old fellow, and of the fact that you are still 
my debtor. I know you told me that there was no prospect of 
your being able to repay me till you came of age, but I beg 
you to make an effort and send it at once, for the world 
waggeth not all too brightly with me just now. I long to see 
you, and sincerely trust to do so soon. In the meantime see 
what you can do to oblige your sincere friend, 

"R. Notch." 

"A pretty go!" said Sigmund half aloud, "and I have 
promised to lend that fellow Frank £5. Can't say I see 
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my way, but somehow or other the money must be sent. 19 
He sat down and fell into a train of speculations and remi- 
niscences, from which he was only aroused by Frank dashing 
in to say the " troupe " had arrived. 

Sigmund sat there with his hands in his pockets and staring 
at the fire; whilst Notch's note lay on. the table. 

" Not dressed yet, my boy ; what's up ? A dun or a love- 
letter?" 

"The document on which your eye is resting partakes 
rather of the nature of the first-named class of communica- 
tion, noble sir ! " answered Sigmund with mock gravity ; " and 
it presseth me sore, for 'tis from a friend in need." 

"How much?" 

"A tenner." 

"Well, we will see to it. That fiver I asked you to lend 
me was to put on " Mixed Pickles " for the Harkaway Plate, 
which is to De run on Tuesday. The odds are 5 to 1, and my 
brother has sent me a straight tip to back her. If she wins I get 
twenty-five pounds, and you shall have your tenner by Thurs- 
day as well as the five-pound note you lent. Will you try ?" 
• "Nothing venture, nothing have. I'm game." 

"That's settled then. !Now hurry up and come to the 
' Crown,' where art and beauty await you." 

" Has the pretty girl I called Cinderella come ? " 

" Very much so ; I left her asking for vermouth, and say- 
ing, ' Quek sauvages que ee% Anglais ! ' because she could not 
get any." 

Sigmund felt at first disappointed with " Cinderella" when 
he saw her in " mufti," for the rouge was very apparent at 
close quarters, as it lay on a pale, sallow skin. But the eyes 
were bright, and it was a neat little figure in its black silk 
dress. Some of the gold powder still remained in the black 
hair, and it did not look amiss, so that the disadvantage of 
complexion was soon lost sight of in the general effect. 

There was besides a loquacious stout person of uncertain 
age, who gesticulated much, and said "parbleu!" at short 
intervals; she was of the Therese school, and sang "Rien 
n'est sacre* pour un sapeur." Also a fair damsel in light blue, 
with small eyes of ditto, and a large mouth, who stared at the 
prints on the walls and hummed snatches of operette nerv- 
ously. 

The fourth female was in every way a remarkable creature, 
for to begin with she was humpbacked, her voice was strident 
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and " papery," she wore a most black and curly wig, and 
never ceased to smoke cigarettes unless it were to put food into 
her mouth. Her eyes were as bright and shifty as a weazel's, 
heT face long and hook-nosed, and she was attired in bright 
green velvet, cut very low en carre. Her age might be fifty 
years or more, but she was clearly bent on conquest. From 
the very first did this individual take a desperate fancy to 
Sigmund, "going for" him most unmistakably, and the at- 
tention was the reverse of agreeable to its object. 

The two men were typical of their class. Both were small ; 
the one fat, the other lean ; the one rosy and shiny, the other 
shrivelled and cadaverous ; they wore much linen and showy 
trousers, their hands might have been cleaner, and their neck- 
ties hung out of their waistcoats in sloppy French fashion. 
The stout one was he whom Sigmund had conquered thataf ter- 
noon by his mellifluous eloquence. The man was good-natured 
though professionally bumptious. The other was a herring- 
gutted poet, wearing long hair, saying little, eating much, 
though drinking more. 

Frank's French was shaky, he was a good listener in that 
language, wherefore the man of hair and appetite fixed on 
him as a cistern for his conversational hydrant. Self -lauda- 
tion and the airing of personal grievances were the burden of 
his discourse, and " unrecognised merit" was a phrase of 
frequent occurrence. Quoth he, as he ran spidery fingers 
through matted locks: "I may say without boasting that I 
am a first-rate capacity, but luck, my dear sir, luck is against 
me, and whereas I ought at this moment to be playing a 
leading part at the * Franqais,' behold me stumping the 
boards of a foreign and unappreciative land as first brigand 
or burlesque lawyer in some wretched opera bouffe ; pearls 
before swine ! genius under a bushel ! " and he drained a 
bumper sadly. 

"Don't mind him, Monsieur; he's toque on that point! " 
called the green dragon spitefully ; "he has no more talent 
than an old nightcap, and is about as entertaining when he 
gets on to his grievances. Now, Anatole, hold your tongue ! " 
she went on, addressing the poet. " Eat your supper and do 
not victimise your neighbours." It transpired that the source 
of these very cogent if uncomplimentary remarks was the wife 
of the lugubrious one, who now collapsed as all husbands 
should when bidden thereto by their better halves. He 
sighed melodramatically and annexed some more liquor, which 
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lie tossed off with a shake of the head and the muttered ex- 
clamation, " Quelle femme, mon Dieu, quelle femme ! " 

It was strange, considering the convivial aim with which 
this party sat down to meat, what a hang and want of " go,'* 
what restraint and awkwardness, at first prevailed. There 
seemed to be no objects of conversation in common. Every- 
one felt it his duty to be lively and amusing, wherefore the 
capricious godling (we say codling, why not then godling ?) 
" Suavity,' ' who is an arrant volunteer and will not be forced 
into any company, but on the contrary only flies off the 
further when imperiously ordered to attend, was now con- 
spicuous by his absence. But his bastard brother, * * Kevelry," 
was called up from the depths of the wine cup and did duty 
instead. At first, and till he had been invoked, the business 
of eating cloaked the almost general restraint. 

The two men tucked their napkins under their chins as if at 
the barber's, and performed feats of juggling with their 
knives, swallowing them almost to the handle in the nervous 
vehemence of feeding, after the manner of their kind. They 
picked their teeth conspicuously and savoured their food 
audibly, they stretched their legs and expanded their chests 
between courses, and expectorated in their handkerchiefs with 
a clatter to show they were at their ease. 

As to the ladies, they behaved with a strange blending of 
mincing shyness and noisy rattle, at one moment sipping and 
nibbling primly, at another talking loud across the table with 
a forkload of food poised perpendicularly in mid- air. 

The only one who from the first seemed to enjoy herself was 
the green dragon ; she cracked jokes all round, teased every- 
body, bullied her husband, leered at her neighbour Sigmund 
like an amorous ferret, squeezed his foot under the table, and 
touched glasses with him repeatedly. 

" D n the old witch ! " sighed our friend to himself, as he 

looked over to where sat Cinderella next to the rosy man, who 
was evidently her amant. 

" Oh, it's lost time for you to cast sheep's eyes over there, 
my friend! " exclaimed the dragon. <<w My niece, Ernestine, 
is engaged to marry Monsieur Gustave, and he is dreadfully 
jealous — but a brute ;" and the rosy man overhearing the 
remark, favoured Sigmund with a look the reverse of friendly. 
The girl noticed it and evidently chid him for his behaviour, 
doing her best to make amends by shooting Sigmund a sugared 
glance which was usuriously returned. 
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The man was beginning to feel the wine, and this piece of 
coquetry on the part of his intended put his back up at once. 
He became crimson and glared across the table, holding his 
dinner knife in his fist. 

" Si Id-bas ! " called he. " Je ri 1 entente jpas ga, vaus save*/ 
Je suit du Midi, moi, etje euisjalowc / " 

" Tais-toi, animal! " piped the dragon. 

The man half rose menacingly, but she, jumping up, was 
over to his side of the table in a moment. Her eyes shone like 
diamonds set in jet as she stood over him. 

" Tais-toi, animal!" she repeated, "ouje U flanque d la 
port* ! " and the fellow subsided wondrous quick. 

" I have some trouble in keeping them in order," she said 
to Sigmund as she resumed her seat. 

" Is it your troupe ? " 

" Nominally my husband's over there, but I do everything ; 
he is not worth the boots he wears. If he could only be such 
a fool on the stage as he always is off it he would be a trea- 
sure.— Idiot ! " This last remark flung over to her liege lord 
with a scornful glance. 

" Do you ever act yourself ? " asked Sigmund. 

She. looked pained at the question and answered, "How 
can I, with this hump of misery on my back ? But one thing 
I know, and it is that I have more talent than the whole crew 
put together^ You shall judge for yourself after supper. I 
will recite you something of my own composition. HUas> what 
a lottery is life ! I am the daughter of a French duke and an 
Italian actress ; who would think so ? " 

The wine had by this time torn away the invisible net of 
restraint. Every one felt more at ease. 

The company soon after rose from supper, and the table 
was pushed into a corner of the room, which was large. 

" Now what shall we commence with ? " called the Dragon, 
who from the first had held the sceptre of command, so that 
Sigmund and Frank felt like guests themselves. " Blanche, 
will you sing ' Ferdinand ' ? " 

. " Parlleu ! " answered the disciple of the great Therese in 
manly tones, and speaking almost for the first time ; " let me 
get down my food. I feel as if I had swallowed a pillow." 
And without more ado she unclasped her belt (there was 
about forty inches of it) and breathed a mighty breath of 
relief. .... 

"Well then, Janette, you favour these gentlemen wilfr 
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'Ma clef, ma clef! ' " And the young person in blue who 
had come over to Frank and was calmly seated on his knee, 
as she puffed a cigarette, called out, " Oh, la patronne, in a 
minute. Let me finish my chat with Monsieur ; his estropid 
French is simply ravishing." 

" Will not your niece. Mademoiselle Ernestine, favour us ? " 
asked Sigmund. 

"She only dances; but, as you saw this afternoon, she 
does that very well. With that brute Gustavo in his present 
humour he will never allow her to dance. Besides, she is not 
in a short dress." 

"What matter? We have seen her in short dress on the 
stage. Surely a long skirt is even more comme ilfaut." 

" Custom, my dear sir, custom is everything. A yard of 
tights is thought nothing of, but a few inches of stocking are 
considered shocking if allowed to peep from under a flying 
skirt." 

" We will try not to be shocked by the sight." 

"I dare say; only I do not see how the thing is to be done 
unless we suppress Gustave." 

" Suppress nim, then." 

" I will, but you must help me. Ply him with drink ; he 
is nearly parti already. See how he sits there half asleep." 

Sigmund hesitated. "I don't like to," he said. "It's 
dirty work." 

" Then I will." 

But the toper would have nothing to do with his ma- 
naging dragon, and turned her his back with words of scant 
courtesy. 

"Ernestine, we want you to dance," whispered the dragon, 
sidling up to her niece. 

"I dare not, aunt; he will become violent." 

" Pledge him a toast, mon cher" said the blue one, address- 
ing Frank. And that gentleman — who had already done his 
share of worship to Bacchus — was nothing loth, and did the 
siren's bidding. 

Ten minutes later the man called Gustave was sleeping 
soundly. 

Seating herself at the piano, the dragon played a bright 
measure of rather Spanish fandango type. The dancer ad- 
vanced to the middle of the room, casting a glance at Sig- 
mund which made his heart to quicken. She felt in her 
pocket and brought out a set of castanettes. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



152 THE 20RICEB TONGUE. 

"Alhns!" said she to the dragon, who quickened her 
measure on the piano. 

Graceful form and flying skirts, rounded figure and raised 
arms, witching glances and smooth cadence, graceful and 
languishing — the girl of a truth danced splendidly ! 

"When it was over Sigmund's eyes shone as bright as her 
own. He approached her with a chair, and stood leaning over 
and talking volubly. His compliments were as sincere as they 
were florid, and they appeared to be keenly appreciated. 

Then she said, "I should so much have liked to sit next 
to Monsieur, but that creature prevented it." 

" Are you really engaged to marry him ? " 

" Yes, my aunt insists on it ; he is pretty well off." 

" And you hate him ? " 

" Almost always." 

" When do you not hate him ? " 

"When he is as he is now. I only despise him." 

" Pauvre petite / " 

She looked up at him with eyes half tearful and tender. 
Sigmund was in the seventh heaven. 

The dragon's husband, who had absorbed enormously of 
wine, as well as making his black coffee a " half-and-half " 
with cognac, now rose and desired to contribute to the hilarity 
of the evening by giving a great soliloquy • out of Hernani ; 
but to this his wife strongly objected and awed him into 
moody silence. "We are not doing any harm that you 
should wish to torture us ! " she snapped. 

After one or two more songs — notably the " Sapeur," by 
the Theresian disciple, given in sepulchral tones and oily 
quivers, with much canteen bravado— the Dragon redeemed 
her promise by reciting a few verses. The performance was 
a remarkable one, not only for the strangeness of the words 
but for the "point" and cleverness with which they were 
rendered. 

It was entitled, " Advice to a Despondent Lover," and ran 
as follows : — 

" Mais, puisque votre mort est un mal necessaire, 

Et que c'est un arret donne, 
Choisissez une mort qui ne soit point vulgaire, 

Digne d'un amour rafim.6. 
Si vous vouliez un jour vous pendre a sa fenetre, 

Quoi qu'on n'en use plus ainsi, 
Que sait-on ? ses beaux yeux vous pleureraient peut-£tre, 

Et vous auriez bien leussi. 
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" Pendez-vous done bien vite, afin qn'elle vous pleure ; 
Et, de sa part, je vous promets, 
Si vous etes pendu seulement pour une heure, 

Que vous le serez pour jamais. 
Au reste, en vous pendant, temoignez du courage : 

Faites la chose avec honneur, 
Sans gambiller des pieds ou changer de visage, 
* Comme font les homines sans coeur." 

Ghastly grotesque was the verse, as suiting the misshapen 
speaker ; yet all felt the force of genius shining out through 
the noisy fog of song, wine, and tobacco-smoke. 

"Elle est tres-forte, la patronne," said the blue one at 
length. 

"Merci, mon enfant," returned the dragon. " Je le sais." 

The evening was now at its best, and the spirit of enjoyment 
at its height ; tongues rattled and laughter rang out. It was 
one o'clock. 

Yincent the landlord came in and whispered to Sigmund 
that really he must ask the company to withdraw, as Spur- 
geon the constable had already given him two friendly 
warnings. 

"Oh, this will never do!" exclaimed Sigmund, much 
elated. " You must come over to my room ; we cannot part 
yet. Just one more dance, Ernestine; do, before we go." 
(And lower, speaking in her ear) " It's worth a year's life to 
see you dance." 

Young pulses beat high. Our hero was as pleasant to 
look at as he was fervent in his admiration ; he seemed rich, 
too, and as if he could be rather extravagant. 

" When can I see you again ? " he asked. " "Will you 
accord me " 

" I cannot say when ; my time is not my own. Give me 
your address ; you shall hear. Now I am going to dance." 
And she rose lightly to her feet. 

The Dragon played a measure. 

" No, no, something quicker, aunt." 

The woman shrugged her shoulders and grinned, saying, 
" Allons du vrai pour terminer la soiree! " And broke into 
something wild and sparkling. 

Sigmund's temples throbbed as he looked on, and the 
floating silk, with the white underskirts brushed his knees, 
and allowed more than a glimpse of shapely stocking. She 
was giddy when she ceased, and he rushed forward to sup- 
port her. 

L 
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" Do not forget your promise," he whispered* as he led her 
to a chair. " Here is my card." 

She took it and pressed his hand. 

There was a noise of steps outside. 

Vincent entered, looking rather scared, and whispered, 
"TheKeverend!" 

Next instant that gentleman's substantial figuve stood 
framed in the doorway. Of course, he began with " what is 
this ? " as if it were not as plain as possible. All pastors and 
masters lead off with the query, uttered dramatically, when 
there is going to be a stiff breeze. 

The room was thick with smoke, the table was well pro- 
vided with empty bottles, the Dragon sat at the piano with a 
cigarette, her husband the poet was in a reverie with his 
elbows on the mantelpiece, whilst the jealous Gustave lay 
inane in a corner. Not a yard from the Reverend's nose 
stood the Thebesian disciple fanning herself with a handker- 
chief (" ParbleuJ" she exclaimed); and then, to crown all, 
there sat two "pups" in earnest intercourse with as many 
females. Perhaps, after all, the opening phrase "What is 
this ? " was not so much out of place. 

Needless to depict the rout of the Muses ; they were in- 
clined to be truculent at first till threatened with the police 
and lock-up as disorderly characters — a prospect which made 
them sing right small, and depart with all fitting despatch. 

A few days later Frank came into Le Fannu's room and 
remarked, " That was a squeak ;. if you h^d not been in the 
mess I should have been sent." 

"I confess it looked bad till I had spoken to the Reve- 
rend. You know I go up for matriculation next month: 
well, the Reverend swore that if I did not pass he would 
send me." 

"You must lay down straw and mattress next time you 
contemplate any of your larks, old fellow. No ordinary 
' smoothing of the way beforehand ' will do any more." 

" Thank the Lord that my uncle is not in England ; he has 
been written to about this affair, and were he in the country 
he would be down here in a moment, and I should come in 
for a terrible lecture, serving as an opportunity for a lot of 
self-glorification. His advice is often sound, I admit, but it 
is generally conveyed in such an offensive way that it stirs up 
all one's stubbornness. As it is, I shall get such a letter." 

" By Jove! your talking of letters reminds me. Do you 
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know that Mixed Pickles has won the Harkaway Plate ? You 
will be able to send your friend his £10 to-morrow." 

" Oh, many thanks ; I am truly obliged to you." 

" Thank Mixed Pickles, not me. By-the-bye, what did you 
say to the Eeverend when he called you into his study the day 
after that affair?" 

" Oh, I excused myself on the ground of my great fondness 
for music, on my pleasure at meeting French people, on the 
absence of any intention to do harm, and on the impossibility 
of anything what-you-may-call-it having ever so much as 
been dreamt of — on the safety in numbers principle. I went 
on gently and deferentially, finishing up almost reproachfully 
till I got him so far as to exonerate me completely from any 
serious blame; and at last he called the offence ' venial,' which 
is, of course, the sensible view to take of the question. 
Finally, he promised to write a second note to Dr. Point-? 
grave. Our chat was brought to a close by the Keverend's 
wife bursting into the room in tears and beseeching her hus- 
band to come and correct his son for cutting an irregular 
square hole with the bread knife in the drawing-room sofa. 
The Beverend caught up his cane, and we parted on the best 
of terms." 

" Nestor ! " quoth Frank, laughing. " Come and have a 
game of billiards." 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Sigmtjnd went up for his matriculation in due course and 
passed. Then he betook him for his Easter holidays to Paris, 
where he joined his aunt, who was on her way from Nasuto 
to England for the summer. Her husband was staying in the 
south for another month. They lodged in the Grand Hotel 
and enjoyed themselves. Sigmund always got on very well 
with his aunt when her husband was not near ; otherwise Mrs. 
Pointgrave's nerves were generally in such a jagged, ragged, 
touchy, raw state that it was well nigh impossible not to dis- 
agree with her. 

" Your uncle has given me this letter for you," said the 
lady as they sat at breakfast on the first morning. 

"I have weathered one storm about that affair with the 
French troupe. What can this letter contain, I wonder ? A 
groundswell of righteous indignation I take it." 

It was so. The document was a sort of episcopal charge 
and act of attainder, with a by-taste of blunt irony from the 
pinnacle of omniscience. It flung the offender lumps of 
advice soaked in a sharp sauce of censure. It dilated on cul- 
prits' immorality and brutish plebeian taste for low company, 
his extravagance, his impudence in not having answered 
writer's last letter. Unlike the first missive, it did not quite 
predict the gallows, but a horoscope containing a side- slap at 
Sigmund* s father was cast, in which it was confidently laid 
down that sinner was fast journeying towards a canine goal. 
His aunt watched him as he read. 

" You must answer your uncle, Sigmund." 

"I will." 

" Show me the answer before you send it." 

" There is the answer," observed he, holding out the letter 
itself. 

" You do not mean to say you would dream of returning 
your uncle's note ? " 
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" Not I. But I shall do it wide awake." 

" You shall do nothing of the kind, Sigmund ; it would be 
most reprehensible of you. And then your uncle will say I 
encouraged you to do so, and I shall be led a wretched life 
for weeks. My nerves cannot stand this sort of thing; " and 
the lady put her handkerchief to her eyes. 

"All right, all right, aunt. I won't do it. Do not cry. 
Here, take the letter and tear it up. We will go and hear 
Croisette in the new piece this evening." 

The fortnight's holiday over, our hero returned to the 
windy wilds of Thorpness, where he was to remain till July, 
for he was not beginning his University career till the October 
commencement, after the Long Vacation. He had plenty to 
do with his mathematics and " little go" subjects, but having 
qualified himself for an alumnw in "Alma Mater Canta- 
brigese," he felt to some extent emancipated from the strict 
observance of tutorial canons. This being so it was well that 
his friend Prank was no longer there, that young gentleman's 
year of penance having come to an end. A great incentive 
to " larks " was thus removed, for the two fellows had always 
gone together and emulated each other in "knowledge of the 
world." With the other pupils he had been on more or less 
friendly terms, though never what is called "chummy; " but 
now he found himself getting quite intimate with steady- 
going Australian Bonser, and awful duffer " Stutton." These 
he vainly endeavoured to drag into some of those " fearful 
larks " which Frank had so heartily seconded. Bonser was 
hopelessly stolid and correct, one of those young men who 
would lead a long life of oppressive propriety, irreproachable 
and mediocre, or else in the fulness of this blinding innocence 
commit some outrageous mistake which would smash him up 
at one blow ; and as to poor Stutton he was so slow that when 
long in his company Sigmund felt comatose. And so he 
resigned himself to his fate and became wonderfully steady, 
working hard and keeping early hours, much to the Reve- 
rend's astonishment. 

" I think Le Fannu must be ill," remarked that gentleman's 
wife. He moons about alone, and never gives any trouble." 

" He is working very well, my dear, and I expect great 
things of him at Cambridge. I am so thankful that wild 
Frank has left us." 

But the tutor's wife was not so very far wrong in her guess 
at Sigmund's health. There was certainly nothing very serious 
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the matter with him, but he was becoming "low." He 
wanted tone. His nerves were gradually getting out of order. 
He went about a great deal alone, and his sleep at night was 
becoming restless, peopled with dreams, from which he would 
awake with a start to lie by the hour awaiting daylight. It 
was strange how visions of his childhood long forgotten would 
turn up, and how there came back the same fantasies which 
tormented him as a boy just after the tragic death of his 
father. They were of course less potent to terrify him now 
than they had been then, but their frequent recurrence op- 
pressed him and overshadowed his day, leaving him thought- 
ful and apprehensive. He smoked a good deal, too, which 
for a young man of his sensitive temperament was doubtless 
a mistake. 

More and more did this unhealthy state gain on him, and 
soon he feared the night as he had feared it ten years before. 
In consequence of this he took to sitting up late at the 
" Crown," playing cards with the landlord, or accompanying 
him on the piano, for the man was of genial nature if also 
a bit of a scamp, had once been a chorister boy, sang capi- 
tally, and played the violin far from ill. 

The Eeverend Thomas soon heard of these nightly vigils, 
and spoke to Sigmund about it. The youth entertained a 
sincere regard and affection for his tutor, sentiments which 
were reciprocated ; and in after years the Eeverend Thomas 
never forgot him or ceased to help him where he could do so. 
But Sigmund felt a sort of shame in confessing the cause of 
his long visits to the "Crown," and merely promised that 
they should in future be less frequent. 

In a place like Thorpness most people are in bed by ten, and 
the streets are deserted. From this hour till two or three in 
the morning used Sigmund to sit in his room. Sometimes he 
would drop asleep over his book, and the* strange dreams, 
ever sad variations on the same subject, rose up around him 
till he awoke in horror. 

Pointgrave had returned to London, and at last Sigmund 
wrote to ask whether he might come up to town for a week. 
Permission was granted, but so churlishly that the youth 
decided not to avail himself of the leave if he could possibly 
help it. To this end he determined to take long walks, so 
as to fatigue himself, and many a mile of bleak country or 
lonely beach did he put behind him, as he strode along with 
his hands in his pockets and his eyes on the ground. 
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' It was returning from one of these solitary walks, when he 
had nearly reached home again, that he came to that part of 
the coast which was low. It was a fine, warm evening, with 
a calm sea and a falling tide, and the sunset glow shone on 
the wet pebbles whilst the wavelets lisped on shelly shingle. 
There was an enclosed plantation about fifty yards inland, 
half dune, half meadow, and some acres in extent, swarming 
with rabbits, and the property of a certain Farmer Ashton. 
•Towards this compound Sigmund now directed his steps, and 
entered by means of scaling the fence. He meant to lie down 
anil rest whilst arguing himself out of his morbid mood of 
depression. As he moved towards a patch of inviting meadow, 
something struggling on the ground arrested his attention. 
He approached, and discovered that it was a rabbit caught in 
a spring trap. Instinctively he stooped down to release the 
animal, whose hind leg hung broken between the iron teeth, 
and as he did so a rough, voice smote his ear, and before 
he could look round a heavy hand had him by the collar. 
" Caught at last, mister. Well, who'd a thot as it was won o' 
the parsin's eight ! I been watching these ere traps for the 
last three hourn. You've laid six on 'em, I find, and very 
clever too! Come along with me to the Eeverend Thorn's; 
we'll see what he says to your goings on. Now, then, step it 
with me, or blow me if I don't carry yer ! " 

" Hands off, you clodhopper. I know nothing of your traps. 
I saw the rabbit struggling, and was about to release it." 

" Ay, ay, I dussay ! Come along, now, and tell the tale to 
the parsin." 

" I will not stir. Let me go, I say." And Sigmund tried 
to wrench himself free. But Farmer Ashton held on with a 
big fist. Our hero, in his rage, finding himself unable to get 
free, struck out and landed his captor a tap on the ear. 

" Darned young varmint ! " roared the man, and returned 
the compliment with a weighty and bucolic clout. 

At that instant their attention was arrested by loud screams 
of distress from boyish lungs. 

" It's somebody drowning ! " exclaimed Sigmund. " Let me 
go and see." 

With a rush he freed himself from Farmer Ashton's relaxed 
hold, and ran towards the beach. There were two young 
bathers ; one struggling out of his depth with the retreating 
tide, whilst the other stood up to his chin in water, screaming 
for help and stretching his arms towards his companion. An 
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instant later the first boy had succeded in laying hold of his 
comrade's arm, and it seemed as though all danger were 
passed. But instead of this, the second boy, who had only 
been standing on his toes at the very limit of his depth, was 
pulled into deep water by the other, and the peril was worse 
than before. 

By this time Sigmund had cast off his outer garments and 
taken the water. To even a moderate swimmer it would hare 
been no great task to punt the boys into safety, and he was 
more than this, having always been very fond of the water. 
Still it required some judgment and coolness to avoid being 
seized round the neck by one boy whilst engaged in saving 
the other ; but this risk was obviated by one of the bathers 
sinking ere Sigmund had reached his companion. By the 
time, however, he had deposited the first on his legs the other 
had re-appeared on the surface, only it was a dozen yards 
further, by reason of the strong under-current. This journey 
proved much more trying than the first, for the drowning boy 
managed to seize Sigmund very awkwardly, and held on like 
a leecn, so that by the time the deliverer reached shore with 
his burden, having been obliged to swim with one arm whilst 
undergoing strangulation from frantic grip, he had had quite 
enough of it. 

When he looked at this boy, as he lay on the shingle, with 
his mouth open and eyes shut, he recognised his tutor's second 
son, whilst the other bather turned out to be no less a per- 
sonage than the hope of the Ashtons, and heir to the property 
within whose boundaries Sigmund had just been accused of 
laying spring traps. 

The farmer stood by with tears in his eyes. He held out his 
hand to Sigmund and exclaimed, "You have been and saved 
the joy of my missuss' life and my own. You can come and 
lay just as many traps in my bit o' soil as you like, mister ! " 

To this largesse Sigmund vouchsafed no answer, but occu- 
pied himself with the reverend's son, who was showing signs 
of animation. Eubbing and dressing did much to restore the 
boy, who soon got upon his feet, and declared himself ready 
to walk home with the assistance of his rescuer. 

Before moving away Sigmund casually observed, "Upon 
my word, Ashton, I did not set the traps. I would tell you if 
I had." 

" I set 'em, father ! " said the farmer's son sheepily. 

"What, you young varmint! Here have I been and 
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made " And Ashton raised his hand to clout his son, but 

remembering how near he had been to losing him altogether, 
the broad palm came down gently, and the cuff degenerated 
into a caress. 

He broke out into effusive apologies and lumbering excuses, 
to which Sigmund made answer, "Oh, it's all right, it's all 
right, Ashton ! No harm done, my man. Here's my hand," 
and walked away with his tutor's son in the direction of Thorp- 
ness. 

The Eeverend Thomas was as hearty in his gratitude as 
had been Farmer Ashton, though to be sure he did not give 
his pupil carte blanche to go in for as many "larks" as he 
pleased in consideraton of the service rendered. 

Sigmund slept that night as he had not done for some time. 
The energetic events of the day had roused him beneficially. 
Next morning he felt much invigorated, and was just starting 
for a good ride when a well-known cheery voice met his ear. 

"Hullo, old fellow! hold hard a minute, and I'll come 
with you. Here, Vincent, a horse ! Got old Starling still ? 
I'll have him for choice." 

" By Jove, Prank ! How came you here ? I am glad to 
see you ! " 

" Been yachting in these parts with a friend and run over 
from Windstead to see you, sir. Now I vote we just have a 
good ' lark ' to-day, and I've got one all cut and dried for exe- 
cution. Of course there is a petticoat in the business — cherchez 
la femme — eh ? And, by Jove, you may chercher long and 
never guess who it is. None other, my friend, than your old 
flame 'Cinderella,' from whom, alas, you were so cruelly 
severed. I will lay a ducat you have never seen her since 
that parlous night when Vincent threw wide the portal and in 
awful voice announced ' the Eeverend! ' " 

" No, indeed ; nor even so much as heard of her." 

" Well, she is at this moment not further off than Wind- 
stead, where the yacht is at anchor. It happened this way : 
we started from Cowes and came up the east coast, popping 
into any seaport where there was a chance of fun. Oh, we are 
having a grand time, old boy, and I only wish you were with 
us ! We put into Lowestoft about a week ago, and whom should 
we come across performing in that place but our immortal 
troupe. To obtain a chat with 'Cinderella,' 'the Dragon,' 
my 'Blue one,' and the 'Sapeur' was my first business, and I 
even saw the poet, who at once began upon ' unrecognised 
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genius' till suppressed by his wife. Well, I heard that &at 
brute Gustave was about, and though not yet married to poor 
1 Cinderella, ' tyrannising over her worse than ever. Before 
parting the girl slipped a note into my hand. It said, ' For 
the love of heaven try and get me away from these people. I 
cannot stand it any more. That monster Gustave will kill 
me; he is always drunk, and because I won't have anything 
to say to him he treats me brutally.' I left the company for 
an instant before taking my final leave, and read the note. 
An idea struck me ; why not take her on the yacht? She ha4 
told me she was Belgian and wanted to return home, but that 
her aunt, the dragon, would not let her. We are running over 
to Ostend on the return journey. I quietly proposed it to 
my friend, the owner, who was with me, and being a good- 
hearted fellow and a thorough man of the world he at once 
agreed. 

"Next morning ' Cinderella' and I met by appointment, 
and I unfurled my scheme. 

" 4 It takes my breath away ! ' she said at first, but a minute 
later consented. Two days afterwards we weighed anchor and 
the Petrel (that is the cutter's name), had one more hand on 
board. Since then ' Cinderella ' has been our messmate, and 
a jollier companion you cannot wish for, except when she is 
seasick. A better-hearted and a better girl I never wish to 
meet, and we are all in love with her ; but, as on, the occasion, 
of our never-to-be-forgotten supper, there is safety in numbers. 
Now I know you are burning to ask me whether she has 
spoken of you, but you are too modest to do so. The sentiment 
does you honour, sir ! Well, she has asked after you, and more 
than once." 

"Indeed ! " quoth Sigmund, reddening a little. 

" Yes ; you seem to have left your mark there. You have 
made an impression, my friend." 

" How do you know ? " 

"Note his anxiety ! " 

" Oh, what can it matter to me ? " 

" Nothing, of course. Still , if you were to meet her." 

" I don't suppose I shall ever see her again." 
■ " Really, now ! Well, I was just going to suggest that you 
should come over to Windstead with me now. Agreed? 
What say you ? Vincent ! no horses for us ; Mr. Le Fannu 
is returning with me in the dog-cart. Have the horse put to 
in half-an-hour, and in the meantime get me a snack of 
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something. This nautical life gives one a deuce of an appe- 
tite." 

" Can't do it, old fellow." 

"Not come ? Why not ? " 

" Well, I don'tlike to ask the Reverend." 

" Extraordinary ! Incomprehensible ! Here have you been 
1 smoothing the way beforehand ' to the extent of eider-down 
and feather-beds at least, by saving the Reverend's brat from 
a watery grave (by-the-bye, I ought to have congratulated you 
on your prowess, the Tplace is full of your exploit), and now 
that you nave entitled yourself to a lark of simply Titanic di- 
mensions, you refuse to avail yourself of the least indulgence. 
Friend ! art thou in possession of all thy senses ? " 

" Look here, Frank ; it is just because I have nominally 
placed the Reverend under some sort of an obligation that I 
cannot ask him for a favour. It seems like drawing on an 
assumed right earned by hauling that young 'pledge of 
affection ' out of water. Looks a bit mean, don't you think ? " 

Frank hesitated and rubbed his chin. At last he said, 
"Well, perhaps you are right. But we must manage it 
otherwise. You must come. I'll go and ask the Reverend 
myself." 

" No, pray do not ? He will think I put you up to it." 

"Humbug!" and before Sigmund could prevent him his 
friend was off and away at full speed to the rectory. Ten 
minutes later he returned radiant. 

" You are to go and stay till to-morrow with us on the yacht. 
By Jove, we will have a spree ! I say, I forgot to tell the 
Reverend that * Cinderella ' is with us." 

" I can believe that ! " 
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CHAPTEE XXVII. 

In Windstead basin there lay a stylish cutter of some 150 
tons, with spotless deck and bright brass fittings, topmast 
well braced forward, and gay burgee floating on high. 
Over the stern flapped the blue-peter, and a red-and-white 
striped awning was stretched overhead. A good-looking sun- 
tanned man in yachting serge and cap, with a short pipe in his 
mouth, was leaning against the boom and talking with a 
woman who occupied a wicker arm-chair. A few yards off, to- 
wards the wheel, was a sailor engaged in imparting to the 
shining compass-case a last touch of brilliancy with a wash- 
leather, and across the man's jersey was worked the name 
Petrel and the letters " K.A.Y.C." 

The person in the arm-chair, whose face was half hidden by 
a sailor's hat with turned-up brim, just now rather tipped over 
wearer's nose as she leant back comfortably, was none other 
than Cinderella, and the man talking to her was Major 
Normand, owner of the Petrel. A dog-cart slid into sight and 
came rattling nearer ; it popped into the doorway of an inn 
overlooking the basin, and a moment later Le Fannu and 
Frank came out and approached the quay, alongside which 
the yacht was moored. 

" Le voila ! " exclaimed Cinderella, springing to her feet. 
" Ah, qu'il est bien ! " but remembering herself and what was 
expected of her in her present dignified if temporary position, 
she sank once more languidly down and bowed with sweet 
condescension. 

Frank presented his friend to Major Normand, who soon 
took a great fancy to him, which was visibly increased when 
he heard Sigmund's name. 

"We are both Guernsey men," quoth he cheerily, "and a 
very good lot we are. What say you, brother islander ? " 

" Well, we might be a good deal worse," returned Sigmund, 
laughing. 
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" And so you axe going to favour us with your company 
till to-morrow. That s right. The longer the better. AU 
ways glad to see quests, especially when they are Channel 
men. I expect a visitor or two aboard to-night to dine, and 
must go and speak an earnest word to my cook. I will leave 
you in the company of Mademoiselle Ernestine, and you know 
that it were impossible for me to consign you to companion- 
ship more charming. ,, 

It was now about three o'clock, arid Frank announced that 
he had promised to meet a friend at the station. 

" Win you come with me ? " he asked of Sigmund. 

" Well, I would rather stay here." 

" I dare say ! " and Frank grinned as he glanced at Mdlle. 
Ernestine, who tossed her head and said, " Polisson ! " 

Left alone with this girl of graceful movements and tiny 
feet, Sigmund plunged in medias res, by asking, " Why did 
you not send me a word about yourself as you promised to ? " 

"A quoi bon? We were leaving Windstead, and you 
could not have followed us. You are an ecolier, a slave 
with that awful master who burst in upon us so savagely that 
night. Sapristi ! didn't you all look frightened ! " 

Our friend winced at this piece of unwelcome truth, but 
hastened to explain that he was about to leave this state of 
thraldom for the university, where liberty of action was im- 
measurably more extended. 

" How extended ? What can you do ? " asked Cinderella. 

"Oh, everything — nearly." 

She glanced at him under the brim of her hat and asked : 

" How old are you ? " 

" Old enough to value your friendship. I have always 
regretted that our first acquaintance was so wretchedly short, 
and now I am more happy than you perhaps suppose to have 
found you again. Only remember how well we got on together 
at our first meeting." 

" I remember." 

"We only spoke together for a few minutes whilst the 
room was full of noise and people, and yet I can recall every 
word we said " (this was poetical exaggeration). " You told 
me of your unhappy life, and your wish to change it. I hear 
that you are going back to Belgium. Do yon mean to stop 
there for good ? " 

" Oh, no,* indeed ! I could never stand the monotony of 
our village. What I want is to obtain an engagement at 
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some London theatre; I should expect no grand salary to 
begin with, and I dare say I might please." 

" Who would not be pleased with you, Ernestine ? " 

" Where did you learn your gallant speeches, sir l t " 

He took her hand and kissed it, then said — 

" You told me just now that you never sent me word of 
your whereabouts because you knew I could not follow you. 
Tell me, would you have let me hear had you thought other- 
wise?" 

She cast him a droll look, and the glance finished more 
seriously than it had begun. Then she said, " Perhaps." 

" I have given you my address once and you made no use 
of it ; now give me yours that I may return the compliment." 

She handed him a slip of paper. " I had it ready for you," 
said she. 

His eyes looked thanks into hers, and he answered, " Be 
sure that I shall make good use of it, and shall write, so that 
you may inform me of the chances of your coming to London." 

" Do not make too good use of it." 

" How so, Ernestine ? " 

" Do not come yourself. You see I live in a little village 
near Antwerp, and if all the old dames of the place were to 
see a beau cavalier prancing up and asking for Ernestine — 
well, my reputation, where would it be ? " 

He had never contemplated such a thing, but now that she 
herself put the idea into his head, he made as though such 
had been his hope all along ; though, truth to tell, he did not 
see his way too clearly to visiting Belgium this summer. 

44 Must I content myself with writing, then, and awaiting 
the small chances of your coming to London ? " 

She paused for an instant before answering, and then 
impulsively said, "I could come to Antwerp," and her eyes 
sought the deck. 

"And so could I?" was Sigmund's warm answer; "and 
so -mil I, too, dear Ernestine. Be sure that I shall, and be 
sure, moreover, that whatever I can do to further your plans 
I will." 

She gave him her hand, which he pressed. Neither seemed 
in any special hurry to let go. Sigmund looked down, and 
the eyes he met shone very kindly. He gave a quick glance 
around, and seeing nothing stirring of more importance than 
a sparrow on the taflxail, bent down, and — well, you see they 
were both young, and what's in a kiss ? " 
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- : . It may be defined as the ultimate position of two pairs of 
approaching lips, when the distance between them becomes 
infinitely small— something almost asymptotical, in fact, to 
speak mathematically. 

" Ernestine, je t'aime ! " whispered Sigmund very effectively. 

" Et moi ; je sens que je pourrais bien t' aimer ! " returned 
she with half-closed eyes. 

Suddenly she looked him fixedly in the pupils with a pene- 
trating and almost angry intensity. 

" Have you ever heard Carmen ? " she asked. 

"Yes." 

" Do you remember the song she sings in the first act, 
' Mais si je t'aime, gare a toi ! ' ? " 

11 Quite well," and the young woer hummed the air. 

" WeU, take it to heart, then." 

He felt rather puzzled, and the least bit uncomfortable, 
but changed the subject with the question: " How do these 
men treat you on board ? I trust well." 

" They could not show me more consideration and polite- 
ness were I a duchess. Ah, mon cher, you Englishmen are 
after all truer gentlemen than those grinning, bobbing 
Frenchmen. You have some real chivalry about you still, 
though you do not come up to them either, in compliments, 
chocolate, or cotillons ; but they, with all their dancing-master 
graces, have little honour with a woman. They believe not 
in her disinterested affection, still less in the possibility of 
her purity. They brag of their conquetes, and after gaining a 
woman's smiles hurry off to their cercle to proclaim their 
meek. Then they get their friends about them, and chattering 
like apes, or croaking like vultures, do they mangle the weak 
one's character till it hangs in shreds ! " 

" You speak warmly." 

" But truly. I had a dear sister who went to perdition in 
Paris. I saw her die in the 'Pitie.' I was twelve years 
old then, and she fifteen years my senior. She told me that, 
some five years before, when she was already in great need, 
she had applied for a little help to a man with whom she had 
once been intimate. He had been studying medicine in those 
days, but had since settled in London. I know not whether 
he was French or English, but his conduct at least was very 
typical of the former nationality ; for my sister told me that 
he had laughed in her face and bade her be gone for a 
harridan. In the beginning he promised to marry her," 
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" What was his name ? I know a good many medical men 
in London." 

" Pointgrave ; have you ever heard of it ? " 

Sigmund went for an instant to the bulwarks, and pulled 
the awning a little more down towards the sun. 

"The name is familiar to me," he then said, and added, 
" What was your sister's name ? " 

She hesitated, looking up at him doubtfully. 

"Forgive me," he said hurriedly. " My question was in- 
discreet. Consider it as unasked ; but it was only prompted 
by my interest in you." 

"Nay, you shall hear," returned the girl, "for somehow 
I trust in you. My poor sister's name was Alice Pridieu." 

Major Nbrmand now reappeared : "I have ordered dinner 
for seven o'clock. I trust that will suit you, mademoiselle ? *' 

"Mais comment done, monsieur ! " returned Cinderella 
rather bashfully. 

"I hope Mr. Le Fannu has been entertaining you during 
my unavoidable absence." 

" He has acquitted himself as I expected he would." 

"And how was that?" 

"Capitally." 

Sigmund made a profound obeisance. 

" Don't do that, you look like a Frenchman ! " exclaimed 
Cinderella. 

" What do you say to coming an hour's row ? " asked Major 
Normand. 

The motion was carried nem. eon., and the three were soon 
afterwards skimming over the waters in the yacht's gig to the 
regular pull of four of the Petrel 9 8 stalwart crew. They left the 
harbour and made for a distant promontory at the other extre- 
mity of the bay. A row of twenty minutes brought them there 
and they landed and lay down on the beach, whilst a man 
uncorked one of a brace of champagne bottles which, care- 
fully packed in ice, had very thoughtfully been brought as 
ballast. 

The Major, though no toper, was a man who liked his 
glass, being at most times ready to exclaim with Byron, 
"Fill the goblet again!" and whenever he felt convivial it 
was his habit to blossom into quotation, generally in German, 
for he had received part of his education in Bonn. 

"You have had the priviledge of meeting Mdlle. Ernestine 
before, I believe ? " remarked the Major. 
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" Yes, and it was in this very town," answered Sigmund; 
" but our acquaintance was desperately short." 

" A glimpse of sunshine, in fact ? " 

"Exactly so." 

"Look here, Major, I don't know whether Mdlle. Ernes- 
tine has told you that she is desirous of obtaining some sort of 
theatrical engagement in London; has she? Forgive my 
suggesting such a thing after our short acquaintance, but 
might you not possibly be in a position to help her towards 
her object. 

"Very likely; but she has never mentioned* this wish to 
me ; " and the Major turned to Cinderella inquiringly. 

" The fact is, I did not like to lay further tax on your kind- 
ness ; have you not already done me an immense favour in 
taking me on your ship ? " 

" It would be an empty compliment for me to say that the 
favour was all on your side ; common politeness demands as 
much. But I assure you, without any fine phrases, that your 
coming aboard my craft has afforded me unmixed pleasure. 
And now as to your wishing to obtain a London engagement, 
tell me the sort of thing you want. I dare say I could help 
you, for I know a good many theatrical people. But let me 
say that you will find it rough work to begin with, and very 
up hill." 

" Surely my apprenticeship must have hardened me to most 
things?" 

"Pardon me, but I keep forgetting that fact ; you " 

She ^owed and looked the least pained, and he went on : 

"You see, however disagreeable your late position may 
have been, the troupe of which you formed a member was to 
some extent a family circle to you. Now in London you 
would be all alone — lost in an ocean of strangers." 

" I do not fear that; I could take care of myself, and should 
perhaps make friends ; " and as she said this Cinderella's eyes 
met Sigmund' s. 

Normand saw the glance, and smiled behind a puff of cigar 
smoke, then added quite seriously, " Very well, it shall be as 
you wish. I will look up a likely man who can help you, and 
he will not refuse me a favour. He is one of the first ma- 
nagers, and fancies himself indebted to me for something, so I 
think I may promise you an engagement on trial for next 
autumn, when pantomime practice commences. I presume 
you require a dancing engagement? " 

M 
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" Yes, monsieur ; I only dance." 

" But how ! You should see her ! " broke in the enthusi- 
astic Sigmund. 

" I have seen her, and shall never forget it. Mademoiselle 
can only meet with the unqualified success she deserves. Now 
how fortunate Le Fannu spoke to me about it. Your modesty 
is admirable, but unpractical ; one must always ask. If ever 
you become zpremtire danseuse on one of our big stages, as I 
doubt not you will, you may thank this gentleman — who I see 
is trying to catch your eye, that he may drink to your success. 
Let me join in the toast, * Here is to the health and happi- 
ness of a young lady who last week deigned to become a 
messmate on board the Petrel, and who by her cheerful pre- 
sence has ever since lent brightness to the ship ! ' " 

"Hear, hear ! " was uttered in gruff but hearty tones from 
behind, and looking round they discovered that the approver 
was the bo'sn, who had overheard his commander's raised 
tones, and felt himself unable to restrain this expression of 
his concurrence. The old tar looked much ashamed at being 
caught, and his comrades grinned at his confusion. 

" A glass of champagne for each of you, my men, to drink 
this lady's health," called Normand. 

The boat's crew advanced and made their bows, with pull 
at forelock and scrape, whilst the bo'sn, whom they considered 
a natural genius and a born orator, speaking for his mates, 
said, "Ere's to yer ealth and appiness, mam, and may ye 
ollus sail with a steady breeze a'stern, and hif it should appen 
as you hever comes in for a bout of dirty weather, may you 
ride the storm and soon find blue water again under yer 
bows ! " a speech which was duly translated to Cinderella as 
being in too higjh an English for a foreign comprehension. 

Soon after this the party re-embarked and started for the 
ship, but a stiff head breeze having set in it was close on 
seven o'clock when they reached the Petrel. On gaining the 
deck of that spanking craft Sigmund started back, for he found 
himself face to face with his old friend and enemy Lord 
Charles, now Earl of Clantipple. The young man looked 
flushed and puffy, and had evidently just taken a pull from a 
soda and brandy which stood on a seat, for his lips were still 
wet and his handkerchief half way to his mouth. 

He greeted Sigmund with barest politeness, and in answer 
to his involuntary glance in the direction of the tumbler, said, 
" Yes, oh yes ; I've given up all that d — d nonsensical tee- 
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totalling business. I should scorn to feel myself following the 
dictates or advice of a low brute like your mend Notch." 
. " You might do worse in this respect, I think." 

" HI trouble you to mind your own business, my young 
prig." 

"I should have said nothing had you even drunk yourself 
mad, as I dare say you will now soon do, but it was you your- 
self who forced the subject forward." 

"And pray where is your admirable chum now and the 
woman with whom " 

" Now it is my turn to request you to mind your own busi- 
ness, and I hope you mean to. This is hardly a place for 
wrangling." 

"Infernal young puppy! Well, whenever you have the 
privilege of meeting your paragon, just tell him that in 
my opinion he is the most thoroughgoing blackguard, ad- 
venturer, and snob I have ever had the misfortune to come 
across." 

Sigmund got very pale, and advanced close to where the 
young Earl was standing. He paused a moment to steady 
his breath, which was coming rather thick, then said with 
calm eye and hands in pockets, " I myself thought ill enough 
of Notch for his conduct in the affair, Jput if he behaved badly 
in the end there was another who behaved ten times worse 
throughout the whole business — yourself ! " 

The other seemed about to strike him, but Normand quickly 
interposed. " Enough of this ! " he called in an authoritative 
tone. "A most unfortunate occurrence. I do not want to 
hear any of the rights or wrongs of the affair, but I trust you 
will desist. I need not point out to you how painful this sort 
of thing is for lookers-on." 

The Earl finished his drink, and putting his hands in his 
pockets turned about and paced, not all too steadily, down 
the deck. Then he turned and came up to Normand, whom 
he had not "yet greeted. The Major gave him a hand without 
any visible affability. 

Frank said to Sigmund, "I say, I am most annoyed. that 
this should have happened. I could not foretell that he would 
behave in this outrageous way. He is half drunk, as you see, 
though he was quite sober when I fetched him at the station. 
My brother belongs to the same club as he does, and tells me 
that Clantipple, who for a long time was a teetotaller, now 
drinks more every day." 
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After some minutes' conversation the Earl moved away. 

Sigmund approached his host, and said with some hesita- 
tion, " Tou must excuse me, Maior, if I take leave of you 
now. After this scene it would be impossible for me to sit 
down at the same table as Earl Clantipple ; indeed, it would 
be painful for every one." 

" The only person it can be painful for is the Earl himself, 
who was distinctly the cause of the dispute. His manner was 
most offensive, and for my part I exonerate you completely 
from every jot of blame. You will be doing me a personal 
favour by not leaving us thus, for I cannot allow a guest and 
fellow Guernseyman to be insulted as you have been. More- 
over, from what the Earl says, I do not believe he will stay to 
dinner. Should he, however, do so, you have no reasoivto 
absent yourself as though in the wrong, and, for one thing, 
trust me to put a prompt check on any recommencement of the 
quarrel should he attempt it." 

Quoth Frank, "I must say, Major, I agree with Le Fannu 
that it would be very unpleasant for him to dine with the 
Earl unless some sort of reconciliation be achieved before- 
hand." 

" Let us see what can be done in that line, then. Mr. Le 
Fannu, I suppose, you will shake hands with his lordship ? " 

" Oh, yes ; why not ? He has heard my opinion, and, be- 
sides, he is drunk." 

But when Major Normand went to the Earl and asked 
him whether he would make it up with Le Fannu, his lord- 
ship answered, " I don't care a button one way or the other. 
If the young jackanapes will come and beg my pardon for 
his infernal impudence I do not mind shaking hands with 
him. You will excuse me if I beg your man to bring me 
another soda and brandy, but I was so foolish as to lose 
my temper with that young coxcomb^ and I must steady my 
nerves." 

" From what I can gather it seems that your cause of dis- 
pute is a third person. You have no grievance against Le 
Fannu himself, have you ? " 

"I certainly had none, but now after his impertinence I 
have, and expect an apology." 

" Excuse me, my lord, but I hold you to be completely in 
the wrong here, and I should do my utmost to dissuade my 
friend and countyman from tendering any sort of apology, 
were he even disposed to do so for peace' sake, which he is 
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not. Just consider now; you meet him, and before he has 
opened his mouth you gratuitously insult him and make an 
onslaught about an absentee." 

"Then you give him right, the young whelp?" asked the 
Earl, frowning over the top of his soda and brandy. 

"I do not consider that any retort which Le Fannu made 
you was out of proportion to the provocation you gave him." 

" Oh, very well then, the best thing I can do in that case is 
to be off. I have friends in the neighbourhood who will stand 
me a dinner, and where I need have no fear of being exposed 
to blatant " 

"Nonsense, my lord ! It is you who are in the wrong, I 
repeat." 

The Earl answered nothing, but moved away and entered 
the cabin, from which he emerged with his top-coat. " Good 
afternoon ! " he said shortly to Normand, and without another 
word left the ship. 

The dinner bell rang. 

"Now let us hear something about this business, Le 
Fannu," said Frank as soon as they were at table. 

"Wait till dessert," suggested Normand; "and, besides, 
you surely remember the scandal as it stood in the papers at 
the time ; they were full enough of it." 

"Meanwhile, then, let us, if the request be not indiscreet, 
hear what Mdlle. Ernestine is thinking about, as she sits there 
looking dreamily at the bouquet on the centre of the table." 

Thus roused from a momentary abstraction, Cinderella 
heaved a little sigh and went on with her soup rather bash- 
fully. Her hair was wavy and low over her temples, whilst a 
red rose adorned one side of the little head ; the few days at 
sea had given the cheeks a touch of tan and colour which sur- 
passed any rouge, and vastly improved her appearance. She 
wore the black dress ^e saw at the Thorpness supper ; if not 
very new the garment was neat, and fitted to perfection. 
Altogether she looked charming, and the charm worked with 
great effect on Sigmund, who could hardly keep his eyes off 
her. He was her neighbour at table on the rose side, and 
just now observing that the flower was about to fall from its 
resting-place above her ear, he hastened to adjust it ; but not 
being versed in such things, he allowed the rose to slip, and 
it feu to the ground. 

" If I had gained such a pretty ear I would not fall away 
like that," observed Frank tenderly, and their host frowned. 
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"Nay," said Sigmund, as he picked tip the flower, "the 
rose could not hold on any more, for it was intoxicated with 
delight." 

"Talk of florid compliments ! " laughed Normand. 

" May I keep it ? " asked Sigmund of his fair neighbour. 

She laughed, and next moment he felt a foot press his own, 
and the simple contact of this tiny bit of strange leather, 
though quite painless, caused him considerable emotion. 
Over the coffee he briefly told them about the Clantipple 
mlandre of. two years back, dwelling strongly on Lord 
Charles's dislike and persecution of his father's young wife, 
and on that lady's mental and physical charms. He warmed 
with his subject, expatiating enthusiastically upon the heroine 
of his story, the possessor of all the virtues, and now himself 
abusing Notch roundly for his perfidy in having carried her 
off. He became quite eloquent, and was bowling^along at a 
fine pace till he met Cinderella's eyes fixed upon him with a 
strange look, which proved a regular pneumatic brake to his 
express volubility, for it brought him to a complete standstill 
within thirty seconds. 

" Well, and what next ? " inquired Frank. 

"Ah, that's all the story." 

"I fancy you were rather sweet yourself in that quarter," 
observed his friend, with a grin. 

Sigmund became absurdly confused under Cinderella's 
glance, which had now assumed an inquisitorial intensity. 
The friendly foot had long since been removed from his. 
When they rose from the table and went on deck in the 
moonlight she got hold of him and said, " You have pained 
me very much ; you were desperately in love with that woman, 
if you are not so still. I thought to win an unscathed heart, 

and now I find We can never be more than casual 

friends." • 

" My dearest Ernestine ! " answered Sigmund impressively, 
"I am practically unscathed, I assure you. I was quite a 
boy then, and, besides, I had not met you." 

She remained for a time but half appeased, for she had 
been reading some novel and had caught hold of an ideal ; 
but gradually she came round, and the interview terminated 
in honey and sunshine — or, rather, moonshine. 

The evening passed away with music and the intellectual 
diversion of palmistry, a craft at which the Major had become 
an adept in India. Though a shrewd and practical man of 
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the world, it almost seemed as if this hearty yachtsman 
believed the mazy portents he pretended to discover in the 
outstretched palm ; for after a close inspection of Cinderella's 
little hand he looked grave, and said, " You will not die 
normally, as far as I can see ; " and a moment later he said 
to Sigmund, with almost a scared expression, "No more will 
you ! I mean that, as far as I can read by the lines on 
your palms, you will neither of you die a natural death." 
Then he added decisively, " Let us change the subject. You 
are of course sceptical, and I would fain oe so too." 

" I wonder whether he traces any connection in our desti- 
nies ? " whispered Sigmund to Cinderella. "Are we, perhaps, 
to jump over London Bridge hand-in-hand, or light some char- 
coal and be asphyxiated together ? " 

"Would you mind?" 

"Well, I cannot say that I should care about it just yet." 

" Ah ! you English have no sentiment." 

They soon afterwards turned into their respective berths, 
and slept the sleep born of the salt sea air. Next morning the 
men braced themselves with a plunge into the ""briny," coming 
back with ravenous appetites to a piping breakfast, presided 
over by Cinderella. Right comely did she look as — dressed in 
simple cotton gown of light blue, with plain white collar and 
cuffs, a broad black sash about her waist, and another rose in 
her raven locks — she did the honours of the table. 

" By Jove ! you are the light of my ship ! " exclaimed !Nbr- 
mand, helping himself to some more eggs and bacon. "I 
shall rechristen her the Ernestine. 11 

" Or the Cinderella," suggested Frank. 

" Why do you always call me that ?" she asked. " I assure 
you I do not feel in the least neglected." 

" Because you have a tiny, tiny foot, fit for a glass slipper." 

" Indeed ! " she answered with assumed surprise, and con- 
templated a little shoe which peeped out below her skirt. 

" Let us drink a bumper of wine out of it ! " exclaimed the 
enthusiastic Frank, but Normand quashed the motion. 

The meal over, Sigmund managed to take his "flame" 
aside for a few minutes, and extracted the traditional reitera- 
tion of the promise to write to him. The interview was as 
short as it was sweet, for Frank soon found them out. 

" Oh, how I envy you, my friend ! " exclaimed Sigmund. 
" You have a lot of delightful cruising, and here must I go 
back to Thorpness and trigonometry, Paley's "Evidences," 
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and the " Iliad." Well, it will all be over in less than three 
weeks ; and won't we have a * lark* when we meet in town ! " 

Cinderella looked at him reprovingly, and her mouth noise- 
lessly shaped the name " Antwerp!" At which Sigmund 
slightly nodded, and looked sentimental, as though to say, 
"How could I forget?" 

"Now, what are you two telegraphing to one another 
about, pray ? " inquired Frank, blowing a very violent cloud 
from his pipe. 

Normand strolled up, and soon afterwards Sigmund took 
his leave, receiving a hearty farewell from his pleasant enter r 
tainer, and a warm invitation to come and look him up at his 
club in town. 

Cinderella, who rather hung back as he took his leave, 
managed to slip a note into his hand. It was laconic but 
explicit : " N'oublies pas ta promesse. Je t'aiue. E." 

" Not been so jolly for a long time," exclaimed Sigmund, 
as he rattled home in a dog-cart. " Jim, have a cigar." This 
last to the groom who accompanied him, for the trap was 
from Windstead? and had to go back. 

" Thank yer, sir ! Yessir, I dessay as you was jolly. Won- 
nerful fine yacht, and he as owns it one of the pleasantest 
gents I ever served. Tipped me a sov. like nothing when he 
heered as I had been ill and out o* work for some time. His 
lady, too, is one of the beautif ullest as I ever seen. If you will 
excuse me for making so bold as to mention it, she's wonner- 
ful like a hactress as was here some time ago with a troop — 
might be her twin sister to look at ; but I suppose as all them 
furriners is pretty similar." 

" Le Fannu looks quite another fellow. His little outing 
seems thoroughly to have brightened him up," remarked the 
Reverend a day or two later. "He really is a capital, if 
occasionally a somewhat turbulent, young man, and I shall 
always be his debtor for having saved my poor Willie from 
drowning." 

And what the Reverend Thomas said about Sigmund's im- 
proved tone and spirits was quite true. The visit to the yacht 
had proved a most salutary change, giving a zest and fillip to 
mind and body. His was not one of those model if monoto- 
nous natures which can thrive and develop like a tree in the 
forest, if only fresh air and nourishment be there in abun- 
dance. If the forest were too lonely, he ceased thriving and 
developing altogether, and the moss of ennui gathered round 
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him, further dulling his vitality. The healthy recreations of 
youth he much effected, far he could ride and swim better 
than nine youths out of ten, taken at random; but with- 
out being either vicious or abnormal in his other tastes, 
he had already seen too much of life in a small way not to 
long for an occasional pinch of life's salt. And this was 
the main cause of the chronic misunderstanding between him 
and his square-toed, intolerant uncle. A more unsuitable 
mentor for a high-spirited and sensitive youth, whose eyes a 
kind word could moisten, but who became a very mule in 
unskilled hands, could hardly be imagined, and it will soon 
be seen what an egregrious mess the man made of the case. 

This little pinch of salt, then, to Signiund's daily sandwich 
of healthy work and play lent it amazing relish. 

The old German sword-motto would have suited him well — 

"East' ich.sorost' ich!" 
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CHAPTER XXYITL 

The days glided by like telegraph posts when the train is 
going fast and steady, for nothing helps along time like 
monotony. 

It was a Saturday, and Sigmund would bid final farewell 
to Thorpness on the following Wednesday. He had been 
doing a good stroke of work, memories and anticipations 
notwithstanding, and now on this fine July morning he was 
going down to the sea for a bathe and a paddle in his canoe, 
a tidy little craft painted white, and till lately bearing the 
name of Nemo, but now rechristened Cinderella, a designation 
she bore in gilt letters on bow and paddles. 

" If you take my advice, sir, you won't go far out to sea 
to-day," remarked old Bond, the boatman, as he pulled the 
tarpaulin off Cinderella, laying bare her snowy form and plea- 
sant lines. " There's a fresh wind blowing and the sea is 
getting up. Lord, I only hopes as it won't get no stronger, 
for with the high tide expected to-night it 'ud do a lot o' 
damage. You don't want the sail, I suppose, sir, to-day? " 

"Oh, why not?" 

" Well, sir, if I might venture to advise, you will leave the 
sail at home. Now do be guided by an old man as has been 
to sea all his life a'most." 

" All right, Bond, you shall have your way, my boy. I am 
only going as for as the ' mushroom' rock, and shall be back 
in less than an hour." 

Away shot the Cinderella in sunshine and breeze. She 
passed the low-lying shore, where the waves played with the 
shingle, the rising bank, and on towards the lofty cliffs with 
their outposts of fallen rock. Green-bluish was the sea as it 
danced and lapped, and the seaweed barbing the little islands 
floated wavily in the swirling tide. 

Sigmund saw his shadow and his craft's as it rose and sunk 
on the swell, and his heart felt buoyant too. There sailed a 
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big woolly cloud before the sun, and the heaving wave became 
of deeper blue. 

Father Neptune was already playing his trumpet through 
the pierced rock, and his air was a strange weird gurgle and 
" hoo-hoosch " as he surged at the base of the orifice. And 
he had an audience, too, in the sea-birds sitting hard by on 
the " mushroom.'' Eddies and pigmy whirlpools caught the 
Cinderella from time to time, making her swerve giddily from 
the path of propriety, and easy-going jelly-fish floated by, 
which Sigmund tried to lift out of water on his paddle -blade 
at imminent risk of capsizing himself. 

. The wind from S.E. was veering round to due E., and 
freshening every moment ; the gentle roar of young breakers 
could be heard against the cliff base, whilst close by Nep- 
tune's blow-hole gave forth a braver measure of deep reso- 
nance, a flake of froth now and again flying out of the top. 
Sea-gulls called fleetingly as they skimmed the rising wave. 

"It*6 time I turned about," thought Sigmund, and he did 
so. But it was touchy work with the green sea wave on 
the beam, and Cinderella had a rough time of it, like her 
namesake. But true to her patron's principles of taking 
things lightly, she weathered the breeze, and arrived drenched 
but smiling in port. 

"None too soon, sir, none too soon!" quoth old Bond. 
" I was getting anxious along o' you, and would have gone 
out myself in the wherry to look for you if you hadn't come 
home before another quarter of an hour; good people is 
scarce and must be taken care on ! " 

" Thanks, Bond ; here's something to wet your whistle after 
'drying Cinderella ;" and with this Sigmund went his way, 
which was to dinner. The meal over, he determined to do a 
couple of hours' work, and retired to his room with that laud- 
able intention. But somehow it would not do ; his books and 
papers were all there, but his thoughts were not. They went 
woolgathering on various irrelevant subjects, and after being 
forcibly dragged back, would start away wandering once more 
at the slightest provocation. Homer was of course full of 
snares and pitfalls for a straying fancy, as when he caught 
himself thinking of his uncle when Achilles was giving 
Agamemnon to know that he, bravest of the Greeks, was a 
man of position and standing, in fact, one of the 4 1 pillars of the 
profession." Still more, when the yellow-haired one went 
out and sulked by "loud-resounding sea," did the glorious 
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descriptiveness of the words, with their tossing sonorousness 
tailed with hissing foam, set him a-thinking about the rocks 
and cliffs, the pierced stone and the " mushroom," and so on; 
by easy stages along the coast to Windstead, the yacht and 
some one apoard of her ; when of course the field for fancies 
widened out into a limitless plain, and Achilles was left sit- 
ting on the beach whilst hopeful eighteen stared at the wall 
in a reverie. 

He roused himself at last impatiently, and the path of 
Achilles was a parabola across the room, the warrior being 
brought to rest by impinging against a countrywoman, to wit 
old Hecuba, on the bookshelf, and the rising wind moaned 
gustily down the chimney like the " Pheu, pheu ! Ototoi ! " of 
a Greek chorus. 

"May the good prevail !" thought Sigmund, and tried a 
little Paley ; but it was soon evident that the " Evidences " 
were hopeless to-day, even the "twelve men of known pro- 
bity and good sense" finding it beyond them to chain his 
attention, there being to-day an "antecedent improbability " 
(that he would work) which no human energy could surmount. 
Even the purest of mathematics were not pure enough to 
enthral his fastidious caprice, for curves would osculate, and 
a good many triangles were " ambiguous " in their behaviour. 
So he pitched them all on one side and went another, to wit, 
out of the house, and away on horseback at a cracking pace. 

"Did you see Le Fannu just now?" asked Mrs. Tredwell 
of her lord. " He was on that fearful horse of Vincent's they 
call Beelzebub, and the brute was crossing the market-place 
sideways, kicking and rearing to the horror of the women. 
At last your pupil put the animal at Mother Green and her* 
apple-stall, clearing them both, though the poor old thing 
nearly fainted, after which he went down the street at full 
tear, and disappeared in the direction of Fenmore. I'm afraid 
he is up to one of his pranks again." 

"I am sure he will do no harm," returned the .Reverend, 
"he has behaved beautifully ever since he saved Willie's life. 
I can see that he is too delicate to take the least advantage of 
my gratitude. I am very sorry he is leaving us." 

And the Reverend Thomas was right, for Sigmund only 
went for a five-mile scamper to the market town of Fenmore, 
where he played a pool or two with the young farmers, whilst 
Beelzebub, who, by-the-bye, was a roarer, got his wind for the 
return headlong gallop. 
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But as he left the yard on his bow-backed snorter" and 
emerged into the street, both steed and rider were staggered 
by the violence of the wind, and Sigmund's hat went sailing 
away and alighted on the roof of the police station. He made 
a few observations more energetic than parliamentary, and 
after recapturing his headgear started on the homeward 
journey. But in the torrent of the winds a headlong gallop 
such as he had promised himself was neither safe nor easy 
to encompass. He did his best, however, and leaning for- 
ward with head down, stuck heels into Beelzebub and breasted 
the hurricane. 

Stronger and stronger grew the wind as he approached 
the coast, coming in mighty gusts which took the breath 
away and made one gasp. Old Beelzebub snorted and 
kicked out to show his disapproval of this sort of thing, and 
when a brittle branch of oak-tree snapped off and brought up 
sharply against his nose, he turned him about and fled before 
the invisible enemy. Away went the hat on a second cruise, 
and this time landed somewhere out of reach, whilst Beelzebub 
was fairly off before the gale with all reefs furled. Tug as 
he would 'twas no use, and Sigmund seemed bound to go back 
to Fenmore, when his horse stumbled, and next instant they 
were both down in the road. But the rider kept hold of the 
bridle, and it was not long before he was in the saddle again, 
when he improved the opportunity afforded by a slight lull 
by belabouring Beelzebub till arms could smite no longer. 
The antics of the scared brute under this hail of whipcuts, 
which he evidently considered as forming part of the storm, were 
peculiar, though by no means pleasant to the rider ; and sidling 
about vaguely, they this time landed in a ditch, where a little 
water covered a vast deal of mud. Sigmund was nearly 
smothered, and Beelzebub much scared. So impressed indeed 
was the beast by the solemnity of the occasion and the mys- 
terious evils surrounding him that he became quite docile, and 
after being assisted out of the ditch allowed his companion 
in adversity to remount him. But they did not look a hand- 
some pair. Hat gone, nose bleeding and caked in buttery 
mud, there was nothing neat about Sigmund, and as to the 
quadruped, he stood dank and disconsolate, with legs apart 
blowing the water out of his nostrils, and blinking inquiringly, 
as though to ask, " What's coming next? " 

Stronger and stronger grew the wind, pounding in straight 
from tjie east ; the sky was almost cloudless, though it had 
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been raining an hour before, and the puddles in the way 
quivered with, wavelets like miniature seas, as the mad air 
tore down Thorpness High Street. Signboards flapped, and 
from time to time was heard the clatter of a falling tile or 
chimney-pot ; 'twas a gale indeed ! 

Now and again did the wind seem to beat straight down- 
ward, as though pitched in mountains from the skies, and 
then the smoke from houses would swoop down and go scud- 
ding low along the street. There was a pause. Then came 
with a thudding bang a blast of wind so vehement that it 
seemed as though shot from some leviathan cannon. 

Sigmund and Beelzebub, toiling up the street, staggered ; 
the horse seemed about to sit down. 

" This will never do," observed the rider, and dismounting 
passed his arm through the rein and struggled on on foot. 
"By God, Ohe rectory is on fire ! " but it was only the lurid 
sunset behind him which lighted up the windows with an 
angry blaze. He turned and felt thankful when he discovered 
his mistake. 

The sun was sinking in a bloody waste of heavy clouds 
which were coming up in the wind's eye — an evil sign ! 

Slowly he passed one by one of the trees which lined the 
way, holding on, when a gust swept by, the frightened looking 
trees, which growing in the windy funnel of the street were 
all on the lean, and stretching away from the scourge of the 
eastern gales. 

At last they reached the " Crown." 

"We have both had about enough of it for to-day, Beel, 
old boy," observed Sigmund to his horse, who seemed to be 
of one mind with his master, for he walked straight into his 
stable without waiting for anybody, and lay down. 

" You seem to have been in difficulties, sir," observed the 
landlord. 

" Well, perhaps you are right, Vincent. The fact is old 
Beel objected to the balmy zephyr, and so we took a rest in a 
nice soft place." 

" Forgotten your 'at too, sir." 

" Beel ate it. I shall have to charge you for a new one." 

" The sailors is in a dreadful way, sir," observed the man, 
looking serious. "The tide, which will be at the full to-night 
at one, is known to be a very high one, and with this gale 
there is no knowing what it will do." 

" By Jove! yes ; I had forgotten that. We must all lend a 
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hand to help them with their boats and things, or else they 
are bound to be washed away. I must go now and have a 
wash myself, or else I shall frighten some one into a fit ; Beel- 
zebub looked quite scared at me when I stood before him 
after our rest in the soft place. He was lamblike after that, 
and I believe it was my appearance which awed him into 
docility." 

When half an hour later Sigmund entered the rectory he 
found Mrs. Tredwell in hysterical tears, sitting in the midst of 
her sprouting family, and declaring that the Day of Judgment 
had come. 

By this time it was dark, save for a sulky glowing to the 
westward ; for black clouds covered the sky, and a flash of 
lightning occasionally blazed forth. Louder and louder roared 
the gale till the very house seemed to tremble to its founda- 
tions for all its thick squat walls of solid stone. And now a 
hissing hail began to fall, playing a double tattoo on doors 
and shutters, as if clamouring for admittance. 

" Oh, Heavens, our last hour has arrived! " shrieked the 
Reverend's wife. " This is another Sodom and Gomorrah." 

The Reverend Thomas came in, sturdy and dishevelled ; he 
had been down to the low beach, where lay the boats. 

" Le Fannu," said he hurriedly, " we must all do what we 
can to help these poor fishermen. They are working with 
might and main to drag their property far in shore, for the 
sea is running mountains high, and this night's tide will be 
something tremendous. All my fellows are on the beach, and 
I only came away to enlist every recruit I could find for the 
work. Here are five lubbers outside whom I have gleaned 
from bars and tap-rooms; some are rather drunk, but the 
work will steady them, I fancy; we shall be in good company; 
they'll call them ' the Parson's gang,' I suppose." 

" Not a word for me, Thomas — for your lawful spouse and 
the mother of all your children?" whined Mrs. Tredwell. 
"We may never meet again. Lord have mercy upon us ! " 
This last remark shrieked out by reason of a louder bang of 
wind, followed by a rattling and rolling, partly thunder and 
partly the rowdy course of a dislodged chimney-pot down the 
roof. 

" Don't go on like that, Jane, but brew us a glass of grog, 
and look sharp about it." 

They were soon fighting their way towards the beach, hold- 
ing, on or crouching low at every gust, so as not to be blown 
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off their feet. Already could be heard the wild concert of the 
sea as it foamed and pounded far below at the cliff base. It 
was now about ten o'clock, full three hours then to high 
water. 

" We can take the cliff path," shouted the Reverend ; " it is 
much nearer." They tried it, and the wind seemed to flatten 
them against the face of the precipice. For a few instants 
would the moon now and again peep out between fast-scudding 
clouds, and then could be seen waving the grasses on the 
rugged cliff, blown back stiffly in the wind, like the beard of 
an old sailor's weatherbeaten face when he looks out to sea. 
But when half way down the path they saw that the water, 
which at other times hardly reached the foot of the rock, even 
at high tide generally leaving a strip of beach, was already 
up to it, and the van of the rising host was leaping up f oamily. 
"Where will it have come to in three hours' time?" they 
thought, and retraced their steps. 

Grand and awful was the sight when the fitful moon broke 
forth, and Nature's music was worthy of the spectacle. 

When by the circuitous landway they at last reached the 
hithe a painful scene of indistinct confusion came into view. 
The hoarse shouts of men struggled with the hoarser roar of 
mighty billows, and twinkling lanterns struggled with the 
darkness. 

There, close to the irresistible ocean, stood the property and 
bread- winning gear of hundreds of poor fishermen, tor cabins 
dotted the topmost beach, and these were stored with the im- 
plements of the smackmen's craft. It was plain that the poor 
fellows were losing their heads, and that the spirit of organi- 
sation was gone, for instead of working at one another's goods 
in gangs, each man or two struggled to help himself dis- 
jointedly. 

"This must be remedied," called the Parson, and tried 
hard to brine order into the excited crowd ; but his efforts 
were only half successful, for each man wanted to have his 
own chattels saved first. Deafening, too, was the roar of the 
monster waves as they broke majestically, and more deafening 
still the awful recoil, horrid with the rattle of a myriad pebbles. 

Frantically did the sailors work, and the landsmen helped 
them all they could, but the hard-spurred sea gained on them 
hand over hand. Besides the tackle, there were many boats 
which still required hauling, and some of these did the greedy 
waters snatch, outstripping puny human efforts with an angry 
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' roar. Then were these brave old craft banged and pounded, 
tossed and played with in savage mirth, till they broke up 
like eggshells, and the foam flew scornfully in the faces of the 
robbed. 

Suddenly there rose out to sea a shooting light, and soon 
another and another. 

" A distress signal from some ship," quoth a sailor. " What 
can we do ? She is too far for Ohe rocket to reach her ; and 
can a lifeboat live in this weather ? " 

"Nay, you should know better than I, Jollith," answered 
the Reverend, who was close by. Then came the captain of 
the lifeboat crew, and the experts consulted together. 

Conflicting were the opinions even of these children of the 
sea, for some said it would be madness to attempt a launch, 
whilst others opined that this risk haply passed, the boat 
might possibly live when once beyond the belt of boiling 
surge. 

Opinions as to the advisability of an attempt were pretty 
equally divided, till three more rockets from the hard-pressed 
ship made another appeal for succour. Then British pluck 
outstripped British caution, and, with a cheer, a rush was 
made to the boathouse. 

"We want an extra hand, a lightish weight," roared the 
captain, "to be in the bows and throw the rope, supposing 
we ever get to the ship." 

Sigmund stood forward as a volunteer. 

" Hurrah for the Parson's eight ! " shouted the men; and 
the captain, a burly giant in yellow oilskin, gave Sigmund 
two horny hands and said, " You're a good 'un, you are, 
sir! " 

Another signal went up from the distressed ship, and this 
time much nearer in shore. 

" Boys ! " shouted the captain, " we shall be able to use the 
shooter. How the ship has managed to pass the roly-poly " 
(a reef of outlying rocks) "without going to pieces is a mystery 
to me, for last time she signalled she was close on it, but now 
she's done it she is bound to drift close in shore. Ten minutes 
more and she will be within range." 

Away they went to where was kept the rocket apparatus, 
that excellent invention which has saved so many lives. Every 
one connected with the machine knew his particular duty, for 
a weekly practice had trained the little corps, and by the time 
the next distress signal went up all was in readiness. They 

N 
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were within range, and their calculations had been correct, 
for the ship was exactly opposite to where they had taken up 
position, which, as the wind was dead on shore, was what they 
wanted. 

Up went the warning signal that was to tell those on board 
to look out for the tailed deliverer, and a responding light 
from the ship showed that they understood. 

Then with a rush and whirr flew the messenger, but though 
it seemed to pass just over the ship, it missed its mark, and 
the rope hung flaccid. 

" Now, then, sharp with No. 2 ! " bawled the captain. 

Hearty was the shout of satisfaction when this attempt 
proved successful, and so excited were some of the younger 
hands that they screamed and danced a mad measure, whilst 
the tears coursed down their cheeks. 

Not a soul thought any more of his boats and tackle. 

Then came the paying out of the double rope as the ship 
hauled it in, and soon the breeches-basket disappeared into 
the darkness. 

A pause of expectation, men's hearts beating fast under oil- 
skin and jersey, whilst wind and water kept up their brave 
concert in Nature's most heroic strain. 

A signal. 

"Now, boys, haul away!" from the captain. "No, no, 
none of that hurry. Coil the rope neatly as it comes in." 

Haul ! haul ! and at last out of the darkness looms a darker 
shape. 

Another cheer, and the basket is landed and immediately 
surrounded by an eager crowd. 

" Back ! back ! my boys ! " commands the captain. " Now, 
then, help the party out or drag it out ; and off again with 
the basket to the ship. No time to be lost ; she may go to 
pieces at any moment." And as he was speaking, the thing 
happened. 

Above the storm's raging there boomed a dull crash, and 
all at once the rocket-rope hung loose. 

" God help 'em ! " quoth the captain, " they are gone. Only 
one saved ! only one saved ! " And now they turned to look 
what manner of person it might be the sea had lost. 

A ring of curious faces surrounded the rescued one, who 
was perfectly conscious, and a sailor held a lantern close to 
the stranger's face. Then they all turned and stared at Sig- 
mund, who had given a great shout of astonishment. "Dick 
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Notch !" he called. "By God! it's Notch!" and rushed 
forward. 

"Hullo, old fellow! Well " But emotion brought 

Notch to a standstill. Then he asked, " Any more saved ? " 

" No. She's gone down." 

" Holy Providence ! " uttered the rescued man with fear 
and trembling voice, and getting ashen pale. 

"Give him some brandy; he's after fainting," said some 
one. 

The spirits revived him. Then he said, " There were several 
women on board, but none of them would get into the basket. 
So I offered to try it first, and that is how I have been saved." 
He shuddered and buried his face in his hands. 

"Where is she?" asked Sigmund, bending down and 
speaking into Notch's ear. " Was she on board ?" 

"No." 

"In America?" . 

" She diejl six months ago." 
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CHAPTEE XXIX. 

Sigmtjnd and Notch were walking on the cliffs the morrow of 
the storm. 

It was a beautiful summer morning, serene and cloudless, 
with soft sunshine and the scent of wild flowers in the air. 
Bees buzzed and crickets chirruped in the warm fragrance 
of dandelion and clover, whilst in the distance could be heard 
the church bells, for it was Sunday. 

Down, down below, the sea still rolled heavily, in ground- 
swell, but more in rough play than anger, for the waves were 
blue and sparkling, whilst the foam shone white, like a row 
of good-natured teeth in laughter. The ogre had supped well 
the eve ! 

Sea-birds by the thousand hovered and swooped down 
there ; after last night's stir-about there were rich pickings 
and dainty for the strong-stomached. But their pet trysting- 
place was no more ; for, after standing in its then position as 
Jong as any man could remember, the pedicled " mushroom " 
rock now lay broken off and half submerged, conquered by 
some mighty billow. 

It had been a great victory for Neptune, this storm ; he had 
in some places pushed his forces a couple of yards further 
into his enemy's flanks, and brought down great masses of 
Mother Earth. 

" Let us lie here, Dick, and talk, ,, suggested Sigmund as 
they reached the topmost height, where the soft breeze just 
waved the totter-grass and nodding sorrel of the meadow, 
and where opened out the grandest view of ocean, far, far 
away to where sky and sea united in the fresh pale-blue haze 
of our dear northern clime. 

They had spoken little the previous night, for the rescued 
man was very exhausted, and after the stiffestof toddies had 
crept into bed and slept. 

Sigmund, deeply impressed and excited by the day's events, 
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had not closed an eye save at fitful snatches, when the busy 
brain was peopled by strangest visions, dreams the most fan- 
tastic. This morning he felt ill and nervous, and fancying 
that Notch appeared reticent — whilst this one thought the 
same of him — they had said very little on the way ; all that 
Sigmund had learned so far being that his old friend had 
left New York some ten days before on a ship bound for 
Rotterdam, that bad weather had been encountered, the screw 
disabled, and that, in the easterly gale of the previous day, they 
had been blown on to the English coast and come to. grief. 

At last, when they were both lying down, and Notch was 
chewing a blade of grass contemplatively, Sigmund said with 
some embarrassment, " Well, old man ? " 

" Do you want to hear it all ? " 

" Of course." # 

"Most of it is very painful to me, and I will condense. 
Details would be useless. I want to do it in ten minutes, and 
it just wants that time to eleven. Here goes : — 

" We first went to Marseilles, where we took ship for New 
York. From the first she was silent and thoughtful, though 
ever full of delicacy and fine feeling. I had about £400 all 
in all, she as much a year. Arrived in America we took a 
small though comfortable apartment ; and, ah ! that was a 
period of intense happiness for me, yet with threads and 
streaks of care traversing the blue sky of my contentment. 

" After a time I began looking out for some occupation, for 
I could not bear to live on Gertrude's money. At last I 
obtained some literary employment on a magazine and a 
paper. Through the latter I became connected with certain 
financial men who were members of ' rings,' as they call it. 
I could see that Gertrude was unhappy, though she never 
complained. Once she said, ' You have sacrificed all for 
me and we have thrown in our lots together. I shall ever be 
grateful to you, and always be your sincerest friend.' But — let 
me acknowledge it to myself — she never loved me, though, 
out of a mistaken sense of gratitude, she was anxious to make 
me think so, and that discovery was for me the bitterest of all. 
It seems absurd to say so, for you were then but a boy, and 
yet I sometimes almost fancied that she cared for you, Sig- 
mund ; you,, at least, were the only person from the Past she 
would ever consent to speak of, and your youth was the cloak 
for her freedom of expression. I took my mother's name, 
and we were known as Mr. and Mrs. Farquharson. But 
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what society could I procure her which would be acceptable ? 
I became intimate with some of the Bourse people and their 
families, and once persuaded Gertrude to let me ask them to 
our place. But the experiment proved most unsuccessful; 
there was a sadness and discouragement, a sort of shamefaced- 
ness about it all ; we were ill at ease and she despondent, by 
reason of too vivid recollections of a very different life. She 
found these'people insupportable, and they thought her affected 
and proud. A whisper somehow got wind — and how do these 
whispers get wind ? — that we were not man and wife, and 
then one day I was insulted by one of the money jugglers. 
I half murdered him, and we then had a duel. He was a 
colonel ; they are all colonels over there except the generals. 
He had first shot and holed me in the leg. After a month I 
was all right, and he having been impudent again I thrashed 
him once more — only worse. But he did not challenge me, 
having to leave the States suddenly ' on business.' He left 
word that the next time he comes across me there will be a 
little mild remonstrance on his side, so it will be a case of who 
can unlimber first. 

" One of these men, from the Press and the Money Market, 
was apparently a better fellow than the rest of them, and 
though we gave him scant encouragement he rather forced 
his acquaintance on us. He was a devil to talk, being an 
Irish-American — a dangerous lurcher breed, with all Paddy's 
' blarney ' and Sam's ' 'cuteness.' 

" This was a time of great enterprise — vulgo, a gambling 
epidemic raged just then — and our mongrel used casually to 
say, every time he came to our house, that any one with a few 
thousands at command could just now realise millions. Now 
Gertrude was much alone owing to my business taking me 
out of the house, and though she was so difficult to approach 
and tried to hold aloof from every one, she gradually got 
accustomed to this man's wife, who, by-the-bye, was much too 
good for him. Thus they would often dine with us and we 
with them, and thus Gertrude was inoculated' with the gam- 
bling mania. From the very first a certain ambitious rest- 
lessness hung about her, ay, even in the rosiest days of our 
' honeymoon, — and what better proof that I never held her 
heart ? — and now she declared that the only means by which 
we could ever hope to rise from the social depths in which 
she assured me we were then wallowing was money. Money 
would do everything for us if we only returned to England 
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with enough, of it ; all marriage difficulties would be settled, 
and we could become man and wife. With my talents, &c., 
I could get into Parliament, and so on, and so on. Remember 
that her calm, clear-sighted nature had been gradually giving 
way under the strain of circumstances, and that at that time 
another condition was also contributing to make her nervous 
and excitable ; soon she embarked in speculation, and, little 
by little, risked her all. What could I say, situated as I was ? 
Legally I was, of course, powerless to interfere, and serious 
remonstrance from me would have appeared indelicate and 
interested. 

" We were then living in what, for us, was extravagance. 
This was about a year ago, and Gertrude was close on her 
confinement. 

" All went well at first ; she had tripled her capital at one 
time and was now in high expectation of success, though 
terribly nervous and excitable. Poor girl ! I remember how 
she used to get up and pace the room at night, counting and 
muttering, and jotting down figures. I myself was by this 
time rather bitten by the mania. Then our child was born, 
and that same evening came the news of that commercial 
crisis and national panic — you must remember it — which 
swept like a wave of destruction over the whole country. 
Fortune and aerial castles melted in a few days, ay, in a 
few hours. We saved but very little from the wreck. 

"Let me hurry on; the subject makes me feel suicidal. 
Gertrude was terribly cast down at her reverse. Then our 
child died. She had been very attached to it, and would, I 
believe, have learned to love me through it as she had never 
loved me yet. But — the child went. Moral depression the 
most crushing acted fatally on a constitution which had never 
been strong, and ere long a short dry cough was followed by 
haemorrhage from the lungs. The little remainder of our 
money went in tending her ; it was ghastly to see her daily 
wasting away ; but though every care was lavished on poor 
Gertrude she died after six months — died in my arms, with a 
kind word on her lips. I — I believe she was beginning to 
care for me." 

Notch stopped a moment and then added rather huskily, 
"And here I am." 

The church clock struck eleven. 

There was a silence, only broken by the merry insects and 
the distant noise of the sea. Then Sigmund said — 
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"So much for the past, my poor Dick. A veil over it. 
But for the future, what plans ?." 

" Well, after having been nearly smothered by misfortune 
a ray of light shone out at last. My letters in the press 
had attracted attention, and I was offered a post on a first- 
class journal. I have now been sent over as special corre- 
spondent in Belgium, where they are going to hold this 
exhibition." 

"And a deuced original way you have of landing in 
Europe, Notch. I need not suggest that you should make 
mention of it in your very first article. But seriously — and, 
by Jove ! your rescue was no joking matter — I am heartily 
pleased to see you again. What, man, cheer up ! " (The 
memory of his sufferings had evidently brought down Notch's 
spirits to low- water mark.) " Notch the tough, Notch the 
matter-of-fact, must I preach unto thee? — I whom thou 
usedst always to call the poet and the exquisite ? Up, man, 
and at it again." 

"I mean to, Sigmund ; very much so." 

" That's right. And so it is Belgium, is it, you would hie 
to ? Oh, Dick, I would lief go with thee." 

"Why so?" 

Sigmund looked at his friend and smiled. 

" A woman?" 

The youth nodded. Then he told all about a certain young 
person. But the part about the Earl seemed to interest 
Notch more than the history of Cinderella. 

"I am delighted he has taken to drinking again ! " burst 
out the listener energetically. "He deserves to go to ruin 
for his cruelty to Gertrude, and now he will." 

"It's a rough wish, but I dare say he deserves it." 

Notch looked rather ashamed. " Well, I won't say that," 
he mused at last ; " it's low. But my wishing one way or 
another will not alter events." 

" Fate is fate — kismet ! But, forgive my asking you, have 
you ever heard of that nihilistic Woronoff again ? " 

Notch got pale with rage. Said he, " If I ever come 
across that man he will rue it — the savage ! " 

" Dick, but for him you would never have " 

Notch turned on his friend angrily. "What of that?" 
he demanded. "Does it lessen his fiendish cruelty to the 
best of women one jot ? Let me only meet him, and " 

Sigmund, becoming aware that this would be a touchy 
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subject to dwell upon, wisely changed it for another, saying, 
" What is the name of your newspaper ? " 

" The New York Daily Telephone. And to-morrow, by-the- 
bye, I must wire to the editor to ask for instructions and 
remittances after my little maritime mishap." 

Next day they went to the nearest important town — a couple 
of hours by train — whence Notch telegraphed to his employers 
over the big water. The answer came back: " Proceed at 
once to London. Call Courts' Bank with credentials. Await 
letters addressed there." 

" How can they suppose you have any credentials after your 
mishap ? " 

" No journalist worthy the proud title ever goes about, not 
even per rocket, without his papers on his person. He never 
knows what may happen, and this is a case in point. Why, 
the first thing I did when bad weather overtook that unhappy 
ship was to strap on the oilskin belt containing my papers. I 
have some money, too, but such a big event as my shipwreck 
is worth at least two hundred and fifty dollars. Suppose, now, 
I had been drowned and they had lost my invaluable services, 
what an awful blow ! And then, you know, the account I shall 
throw off for the printer will stand them in an extra edition 
of the paper, and I should not be surprised if they got an 
illustrated supplement out of it. What a bully advertise- 
ment ! ' Shipwreck and glorious escape of our Special Corre- 
spondent on his way to the Great Exhibition in Brussels ! 
Sole and only possible authentic account of the disaster.' ' You 

see no one can supply the information because they all went 

but that is joking on too serious a subject. Anyhow, I hold 
a monopoly here, and mean to run it to advantage, you bet, 
as they say out westward. Ah, my friend, we all live on one 
another's misfortunes ; like the wolves, one down the others 
eat him ! Otherwise, what would become of the journalists, 
novelists, doctors, lawyers, undertakers, and hangmen ?" 

Notch and Sigmund left Thorpness together on the Wed- 
nesday morning for London. Most cordial and hearty on 
both sides was the pupil's parting from his tutor and guide. 

" Steady down, my dear fellow, and get as it were a little 
more ballast on board, and you will do very well. You will 
see me in Cambridge now and then. Good-bye ; God bless 
you ! " were the valedictory words of the Reverend Thomas to 
the youth who had given him on the whole more trouble 
than any other, but whom he preferred to all, 
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Sigmund in the bosom of his family ! His uncle he found 
less disagreeable than that pillar of the profession had for 
some time been. His aunt had ever treated him with kind* 
ness and affection, and she did so now. 

"I cannot make uncle out," observed our hero on the 
second day after his arrival, " he has become quite pleasant." 

" The fact is, my dear," answered the lady, glancmg at the 
door, " he has had two separate and serious quarrels with his 
own nephews — though, between ourselves, I cannot see how 
the affairs under discussion in any way concern him. He has 
insulted his people all round — he calls it vindicating his posi- 
tion as head of the family — and now I rather think he pins 
his hopes on you triumphantly to demonstrate the wisdom of 
his training. Do not disappoint him ; it is to your advantage 
to do well, and, moreover, I really think he is very fond of 
you." 

" I am sure I feel much gratified ! " 

" Then do not say so in that voice ; and for goodness' sake, 
Sigmund, take that glass out of your eye." 

" Why, aunt ? I'm shortsighted, you know." 

" You are the very image of your father when you use it." 

" What of that? No harm!" 

" Now, do not fire up so, Sigmund. You know that /mean 
410 harm when I compare you to your father. He was the 
handsomest man I ever saw." 

" Tell me, aunt, do you think he shot himself by mistake 
or on purpose ? I sometimes think I shall do the same." 

"Why, dear?" 

" Oh, I hardly know. A sort of attraction, or mimicry, or 
something ; it comes on me now and then, when I feel nervous, 
or have dreamed of — of, you know, the study that morning 
when I returned from school." 

He was quite white, and took his aunt's hand almost 
appealingly between his own. 
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"Nonsense, my dear! All fancies! We are a nervous 
family. Will you accompany me to Lady Phillpott's kettle- 
drum this afternoon ? " 

"Willingly." 

The first person he saw there was Major Normand. The 
yachtsman was seated on a spidery chair ; he had a cup of tea 
in one hand, a hat and emaciated cane in the other. He was 
in the act of sneezing, to the consternation of a bulky female 
on the teacup side. Hurriedly, and with eyes of horror fixed 
upon the gallant sufferer's open and expectant mouth, did 
the lady draw away her skirts, and genuine was the sigh of 
relief and gratitude which escaped her when the convulsion 
" manque' d," for the sneeze never came off — or out. After 
this very close escape from a calamity Normand wisely rose, 
and seeing Sigmund went over to him. 

"Why have you not come to see me at the club?" he 
asked. 

"I have only been two days in town, but was coming to- 
morrow." 

" Do so, then, and have a bit of dinner with me ; we have 
some Chambertin, un reve, as some one we know used to say." 

"And how is she?" 

" First answer my question ; will you dine to-morrow ? " 

" With pleasure." 

"Well, we will talk over it then. I see you are wanted. 
Adieu till to-morrow," and the Major vanished. 

" Sigmund," called Mrs. Pointgrave, "come and be intro- 
duced to Lady Phillpott." 

The hostess was a blue-stocking of the best type, for she 
was vivacious if a bit pedantic, rather piquante with her 
short curly hair and pince-nez, far from ill-looking, and well 
under forty. 9 

" And so you are going up to Cambridge, I hear," observed 
this lady, standing with a slip of paper in one hand and the 
other resting on a table in rather a professorial attitude. 
" And do you lean more towards classics or mathematics ? " 

" I must confess it, to my shame, that I care little for Latin 
and Greek." 

" Inconceivable ! You do not look like it." 

" How so, madam ? " 

"Well, you have rather a poetical head. I should not 
have thought you had any taste for the exact sciences ; but 
perhaps you do not care about them either ? " 
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" Pardon me, madam, I adore Algebra, and dote on Conic 
Sections ; the Differential Calculus I hold to be an infinite 
boon to a troubled mind." 

" Well," she returned, smiling, " I never read very high 
mathematics myself ; the integral, and a little spherical trigo- 
nometry, was as far as I went. Classics have ever been my 
favourite study, and I have dabbled in philosophy. My 
brother was a Senior Classic and Gold Medallist, and my 
father, who was Professor of Greek at Dublin, made me read 
all my brother's subjects, and he used to say that I knew 
them just as well as he did." 

Sigmund, though a bit staggered, decided to venture on a 
compliment. "Ah," said he, with feeling, "I should have 
thought very differently of Classics had I had such a sister to 
read with me ! " and the smile with which the remark was 
greeted showed that her acquaintance with Plato had not 
banished all the more human feelings from the fair savante's 
heart. 

Encouraged by a pleasant look from clever eyes, Sigmund 
went a step further, and the occasion for a warmer speech 
chanced thus. She observed that his glance was fixed on a 
pendant which she wore as a locket. "Ah," she exclaimed, 
" this is a genuine Greek philtre found by Dr. Schliemann." 
Pallas Athene blushed like any poor mortal when Sigmund 
murmured, " How superfluous is it in its present place ! " 
Sir John, her husband, now approached rather diffidently. 
He was a plain country gentleman who kept some racehorses 
and hunters, and understood all about them as well as about 
good sound port and sherry or a game of pyramids, but who 
knew as much of Plato's tenets as he did of the ancient 
Phoenician language. 

"Ah, you must come over and see my place at Newmarket 
when you are at Cambridge," said the jolly foxhunter. " We 
shall be there in November." 

" You are too good. I shall be charmed." 

" Sir John's tastes are very 'hippie,' if I may coin such a 
word," remarked the lady. " Mine lie in a classical direction ; 
it is all a matter of training and early habits. But I can show 
you the most perfect collection of Roman coins of the reigns 
of Tiberius and Caligula. They are dying for them at the 
Fitzwilliam." 

"I fear that up till now I have taken more interest in 
current than in obsolete coins," returned Sigmund, laughing, 
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" but you will find me a very willing pupil if you will deign 
to teach." 

"It is a great pity you love not the ancient tongues," ex- 
claimed Lady PhiUpott enthusiastically, " and your aversion 
probably arises from the foolish way in which they are taught. 
I feel sure that I could make you like them." 

"I could swear to it, madam." 

"A few hours every week when you are in Cambridge (I 

often go to stay there at my aunt's), and I could But 

Cambridge is such a place for mischief-making, and people 
talk so " 

" /irj vw rbv , av$pmr€iov cuSco-flflS tyoyw"* 

murmured Sigmund, drawing upon his Agamemnon. 

"^/wy ye fiivroL BryioOpovs fxiya o-0€Va,"f 

was the prompt rejoinder, and he was well pleased at the 
sparkle in her eye, and quite settled in his mind that he would 
take Sir John's invitation seriously. 

" Come, it's not fair for you to talk Latin before me," ex- 
claimed the baronet. 

"It was Greek, my dear." 

" It was Greek to me, at all events." 

Sigmund and his aunt soon afterwards took their leave. 
They found the Doctor at home, and this time in no rosy 
humour. 

" I have just received a most impertinent letter from my niece 
Harriet," exclaimed Pointgrave, pacing the room with little 
struts, like an irritated bantam cock, whilst his hands under 
his coat-tails behind made them stick out like a tail (one would 
not have been surprised to hear him crow !) " You know that 
I wrote to her expressing my astonishment at her marrying 
that American (who is certainly very rich) offhand, without 
consulting me as the head of the family. Moreover, when she 
was in London she showed want of respect in neglecting to 
bring her husband at once to introduce him to me, and I gave 
her my opinion on this piece of indelicacy too. Now hear 
what she writes to me : — 

" My dear Uncle, — Your letter of the 15th puzzles me and 
amuses my husband, who says that if you feel offended at 
anything he has done he will be pleased to meet you with 

• "Do not now, feariog the censure of men." 

t " Great weight, however, has the voice of popular clamour.— JE»ch,Ag, 
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revolvers or bowie-knives any time you may select ; but of 
course he is only joking. His delay in visiting you was 
owing to a severe cold, and when we did call you were out. 
As to my indecently hurried marriage, surely if my mother 
consented it was all that could be required. 

« 'Why are you always offended and imagining yourself 
slighted ? Excuse my saying so, but it amounts to a disease. 
If you cannot agree with your relations, then at least leave 
them in peace; we are, thank God, quite independent. 
Mamma, too, is much upset by your last letter, and I must 
seriously beg you not to annoy her any more. Once again, 
we are all independent, and do not wish to be bullied. 
Cousins Fred, and Mary may put up with it, but we would 
rather not. This sans rancune. 

" ' Your affectionate niece, 

" ' Harriet Hardinge.' 

" What do you think of that ?" demanded Pointgrave. 

"Hot, very hot !" observed Sigmund, with fearful gravity 
and the corners of his mouth twitching. 

" Hot I How mean you ? It's disgusting and abominable. 
Sigmund, this letter is worth thousands to you. I shall dis- 
inherit those people, and if you are dutiful and respectful, 

ready to acknowledge my pos " His wife went to the 

window and tattooed nervously on the panes. Pointgrave 
glared at her as though he were starving and she a mutton 
chop. Then he went on: "Under these conditions, Sig- 
mund, you shall inherit the money which by their disrespect 
and vulgarity they have forfeited ! " 

"It's an ill wind, &c.," thought our hero in the words of 
the proverb. 

With all this man's unlovable ways towards his wife's 
nephew he was very proud of him in a manner, and spoke 
grandly of him behind his back — though, to be sure, only in 
so far as Sigmund's parts redounded to his (Pointgrave's) 
credit as a mentor and guide. 

Sigmund was at this time in- receipt of a yearly allowance 
from his trustees, the rest of his money accumulating against 
his coming of age. He had been receiving £250 per annum, 
which was now to be increased by another £100 in considera- 
tion of his going to the University. Certes, the first-named 
sum ought to have sufficed to cover his expenses up till now, 
but it had not, and poor Sigmund left one or two tiresome 
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little debts behind him at "Windstead and Thorpness, about 
£100 or so. These, however, having — as his uncle shrewdly 
observed — been contracted by a minor, " did not count," and 
the Doctor, after a rather animated discussion with our hero, 
wrote to the various purveyors offering them half their bills or 
nothing. 

Whereupon Sigmund wrote too, advising them to take the 
proffered moiety for the nonce, and promising to discharge the 
balance when he should come of age, which he subsequently did. 

" Uncle," said he to-day, " I'm hard up. I wish you could 
let me have a tenner," and, to his unutterable surprise, the 
desired token made its appearance without a murmur, and 
found a grateful shelter in his pocket, an occurrence which 
forcibly reminded him of Dick Notch's late simile between 
wolves and the human race — " "We all live on one another's 
misfortunes." 

"How are you, fellow-islander? Delighted to see you!" 
was Normand's cordial welcome when Sigmund appeared at 
the Major's club on the following evening, and they were soon 
sitting down to a cosy tete-d-ttte dinner. 

"What do you drink?" 

"Oh, anything." 

" Shall we try the reve ? " 

1 ' Yes, and drink it straight through dinner without mixing." 

" Excellent idea, and one worthy of an older head. Waiter ! 
Carefully warm some bottles of Chambertin, the '70. Still, 
you know, most epicures and gourmets would dub us savages 
for taking the same wine with every dish." 

"Epicures and gourmets finish up with Carlsbad and a 
liver." 

" You are wise beyond your years ! " 

"I hope not No, thanks" (this last to the Cayenne 

pepper). 

"Not with smelts ! — But why do you hope not ? " 

" Because then I might see all the hollowness of youth's 
pleasures and eschew them." 

" Bravo. Hear him ! " laughed the Major. 

There was a pause, the " silence de la fourchette," as they 
say in Paris ; and then Sigmund asked, " How is she ? " 

" Has that question any relation to your last remark ? " re- 
turned Normand slyly. 

-" I have heard nothing of her," continued Sigmund, evading 
the question. 
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" You have written to her, then ? " 

" Yes, but have received no answer." 

" Then, my friend, her letters have been suppressed, for I 
can assure you that Cinderella's weakness for you was some- 
thing too provoking for us men of the world, who considered 
you quite a boy. Frank she never took a fancy to, but with 
me she became very confidential, though always hopelessly 
platonic, and she made no secret of her weakness for you. 
' II est sigentil, si bien, et il a un bon cceur,' she used to exclaim." 

" Spare my blushes ! I'll take a little more sweetbread." 

" Where did you tell her to address her letters ? " 

" To my aunt's house here." 

" Then tip your aunt's lady's maid, and I'll be bound you 
will hear that the letters have been sequestered." 

" By Jove, if I do there will be a row ! " 

"Hear me, then, oh benighted one! About a fortnight 
after leaving Windstead we made Ostend harbour, having 
touched at several places on this coast before running across. 
Here Cinderella took a warm and indeed quite touching leave 
of the Petrel, and made for her home somewhere near 
Antwerp." 

" Have not you re-christened your yacht after her ? " 

" She begged me not to." 

"Why not?" 

" Gad, I don't know. Some woman's freak." 

Sigmund thought of his snow-white canoe, erstwhile the 
Nemo, but now the Cinderella, and felt happy. 

" Are you going to the Brussels Exhibition ?" he asked, and 
his host laughed heartily at the transparency of the question. 

" You are certain to, of course," he grinned ; and Sigmund, 
somewhat disconcerted, admitted that he had some thoughts 
of so doing, adding, however, that he did not see his way too 
clearly to the attainment of his object, " for," as he explained, 
"lam still very much under my uncle's thumb, and ne may 
prove refractory. I want to go with Notch." 

Then Normand listened with much interest to the account of 
the shipwreck and the solitary human salvage, who turned out 
to be Sigmund' s friend. 

"Most strange!" the Major remarked when the narrator 
had concluded. " Waiter ! some more wine. And so that 
man against whom Clantipple was fulminating that day on 
the yacht, the man who bolted with my lordship's stepmother 
— or supposed stepmother — has turned up again ? " 
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u Yes ; he is in London, but leaves soon for Brussels." 

" My dear Le Fannu, you must make us acquainted. I take 
the greatest interest in the story and the man." 

"Why so?" 

" Well, because I have heard a good deal about the affair, 
and because I have met the Earl several times since then. By- 
the-bye, that young nobleman is going to the dogs, hand over 
hand. And now let me offer you a cigar." 

The weeds comfortably discussed over some excellent Moka, 
Normand said, " Do you mind coming round with me to the 
Tivoli Music Hall ? It is not the sort of place I frequent, but 
I wish to make inquiries about a youth I take an interest in, 
and whose engagement there I was the means of effecting." 

"I will accompany you, with pleasure." 

A few minutes' walk brought them to the place, one of the 
better sort of its kind, but, of course, hot, smoky, and lined 
with much looking-glass. A beautifully made woman was 
hanging from a trapeze by her knees, and supporting a podgy 
pig of a foreigner with her teeth. 

They made their way to the stage inlet, and after a few words 
of explanation were admitted. The Major had his talk with 
his protige, a bright-looking youth lately discharged from a 
• reformatory and now a promising tumbler, and was just turn- 
ing to leave when a shrill metallic voice burst upon their ears. 
There was no doubt but what the somewhat uncomplimentary 
remarks, uttered in French, were meant for them, for next 
instant the individual herself stood before them, small, wild, 
and gesticulating. 

" Sacris, pirates <F Anglais ! You come in your vile ship and 
steal my niece Ernestine, our best dancer ! " Thus she began, 
but the broadside was loud and long, whilst the pace was some- 
thing prodigious. 

The men were fairly aghast at this verbal mitrailleuse. To 
get in a word was impossible. 

"But, madam, permit me to explain that " began Sig- 

mund ; but he got no further, being brought to a stop by a 
knock-down " hold your tongue ! " and then the mill-race of 
her eloquence tore on faster than ever, the dragon became 
more and more excited, and the discomfited males retreated 
step by step. 

"We had better get out of this place," suggested Normand, 
" there is no standing up against this creature's tongue." But 
the task would not have been so easy— for the dragon planted 

r 
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herself before the exit and with arms a-kimbo screamed " Ah ! 
man nan ! Vow n'allez pas sortir comme ga. Eende%-moi ma 
danseuse/" — had not a friendly fireman come to the rescue 
by promising that if the foreigner went on like that he would 
direct his hose her way and turn the tap ! 

This ultimatum calmed her for an instant, of which the two 
men took advantage to beat a somewhat hasty retreat. But as 
they went they heard the dragon calling after them — 

" Sacris pirates <P Anglais — va ! " 

" We had better go into the Trapdoor for repairs after this 
terrible encounter," quoth the Major. 

In the smoking room of that famous club they met a rosy 
little man behind a Trinchanopoly cigar not much shorter than 
himself. 

" This is the manager of whom I spoke in connection with 
Mdlle. Ernestine's wish to obtain employment in London. He 
has had the courtesy — notwithstanding the roar and clamour 
of his countless important engagements — to lend an attentive 
ear to my little request on her behalf, and has promised to try 
her in next Christmas' pantomime. She is to come over here 
in October." 

"Nay," returned the little man, "- whatever I can do for 
Major Normand I shall still be in his debt, for he once did me 
a priceless service in India. Besides, I know his taste to be 
too good that he should advise me to take up any professional 
of inferior merit, and I assure you, sir, he has been praising 
up the performance of this Mdlle. Ernestine till I am begin- 
ning to expect a perfect Taglioni." 

" Would it be an indiscretion to inquire what service my 
friend did you in India ? " 

" Not at all, sir. He saved the life of my only son, a gallant 
officer like himself." 

"We were out shooting in the jungle and I happened to 
pot a tiger who was going for my comrade," explained 
Normand. "And now it is 11.30. Would you like to go 
home, or shall I show you one or two strange sights in this 
great Babylon ? " 

Nothing loth to see some of the hidden strata of London, 
Sigmund readily accepted the proposal and they soon sallied 
forth. 

Quoth Normand : " Had I not discovered that you were a 
young man of sense and taste — and this is no flattery — I would 
not venture to show you what I now mean to. But the sights 
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you are about, to witness will, by awakening your disgust, 
only benefit you. Let me play Virgil to your Dante, and I 
will lead you through an ' Inferno ' which will give you cause 
for reflection/' 

I may not follow them in their nightly peregrinations. 
Haunts, dens, and slums were traversed, some rich and spark- 
ling, others poor and filthy, but everywhere God's creatures 
reeking in an atmosphere of vulgar vice, and those resorts 
which wore the mask of gaudy sumptuousness were, perhaps, 
the most revolting of all. 

It was dawn ere they parted company, and as Sigmund paced 
the deserted streets, in the direction of Dr. Pointgrave's house, 
his mind teemed with visions : noise and smoke, coarse laugh 
and coarser jest, ribald song and splashing wine, the din of 
thumped-out pianos, screams of sardonic mirth, rough oaths 
and scorching profanity, steaming hot drinks where the excess 
of spices often conceals a numbing opiate, cards and curses, 
stakes purloined, and dropped money quickly grabbed by. 
eager fingers. 
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He rose somewhat late in the day with a perceptible head- 
ache, and was very properly called to task for his irregular 
habits. 

"I have been studying fallen humanity," he explained, 
with a yawn. "Iain told that a knowledge of good and evil 
is a great desideratum for a young man of my discretion." 

" 1 highly disapprove of it," remarked his uncle ; " and I 
must beg that in future you will curtail your nocturnal wan- 
derings. You kept Henry up till five, waiting to let you in." 

"You would much simplify matters by allowing me a 
latchkey." 

" Latchkey! Preposterous! And besides, the chain must 
go up at night. Why are you so wild and restless ? You 
should pass your evenings in the bosom of your family." 

" Where is the bosom, uncle ? " 

" Your levity is simply indecent. I was beginning to hope 
that you were about to turn over a new leaf." 

" So I mean to, uncle. Let me inaugurate the turn by 
visiting the Brussels Exhibition. There is a vast fund of 
useful knowledge to be picked up there." 

But the proposition was negatived, as he had expected. 
His aunt being out he now proceeded to execute a plan he 
had decided upon. Retiring to his room, he rang the bell 
and ordered the servant to send him up Mrs. Pointgrave's 
lady's-maid, as he required to have a button sewed on. Then 
he screwed a button off his coat, and waited. 

" Oh, Emma," said he, when the girl made her appear- 
ance, " just fasten this on, will you. You need not take it 
away, for you won't be a minute about it with your nimble 
fingers. By Jove, Emma, what a pretty girl you are ! " 

His use of the lever " flattery," which, like that one ima- 
gined by Archimedes, can move the world, showed that Sig- 
xnund was no thankless pupil in the great school of Life, and 
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his special mode of employing it in this case proved him, 
moreover, to be a scholar of perspicacity ; for though flattery 
be as universally consumed as flour, your fine lady nibbles it 
in dainty cakes, whilst to Emma, the " slavy," it can safely 
be offered in the " hunk." 

The girl, who, indeed, was far from unattractive, looked at 
him sideways over her sewing and smiled. 

"Look here, Emma," said the diplomatist impressively; 
" I want you to do me a great service. It is very simple, and 
if you can manage it I shall allow myself to offer you one 
pound to purchase cap ribbons withal." 

The girl looked rather bewildered at this style of address, 
and merely observed, " Lor, sir ! " 

" I want you to find out whether my aunt has appropriated 
— taken, you know — any letters which have been addressed 
to me to this house." 

Emma paused for a moment as if making up her mind ; 
then she said, " I know she have, sir ! " 

" The devil ! " exclaimed Sigmund, with vehemence. 

" Oh, sir ! you give me quite a turn." 

" Has she destroyed them ? " 

" No, sir ; leastways she had not done so yesterday." 

" How know you that ? " 

Emma looked confused, but said, " 'Cause I see'd them in 
missus' drawer. They was in French, or something, but I 
read the address." 

" Were they opened, then ? " 

"Lord, yes, sir ; I see missus reading them myself only the 
other day ; and — and there was a lock of hair in one." 

" "Will you go and fetch them now ? " and her most gracious 
Majesty's effigy in gold was held up temptingly. " You shall 
not get into any hot water," went on Sigmund ; " I only want 
the letters. The envelopes we can put back, with other paper 
inside." 

" Well, I do call it hard lines of third parties getting — 'ow 
shall I say — between a young lady and gentleman as is 
keepin' company ; and, excuse me, sir, for making so bold, 
but I don't think it honest of people to nab other people's 
letters," 

"It's infamous, Emma! It is also punishable by law. 
Now, make haste to get the letters before your mistress's 
return ; we will make it thirty shillings instead of a pound." 

Five minutes later Sigmund was in possession of his con- 
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fiscated correspondence. There were two letters. Although 
very pleasant reading for their legitimate o\^ner they need 
hardly be reproduced here. The second was dated only a 
week back, and reproached him sharply for not having 
answered No. 1. But, though couched in offended tone, it 
made his heart beat fast with pleasure, for the sunlight of a 
" strong weakness " kept bursting out through the clouds of 
Cinderella's scolding. 

Emma watched him as he read, and with feminine quick- 
ness in such matters guessed pretty near the truth. 

" It's only natural as the lady '11 be put out, sir, at your 
not answering ; but when she hears how you've been served 
she'll be sweeter than ever to make up for it. If I was you, 
sir, I'd write at once." 

" I will do more than that, Emma — I'll telegraph ! " and 
Sigmund hurried on his coat. " But stay ; here are the 
envelopes ; I must not let you get into trouble. So ! I take 
some writing-paper and put a piece into each envelope, you 
see — there is no deception, as the conjuror says. Ah, I may 
as well not send the sheets quite blank ; that would be giving 
my good aunt carte blanche to begin again next time ;" and 
before putting in the sheets he scrawled across them, "If you 
will leave stolen letters about you must not be surprised if 
they occasionally fall into the hands of their rightful owners ! 
Even Dr. Pointgrave, with all his extraordinary weakness for 
meddling in other people's affairs, would hardly resort to 
such a sweeping measure as laying an embargo on another's 
correspondence." To this he signed his full name. 

Then he hurried out. 

" This is the way I am served, is it ? " he muttered. " Very 
well ; I will show them something ! " 

He invested ten shillings in electricity, and then returned 
home to write a more detailed account of the affair to Cinder- 
ella. The last sentence ran : " And so, dearest Ernestine, I 
trust with all my heart that we shall meet in a few days at 
Antwerp ; exact time and place to be specified in my next, 
which very shortly. 

" Your true friend and adorer, 

"S.LeF." 

Then he went out to find Notch. 

Punctually at home again for dinner, Master Sigmund was 
all smiles and affability ; he exhaled good humour and spread 
contentment around him. 
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" You seem in a specially happy mood," observed Point- 
grave. 9 

" It's the weather, uncle." 

The meal went oif , or rather down, in all Christian charity, 
and towards nine o'clock Sigmund slipped out and betook 
him to Notch's hotel. The meeting being by appointment, 
some decanters and a box of cigars were on the table. 

" Help yourself," said Notch. 

" No, thanks. I want to keep very cool and have a clear 
head in the morning, I have business before me. But I 
will take a weed." 

Notch looked at his friend and said, " What's up ? " 

" Oh, a mere bagatelle ! I'll tell you later on. By-the-bye, 
when do you leave for Brussels ? " 

" Day after to-morrow." 

"I know that. But what time ? " 

" Night mail from Charing Cross— 8.30." 

" Are you perfectly certain of this ? " 

"Yes. Why?" 

" Because I should not like to be disappointed about 
meeting, as I shall probably do myself the honour of joining 
you." 

" Gad! that's rather a large order. What will the uncle 
say?" 

" He will say that he is a man of ' position and standing.' " 

" And your aunt ? " 

" She will agree with him for peace' sake, and then, whilst 
condemning my conduct, will smile at her husband for his 
fussy indignation." , 

: " Well, I shall be delighted at your company. How long 
do you propose remaining in Brussels ? " 

" Not above a day or two, if I go there at all." 
. "How so?" 

" I shall hie me to Antwerp." 

"Antwerp?" 

"You see, I am so fond of pictures. There is an 'Old 
Master' there with whose particular style I wish to make 
myself familiar." 

Notch stared at his friend in wonder; then, as a light 
seemed to break on him, he laughingly retorted, " Sigmund, 
Sigmund, where are all the good precepts with which I have 
tried to inculcate you in past years ? " 

" Not forgotten, my friend, only adapted to circumstances." 
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" You were with Major Normand last night, I think you 
said?" 

" Yes, and after dinner he piloted me in and out of some 
strange places, I can tell you. I wished you had been there ; 
as a journalist, there was matter enough for a dozen sensation 
letters. He wants to make your acquaintance." 

" What's the good ? I am leaving so soon, and shall return 
to America when the Exhibition job is over. Did he say any- 
thing about that creature, now the Earl of Clantipple ? " 

" Yes, he said he was going to the deuce as fast as drink 
would take him." 

" And is the fellow in town just now ? " 

" Apparently, for Normand said that Clantipple was to be 
seen any night boozing at the ' Posts.' " 

" To the ' Posts,' then, let us go ! " exclaimed Notch rising. 

" I should not have said that if I had thought you meant 
to make use of it." 

" Then I am glad you did not think so." 

" What are you going to do ? " 

" Oh, nothing! I only want to look at him. There is a 
sort of fascination about it — it recalls the past." 

"Would you do that?" 

"It seems so; but I cannot understand myself." And 
Notch sighed. 

With some misgiving as to the result, Sigmund accom- 
panied his friend to the place called the "Posts," one of 
Bacchus's glaring palaces of more than doubtful character, 
and at that time much affected by the rowdy contingent of 

shionables. 

The place was pretty full, but nothing to what it would be 
an hour hence, when it was certain to be crammed to suffoca- 
tion with a struggling and half -besotted crowd of idiots, drink- 
ing bad champagne at a guinea a bottle and getting their 
pockets picked. 

A short look round sufficed to convince Notch that the man 
he was after had not arrived. 

"Come and sit down," he said, and approached a vacant 
table standing in a corner. 

The waiter came for orders. 

"What is the cheapest thing we can get in this place?" 
demanded Notch shortly, and casting a contemptuous look 
around. 

" Faith, and it's notice to quit ! " was the prompt answer. 
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" That's square, anyhow. And the next cheapest ? " 

" Being thrown out, bedad ! " 

" I'd like to see you do it ! Bring two cups of coffee." 

" Shure, and it isn't korrfi we'er after silling here ! " 

" Then two sodas-and-brandy, and be d d to you ! " 

Thus gently bidden, the waiter departed on his errand, and 
the new-comers had leisure to look about them more closely. 
The company they saw around was typical — raw youths and 
old routs, betting touts and 

" La haute canaille J " observed Sigmund. 

They had not been five minutes in the place when he whom 
they were waiting for made his appearance. He was appa- 
rently not very drunk, though somewhat so. His companions 
were two men of no attractive appearance ; the one short and 
groomy, the other taller and effeminate, with low-cut turn- 
down collar, curly locks, and pink -and -white complexion. 
Extreme languor was marked in this creature's every move- 
ment. 

The trio strolled up to a table not far from that occupied 
by Sigmund and his friend. An individual joined the group 
and entered into conversation with the groomy man, whilst a 
well-known bookmaker sitting by began talking horses to the 
Earl, and he of the long locks puffed a cigarette languidly. 

Notch upset his glass. The noise attracted the attention of 
several people, Clantipple's amongst others. 

The peer looked once, twice, and then flushing deeply said 
to the bookmaker, " When you discover a swindling adven- 
turer in the ring, what do you do ? " 

" Eliminate him, my lord — to put it gracefully." 

" When you meet one in a place like this, what do you do ? " 

" Let him alone — he's at home here." 

" Yes ; but if he has done you some personal and grievous 
injury, if he has caused you and yours to be ridiculed after 
you have, through no fault of your own, incurred disgrace ? 
1) n it, man, is one to stand that ? " 

" Pull his nose, then, my lord — pull his nose by all means j 
in fact, stretch a point in his favour." 

"I would not touch his carcase with anything shorter 
than a pair of fire- tongs," returned Clantipple excitedly, and 
emptying a tumbler of champagne with unsteady hand. 

The languid one looked up from an examination of its nail 
tips, and said in an affected falsetto, " Dear me, I hope there 
is going to be no dispute ; my nerves really cannot stand any 
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exhibition of violence; "then it held out its glass for some 
more wine and puffed out smoke through its teeth, looking the 
while round the room through its eyelashes cattishly. Clan- 
tipple was rapidly becoming more vehement in his words and 
gestures, turning a deal ear to the remonstrances of his com- 
panions ; he spoke loud, attracting the attention of all, 
addressing his remarks to the bookmaker but talking "at" 
Notch, who, however, but for a little pallor, showed no signs 
of minding him. 

Sigmund, at first very anxious to beat a retreat, was now 
as desirous to remain, for his temper was roused. 

At last, in the torrent of his winey wordis, Clantipple uttered 
a remark which caused both Sigmund and Notch to spring to 
their feet, for it cast a blight on the memory of the dead. 
Clantipple staggered up, too, and seized the champagne bottle 
by the neck. Next instant it whirled past at a brisk pace 
though rather wide of its mark, and, indeed, demolished some- 
body else, to wit the languid one, who had retreated as soon as 
hostilities appeared to be imminent. 

" The best thing you've done for a long time, my lord J 
Nobbled the right one this time! " exclaimed the bookmaker, 
evidently no friend of the party in distress. . 

The uproar was rapidly becoming general and the cause of 
it completely mad with rage and drink. 

"Here; come and help to hold him!" .called the book- 
maker to the waiter. "One broken head is enough for .to- 
night." ' . ' 

" Shure and it's a noble soight to see a live lord in the full 
cry of battle, and it's meself as fales honoured by having the 
houlding o' yer, your hoiness ! " quoth Pat, pleasantly, 

Clantipple, dishevelled and with disordered dress, strove 
maniacally to free himself ; half articulate words escaped him 
and his eyes rolled brutishly. 

" Hold him tight! " exclaimed Notch, " for if he comes at 
me I will not answer for what I may do." Then addressing 
his whilom friend, he said almost in his ear, " Disgust is all 
I can feel for you. Even your insult to the memory of the 
dead has ceased to anger me, for you have, I see, become an 
irresponsible animal. You will work your own destruction. 
You are unworthy of an enemy, but were I yours, I could only 
desire that you should be left to your own devices." 

" Dead, is she? " answered Clantipple, with unlooked for 
steadiness, though with evident emotion. Then he stopped 
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and thought. " Come here, close to me," he said ; " I won't 
bite you. I loved that woman from the first, but I saw too 
that she hated me from the first. I would have died by any 
torture to serve her, but she always loathed me. In the 
beginning my conduct towards her was the outcome of a wish 
to conceal my feelings, for it seemed horrible to be enamoured 
of .my father's bride; afterwards hatred took the place of 
maddening love, and I derived pleasure in torturing what I 
never dared hope to possess. My conduct may have seemed 
consistently cruel throughout, but it was inspired by two very 
different motives at different times." 

, Notch was speechless in wonder, as well he might be. He 
Btared into the face of this debauchee, who was rapidly merg- 
ing into the* lachrymo-sentimental state, sinking into a chair, 
and wiping his eyes. 

"Let us shake hands and be friends," whined the peer. 
" Let the grave be the " and he sobbed incoherently. 

" Come along, 'isaid Notch to Sigmund, and without another 
word they left the place. 

" I am not good at classical quotations," remarked Sigmund, 
"but here I must exclaim with Horace — 

" Quid non ebrietas designat P " 

" Who would have thought it ? " mused Notch. " Well, it 
only shows how that divine woman fascinated even those whom 
she could not suffer." 

" Well, old fellow, good-bye till the day after to-morrow. 
We shall meet at the station." 

" So you really mean it ? " 

" You will see if I mean it, indeed. By-the-bye, can you 
lend me some money, the original £10 back again? You 
shall have it in October if not before." 

"Yes; I can do it. The N. Y. Daily Telephone has be- 
haved like a gentleman ; it has sent me 500 dollars outfit 
money. They pay well, and they shall be well served." 
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It was late enough when Sigmund reached home, yet; his 
aunt had only just returned, for Mrs. Pointgrave had been 
chaperoning some young ladies to a ball. 

" I wish to speak to you, Sigmund," called that lady as he 
passed her door. " Come in ! " A glance sufficed to show 
what the conversation was to be about. 

" I chanced," observed Mrs. Pointgrave, ** to look into this 
drawer whilst dressing for the ball after your mysterious dis- 
appearance to-night, and found that these two letters were not 
quite in the place I had left them. I opened them and 
discovered the impudent message they contained from you. 
Now, what have you to say, sir ? Are you not ashamed of 
yourself ? " 

" No, aunt, but perhaps you are. Excuse me, but I should 
not like to look any one in the face who had caught me tam- 
pering with his correspondence." 

" Silence, sir ! Your impertinence takes my breath away. 
If I do not awake your uncle now, I shall certainly acquaint 
him of your conduct to-morrow. And, moreover, let me tell 
you," added she, with a shade of embarrassment, " that it was 
with your uncle's express approbation, and, indeed, acting 
under his advice, that I took possession of those letters. 
Seeing at a glance that they emanated from some disreput- 
able acquaintance I was for destroying them forthwith, but 
at the Doctor's suggestion I perused them that I might be the 
better able to judge of the moral and social perils in which 
you had involved yourself." 

" And did you find anything very awful in the unhappy 
letters ? " 

" There was certainly less to criticise in them than I had 
anticipated." 

" So it was at uncle's advice that you read them? " 
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"Distinctly so." 

" All right ; good-night, aunt, good-night ! " and nodding 
kindly, Sigmund withdrew. 

Next morning, or rather that morning, he rose betimes and 
captured the first post, with which he retired to his room. 
There were two or three letters for Dr. Pointgrave and a 
couple for the physician's better half. He opened and read 
them all, making an occasional pencil note here and there. 
At the end of one, for instance, which was to his uncle from 
some hysterical old maid, he wrote, "Your treatment here 
seems hardly successful; if I might venture to suggest, I 
should say that a cold bath and dumb-bells before breakfast 
could be advantageously substituted for the morphia and sal- 
volatile." To another he appended the stricture, " Ne sutor 
ultra crepidam ; but from what I can gather from this com- 
munication I should say that healthy mental exercise and a 
thorough change of scene would be more efficacious, if less 
lucrative, than bromide of potassium and low diet. Methinks 
this be a case of ' the dangerous luxury of too much physic. ' 
Of course I may be wrong, and I know that you will be 
indulgent towards the criticisms of a mere tyro like myself." 
To a dinner invitation from a Lady Sparely, whose table was 
more noted for its family plate than what the plates contained, 
he appended the recommendation of a light meal before 
leaving home. Finally, to a milliner's letter about some cos- 
tume whose faqon had evidently failed to give satisfaction, he 
suffixed the remark, "Sartor nascitur, nonfit!" and being 
in a classical mood for once, he added his family motto to the 
lot, " Nemo me impune lacesset ! " Then he rung the bell, 
ordered his shaving water, and told the man to take down the 
letters to the breakfast-room. 

He certainly felt rather anxious and nervous about what he 
had done, and it was with fast-beating heart that, his toilette 
completed, he went down-stairs. His aunt and uncle had 
not yet made their appearance, and he fidgeted about a good 
deal trying to read the palter, though in truth he under- 
stood very little of what he scanned. 

At last Dr. Pointgrave came down, and, as was his custom, 
immediately looked for his letters. 

"Strange! what is this?" and the physician took up his 
violated correspondence. 

Sigmund was deep amongst the Nihilists and " Eumoured 
resignation of Prince Bismarck " when his uncle bounced up 
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to him, and, holding out the mutilated missives, demanded, 
" What means this, sir?" 

" Oh, nothing," was the cool answer. "I have only just 
been peeping into your correspondence as you did into mine. 
It really is not worth giving a second thought to, and of course 
it is all right, for I only followed your example, which is the 
thing you are ever begging me to do." 

For a moment Fointgrave was simply speechless from 
passion. He came up close to the offender, who now stood 
quite calmly looking down at him with a smile. He seized 
Sigmund' s collar, and, shaking it violently, at last panted out, 
" How — how dare you, you young scoundrel ! " 

"Come, hands off, you know! Your language, of course, 
only falls back upon yourself, for have I not copied you ?" 

"D — n your impudence, sir, I say! I— — " 

"What's this? what's this?" exclaimed Mrs. Fointgrave, 
entering at this juncture. 

" See, madam, what your infernal nephew has perpetrated." 

"Disgraceful, Sigmund! I quite agree with your uncle 
that your behaviour is low and dishonest." 

" It is at least not original." 

"What, sir!*" burst out Fointgrave, "are we, because see- 
ing you on the way to destruction, we try by suppressing the 
brazen effusions of your shameless female friends to break 
off a disgraceful connection, are we then, I say, to be sub* 
jected to this sort of outrage ? " 

"I don't know, I am sure," observed Sigmund, returning 
to the newspaper. 

"Out of my house you go!" shouted Pointgrave, more 
exasperated than ever. "I have washed my hands of some 
of my own nephews because they have displeased me, and 
now I wash them of you." 

" What, the nephews ?" 

" You leave this house to-day ! " 

"No, to-morrow." 

" Another word, sir, and I will call my servants and have 
you turned " here the urn was brought in. 

" Mais je fen prief" said Mrs. Fointgrave deprecatingly, 
as a sign to her lord to contain himself before the servants. 

" Of course you side with your nephew," retorted the Doctor 
in French. 

"Not at all ; I highly condemn him. But I object to scene* 
when menials are present*" 
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u So do I," was the savage retort; "and we have just had one 
under these conditions, and on account of a menial action ! " 

Sigmund rose from the table, and his eyes were a-flame. 

"You should not speak like that to the boy, William," 
broke in the lady hastily. " Bemember, you set the example, 
or caused me to do so, which is the same." 

" Tut ! The trashy letter of some drab ! Do me the favour, 
madam, of reading what that fellow has scrawled over my 
professional correspondence 1" 

Mrs. Pointgrave glanced at the letters tossed over to her. 
She had a certain sense of humour, and very soon the corners 
of her mouth began to twitch and widen, whilst the lips were 
kept rigidly pursed. She caught her nephew's eye and then 
her husband's, and the smile broadened into a momentary 
grin, from which, however, she immediately recovered, and 
energetically said, " Disgraceful ! simply disgraceful. Sig- 
mund, you should be ashamed of yourself." 

" lam," remarked Sigmund casually. 

"He has no shame about him. He will come to the 
gallows." 

" Do let us breakfast now," suggested the embryo criminal. 

" I will not sit down to table with him ! " exclaimed Point- 
grave, who had been pacing the room up till now. "Let 
him associate with kindred spirits— the harlots, drunkards, 
and disgraced clergymen he cultivates. You will all finish up 
in the gutter and die in the hospital ! " 

Sigmund marched straight up to his uncle, who retreated a 
step or two. "Talking of hospitals and gutters," said he 
very slowly, "there was once a poor girl in Paris who lent a 
credulous ear to the promise of marriage for favours accorded. 
In this case the gay seducer was a person (I will not even 
specify his business) who, though passing with his associates 
for a passionless piocheur in the paths of learning, would still 
appear to have occasionally done a little quiet poaching. I 
cannot believe he ever * bagged ' much, but somehow this 
young girl fell to his trap — de gustibus, &c, you know ! Well, 
to cut the tale short, he got on in the world, as he no doubt 
deserved to do, whilst she sunk lower and lower. When 
things were very bad with her she turned in her extremity to 
her first love (save the mark !) and begged for a little help. 
' Of course he assisted her/ you will say; ' he, perhaps, even 
provided her with a pittance for life. Though he did not 
redeem all his promise — for a word spoken in the glow ol 
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passion cannot always be taken for gospel truth— though he 
did not forthwith marry her, he at least hearkened to the tale 
of sorrow and did something to keep her out of that gutter 
with which I, Le Fannu, am now threatened. 1 Of course he 
did ; what a superfluous question ! — eh ? Not so ; not so ! 
Apollo in spectacles put his hands in his pockets and kept 

them there ; smiled, remarked that he was a man of , 

but no ! In two words, he bid the supplicant begone for a 
harridan ! She died afterwards in the Pitie Hospital, which, 
considering the rough places into which her lines had fallen, 
was perhaps the best thing she could do. Now all this is only 
the plot — and rather a hackneyed plot, I admit — of a little 
romance I am trying to write for a magazine, and I mentioned 
it just now only to divert the conversation from an unpleasant 
subject. What you could materially assist me in would be 
a name for my hero. I was thinking for the heroine the 
name Alice Pridieu, and " 

"Away with you, shameless young scoundrel," shouted 
Pointgrave, raising his hand menacingly. 

" Aunt, do ask uncle to be calm," said Sigmund. 

" What is it, William ? " asked the lady sneeringly. 

"I will be free of the whole gang of you ! I will not live 
with a set of lying " 

' ' Enough, William ! Remember that you are insulting the 
daughter of Sir Sigmund Fenwick, late governor of Canadian 
railways. If my poor father were alive he would not brook 
it." 

" Hold your " 

" I will not, do you hear? What right have you to play 
the censor and Puritan ? Leave me to manage my nephew, 
and cease persecuting us ! " And the lady shot her ford a 
meaning look. " William ! " she said impressively, " I will 
hear no more ; will, do you understand ? " 

"This is maddening," exclaimed Pointgrave, with his 
fingers in his hair. 

" Come, Sigmund ; come ! " said the lady, and seizing her 
nephew's arm she left the room. 

" I should think that the best thing I can do would be to 
absent myself for a short while," observed Sigmund, pressing 
his aunt's arm. 

" I think so, too, dear." 

" Then I will run over to Brussels to-morrow. I shall be 
very economical, and I want to go immensely." 
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" Can I trust you, Sigmund, not to do anything foolish ? ' ' 

" Indeed you can, dear aunt." ! 

"Then you shall go." 

4 ' But how about funds ? " 

" You shall have £20." 

" A thousand thanks." 

"As for me, I shall go and pass a week with the Gauntlets, 
who are now in the country. My nerves will suffer if I stay 
here for the present." 

" You are a dear kind aunty ! A word from you is always 
law to me, for you understand me. Have no fear but that I 
shall behave with the utmost discretion ! " And Sigmund 
embraced his aunt. 

The following evening he and Notch left London together. 
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CHAPTEE XXXHL 

Let ub take a running jump nearly two years wide over 
Time's ditch. 

An eight-oar college boat at practice has just " easied " after 
a sharp spin, and the cox, is calling out, "Now, then, throw 
on your coats ! " whilst the trainer on the bank is holding a 
short speech to the crew. 

" Number 4," he shouts in the'course of his harangue, " I do 

wish to you would get your hands away sharper ! Other* 

wise your rowing is not so bad as it might be." 

Coaches are not noted as a rule for lavish praise, and this 
last admission is as good as an eulogy. 

Number 4 nods to express his determination of bearing 
this injunction in mind, and chances to perceive a lady on 
the bank. She has just stepped out of a pony chaise, where 
the road comes near to the tow-path, for the "easy" is at 
Charon's Ferry. 

The lady nods and Number 4 smiles ; 'tis as much as he dare 
do, for the coach's eye is on him, f and next moment comes the 
despotic ukase, "Now, then; ready! " and off go the coats 
and comforters. 

" Beady — forward — row ! " calls the cox, and away spins 
the eight down the Long Eeach and past the Plough, with 
never an easy till Batesbite Lock. 

But let us give a second look to Number 4 ere he shoots 
out of sight. Broad shouldered and manly, straight, lithe, 
and supple, he swings easily from the hips, like part of a 
machine ; and his thoughts are just now divided between get- 
ting his hands away smartly and the lady who nodded to him 
on the bank, and who he is certain is watching him. 

It is our friend Le Fannu, now twenty years of age. In 
looks he has gained, but the easy-going expression is the 
same ; the eyes are bright and meaning, very soft at times, 
and the mouth ever ready to smile at a joke. A very satis- 
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factory moustache now graces the lip, and the imposing ends 
flutter in the wind as the boat bounds through the water. 

The lady who through her pince-7tez watches him till the 
boat swings out of sight round the corner, and who then 
turning away with moistened eye and slightly raised colour, 
softly murmurs, " Noble youth!" is a charming savante to 
whom we were once introduced. 

Lady Phillpott is often in Cambridge now during term time, 
for, as she tells her husband, Sir John, Newmarket is intoler- 
able, with its eternal equine atmosphere, its jockeys, trainers, 
swindlers, and dupes. There is nothing but " stable " talked, 
she declares; "odds, hedging, and scratching," and other 
barbarous expressions. So, whilst her husband is "putting 
on the pot," "taking 5 to 2," and the rest of it, with his 
house full of "horsey" friends, she comes up to the Univer- 
sity to study in the library. In Cambridge she has an old 
aunt who lives in an old house at the far end of Trumpington 
Street — a worthy dame, most deaf and dozey, who always 
receives her kindly and appears ere long to become unconscious 
of her presence. For lie time Lady Phillpott is there Sig- 
mund's tastes become very classical too. At least he was 
once seen poring over a treatise on Greek particles with her, 
and his friends sometimes wonder what becomes of him 
towards evening. 

But if he has made a concession, so has she ; the fair blue- 
stocking having for the nonce taken to mathematics again, a 
study for which she has far more talent than taste. Many is 
the problem they have pored over together ; expressions have 
been raised to very high powers, volumes estimated, and the 
co-efficient of friction allowed for. It was doubtless thanks 
to her that, a year before, the " Little-go " was robbed of half 
its difficulties, for he had gone over the ground with his help- 
mate again and again till he knew his work thoroughly. 

I must here chronicle the fact that these two students were 
distantly connected — very distantly it must be admitted — a 
grand-aunt (by marriage) of Lady Phillpott's having once 
upon a time married a half-sister of Sigmund's maternal 
grandfather. On the strength of this they called each other 
cousin, but in truth it was a courtesy title. It, however, en- 
tailed privileges which were not to be ignored. 

It must be confessed that this friendship, which by some 
might at first be suspected of a warmer hue, had of late 
assumed an unmistakable complexion — to wit, Platonic — at 
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least on his part; though, supposing any other feeling to 
have once existed, it was just possible that a lingering flame 
occasionally flashed out still, if only to die again the next 
instant. 

With another woman the smoke of Cupid's expiring torch 
would probably have extinguished the calmer flame of 
friendship too, but here the mental gymnastics of a high- 
class and masculine education must have cured the mind of 
such jealous weaknesses ; so that had there ever subsisted a 
rosier emotion, it is quite conceivable that the glow might 
since have paled without necessarily entailing Cimmerian 
darkness. 

Let us ndt tarry long at this stage of our hero's life-jour- 
ney. I would fain release him from the "statu pupillari" 
and launch him into the great public school called the 
"world." But before doing so I beg your indulgence for 
a brief hearing. 

On first going up to the University, three conditions had 
been in Sigmund's favour, tending to keep him from coming 
to grief. To begin with, he had, for his age, seen a good deal 
of life (to use an euphemism for a bowing acquaintance with 
evil), which for a young man of his temperament was more 
beneficial than the reverse. There are many youths of coarse 
natures to whom knowledge is but perdition, for they gloat 
on the pleasure, and have no perception which enables them 
to feel disgust at the surroundings. Still it is generally your 
abject greenhorn straight from the pastoral wilds of some 
remote shire, the pride of the townlet high school, who 
"comes an awful mucker" at the University. Again, the 
intermediary period, when boys are most ungovernable, by 
reason of fancying that they are men, had been safely passed 
in the "padded room" of isolated Thorpness, where the throes 
of forth-bursting virility, with all its attendant coups d$ tite> 
were expended on the longsuffering Mr. Tredwell and the 
luckless natives of that region. 

The vast majority of the young men who get rusticated, or 
expelled from their Alma Mater, are those who come from the 
rigid discipline of school to the lax authority of an university. 
They are dazzled by the latitude accorded them, and in their 
ignorance they overstrain even the easy laws of the place. 

Lastly, his acquaintance with Lady Phillpott had been of 
vast benefit to Sigmund, for frequent intercourse with an 
accomplished woman could not fail to refine his tastes and 
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make him despise many of the coarser pleasures of his con- 
temporaries. 

His love of outdoor pastimes had doubtless also helped to 
keep him aloof from fast men of the worse type, for the oar 
and the saddle are great safeguards against billiards all day 
and loo all night. 

But now, alas ! he would see no more of Lady Phillpott, 
for Sir John had sold his place at Newmarket, which suited 
neither his purse nor his health, and was going to live for 
some time abroad to recoup both. In a week the fair scholar 
would bid adieu to her very sympathetic fellow-worker in the 
paths of knowledge. 

It was to be farewell to Horace's cooing odes and the 
-quaint majestic rhythm of the Greek chorus. No longer would 
their locks intermingle as heads approached over some in- 
teresting problem; never again would eyes meet and cheeks 
flush (in erudite ardour) over the " probability " of any given 
event. 

"Sigmund, dear cousin," she had said tearfully the last 
time they sat at work, "let us investigate the loci of these 
two osculating curves from their equations. I feel curiously 
superstitious, and if these curves can never meet again save 
at infinity, I feel certain that our own paths in life will never t 
bring us close together." 

" Let us at all events hope, then, that they do not ' cut ' 
each other," had observed Sigmund. 

They investigated, and found, to the lady's consternation, 
that the lines would never more have anything to say to each 
other. And it was, maybe, this conviction which moistened her 
eye as she turned away just now when the College eight 
rounded Plough Corner. 

Sigmund, though sorry to lose his friend, was pleased on 
the whole that she was off. His experience of the world had 
not as yet reached so far as to teach him that in exceptional 
cases where— (dear me, I was very nearly committing myself !) 
— ceases friendship may begin, and he was terribly tired of 
things as they stood at present. It was doubtless brutal and 
heartless of him to feel thus, but — people are as they are ; no 
amount of well-sounding explanations will alter that fact, and 
my business is to depict Sigmund as he was, not as he should 
have been. Far from deficient in good taste and common 
sense, our unworthy hero was at this period a considerable 
dandy, and possessed a very good opinion of himself. The 
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draw of hie passions was very strong, and their surge tossed 
him grievously at times, leading him into momentary aberra- 
tions which he afterwards regretted ; this last a good sign. 

Before leaving, Sir John gave him a hunter, which Sigmund 
hacked in the Park during this London season, and then took 
back with him in October, his third year commencement, or 
Senior Sophdom. The following month he went out hunting 
on the animal with the "drag" and severely sprained his 
ankle, which made him superstitious. 

The enforced captivity consequent on this mishap rather 
changed his habits, and he saw a good deal more of the men 
than he had done for some time past. Amongst these he had 
few intimate friends though many acquaintances. They used 
to stroll into his rooms, where (now that he had no more press- 
ing engagment) there were generally cards and music of an 
evening, lots of amusing albums to look at, and very good 
wine for Cambridge. On the whole, he was popular, though 
by no means a general favourite. 

little by little did he acquire habits which could not but 
harm him in the long run. 

Le Fannu's rooms became a sort of club for more than one 
set of men — rowdy, rowing, and even sometimes reading ; for, 
.strange to say, with all the dissipation into which he was 
drifting, he stuck to his work. Many and many a time after 
the crowd had gone did he throw open the windows to let 
out the heat and smoke, push aside the chaos of plates and 
glasses, cards and oyster-shells, and set to working till day- 
light. 

The bedmaker would come in and exclaim, "Lor a* mussy, 
Mr. Leefanyou, you ha* not been to bed at all ! Well, you 
are a strange gentleman ; " and Sigmund would make answer, 
" As you see, Mrs. Adams. Just get my cold bath and make 
me some black coffee — devilish black, you know ! " 

It was near the Christmas vacation ere he could move about 
much, and by that time he had quite fallen into a groove. 
There were some college examinations going on, and in these 
he did remarkably weU, as indeed he had every year. 

"I cannot make that man Le Fannu out," observed some 
one. "There he is, riding to hounds, spraining his ankle, 
never going to lecture for a whole term with his aegrotat, and 
taking to cards and liquor like anything, and now he comes 
out first-class in the exam., and runs a shave of becoming a 
Foundation Scholar in his third year ! But he looks deuced 
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bad, I must say. You should have seen his face this morn- 
ing in chapel when he was at the lectern ; he looked like a 
boiled owl in a consumption, poor devil." 

This flattering criticism, though doubtless hyperbolical in 
some respects, was in the main true, for Sigmund looked 
wretchedly ill. 

The vacation did much to restore him, however, and in 
January he came up looking himself once more. But like a 
fool, he went on in much the same way as he had done last 
term, with the addition that, being able to get about, his 
dissipations were not confined to his own rooms. It became 
his ambition to be an "all-round" man, as the phrase goes, 
and amongst other things he joined the A.D.C. (Amateur 
Dramatic Club)/ and after a time acted capitally for an 
amateur. 

Before going down for Easter he got himself into a fine 
mess. There was a very unpopular proctor, who was con- 
sidered to have done something specially low in the way he 
spied and captured a man perpetrating some mad delinquency 
of a graver sort. The youth in question, who was very popular, 
was expelled the University, and undergraduate feeling ran 
mountains high against the man of bands and bulldogs. 

That he was hooted in the Senate House till the rafters 
rang and the statues nodded, whenever there was a meeting, 
was a matter of course, as also that his " oak " was screwed 
up, and uncomplimentary notices (illustrated) appended to the 
tightly secured portal ; such is the fate of misliked proctors. 

But what was carrying the joke too far was for Le Fannu 
to write a short farce on the subject, in which he took the 
leading r6h at a performance of the "A.D.C." The thing 
was- kept a dead secret till the last moment, and the final 
effect was consequently the more remarkable. 

There was a good contingent of the younger dons present 
when the curtain went up, and though many left the little 
theatre when they saw what was doing, many more were 
seduced into a broad grin of amusement. 

Next morning Sigmund's college tutor sent for him, and 
held the following not unkind discourse: "Le Fannu, were 
it not that I believe your disgraceful exhibition of last night 
to have been prompted more by fun than malice, were it not, 
moreover, that you did very well at the last college exami- 
nations, and were it not, finally, that your late tutor, the 
Beverend. Thomas Tredwell, my excellent friend, and one of 
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long standing, recommended you most warmly to me when 
you first came up to the University, I should certainly send 
you down for a term. But, besides this particular affair, Le 
Fannu, I wish to speak to you in general on your present 
mode of life ; and, believe me, I do it in your own interest. 
You are ruining your health, you look very fagged and dissi- 
pated. This is all from burning the candle at both ends. Do 
you never go to bed ? You are always at lecture now, and yet 
you are almost daily reported for coming home at one, two, 
and even three in the morning. Take my word for it, you 
cannot stand this sort of thing. Now go and do differently 
in future." And drawing on his gown to attend a syndicate, 
the tutor dismissed the offender. 

"Sacked?" inquired a friend laconically, who had been 
waiting without. 

" Devil a bit ! On the contrary." 

" How so ? Did he, perhaps, open a bottle of wine in your 
honour?" 

" Hardly that ; but we are great friends." 
"Well, damme, Le Fannu, but you are a queer fellow." 
The effect of this jobation was very salutary ; it brought 
Sigmund to reason for a time, but, alas! only for a time. 
He did not, however, get himself into any other serious 
scrape before the vacation, most of which he spent in town 
with his friend Frank, now in chambers near Lincoln's Inn, 
and supposed to be reading for the bar. 

These two led rather a wild life of it, and Sigmund got 
through some money ; but Frank persuaded him to play very 
high "Nap." one evening just before he had to leave for the 
University, and, almost against his will, he won a thumping 
round sum. I am aware that to point this incident with a 
fitting moral he should have lost heavily, but he did not. 
His success, however, failed to make a gambler of him, for, 
to tell truth, the business rather bored him. Whatever his 
defects of character, and I fear there were many, he was 
neither a gamester nor a drunkard. 

" You're a deuce of a fellow in most respects," observed 
Frank, " and yet you hardly ever — indeed, I may say never — 
take a drop too much. How is that ? " 

" Well, you see, wine has a peculiar effect upon me ; it 
seems to awaken my self-analytical and speculative faculty. 
Thus, whilst others are soaring on its wings to ecstatic regions 
of bliss and jollity, I sink lower and lower into doleful deprea- 
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sion, ask myself, Cut bono ? feel generally disgusted and dis- 
gusting, and find myself heartily despising the surrounding 
topers." 

" So that, supposing you were to exceed, you might, per- 
haps, commence insulting the company all round, calling us 
dolts and soakers and impassioned idiots? " 

"Very likely." 

" Then would you, my friend, make yourself our mortal 
enemy, for you would, I fancy, be speaking the truth, and 
' II n'y a que la verite qui blesse ! ' " 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

The May term at Cambridge ! How glorious a season when 
it does not rain ! There is a smell of cucumber and claret- 
cup about the dear old place. It is terribly hard to work at 
this time, and Sigmund found it so. 

In this particular year they had an ordinary May, not a 
Cambridge one, which, as every one knows, is made up of 
equal portions of wind and rain, with an occasional spice of 
hail. 

No ; there were soft breezes and sunshine, suggestive of 
indolence and a novel at the bottom of a boat up the river, 
somewhere near Granchester. 

Sigmund used to attempt a compromise between activity 
and sloth, for he sometimes went up towards Byron's Pool in 
his canoe (still the Cinderella, though at one period he had 
entertained serious thoughts of rechristening her the Helena, 
with Lady Phillpott as patroness), and instead of a novel he 
would take with him some work, between which and shooting 
the rats under the bank with a saloon pistol he managed to 
spend an afternoon pretty comfortably. 

But this salubrious way of enjoying God's gifts was seldom 
practicable, for friends used generally to come banging or 
lounging into his room and drag him off to scenes far less ad- 
vantageous, save, perhaps, to the rats, He had had, perforce, 
to give up rowing at the time of his accident, and even now 
his ankle was not strong enough to bear the strain of stretcher 
and sliding-seat ; a vast pity this, for the enforced regularity 
of training would have been of inestimable benefit. One 
morning, in order to escape from a noisy carouse at which he 
had promised to assist, but for which he now had little taste, 
Sigmund took refuge in the College Library — a very safe 
retreat. Goodness knows, he had not been there for a long 
time — not, in fact, since Lady Phillpott's departure. 

But the old librarian recognised him, and said, " The lady 
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you used to come here with — it is a year ago now, I fancy- 
left this handkerchief one day. I am no connoisseur in lace, 
but have been looking up the subject in various encyclopaedia 
since — we old bookworms have strange corners of sentiment 
left in our hearts ! — and from what I can gather I should say 
that this is rather valuable. Perhaps your can forward it to 
the owner ? " 

" Willingly." 

" Is your fair friend still in Cambridge, may I ask ? " 

" No, indeed. She has been residing in Wiesbaden for the 
last twelve months." 

Sigmund went his way, which, as he dared not go to his 
rooms, was the Union Club, where he sat him down to write 
to Lady Phillpott, a thing he had not done for some time. 
He now reproached himself for his remissness, remembering 
that he stood in her debt to the extent of two letters. 

To make up for this he now wrote in more than amicable 
strain. In the sentence which referred to the found hand- 
kerchief he expressed himself thus floridly : — 

"I was this morning strolling in our library — a thing I 
seldom do, for it recalls memories too sadly sweet, too sweetly 
sad — when the enclosed fragrant cambric " (i* sooth it smelt 
of the librarian's snuff-box !) " was brought to me as having 
been left by you the last time we were there together. Do 
you remember that day ? I would lief keep the little fabric 
for a souvenir — as if I required that, though — of my best and 
truest friend and helpmate, for it has been near a mouth 
which never uttered aught but kindness and wisdom to 
me. But I send it Jyou instead, wet with tears of pain at 
your long absence. I cannot write more. When are we to 
meet? Let ua give the lie to the superstition of the two 
curves ! Vale ! 

" Tour devoted cousin, 

"S.LbF." 

f ' She is pretty sure not to come to England for the present, " 
thought the writer, as he re-read his letter, in some doubt as 
to whether the desire of meeting were not expressed a little 
too strongly. "By Jove, that would be very awkward, 
though!" muttered he, and was just about" to tear up the 
note and produce another at half the temperature ; but to 
begin afresh would have been a great bore, and so, with an 
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" Oh, it will be all right ! " lie clapped too the envelope and 
put the question beyond dispute by dropping the podgy 
epistle into the letter-box. 

In truth, the young scamp had other plans than the re- 
sumption of a flirtation with Lady Phillpott, except at a 
distance. His wicked, abominable scheme will best be ex- 
plained by another note, which he posted before leaving the 
Union : — 

"Ma cherie, Ernestine adoree!" (but I will give the 
rest in English). "You have become such a star of late 
times that I begin to approach you now with almost as much 
diffidence as affection, which is saying not a little. But 
knowing, as I do, that your heart is as good as your figure — 
perfect, therefore — and that, with all your brilliant successes, 
you have not quite forgotten your old friend Sigmund, I feel 
emboldened to make you a suggestion which it would transport 
me with pleasure to learn you deigned to acquiesce in. Next 
week commences a series of festivities here previous to the 
break-up for the vacation. It is technically called the race- 
week, but, besides the river contests, there is a lot of fun going 
on, and I heartily wish you would do me the honour of gracing 
this sober old place with your charming presence for that 
time. You told me last month, when we passed that delight- 
ful day together in Eichmond, that you would be free of 
engagements for a short time about this period ; so, if you 
have nothing better to do, I beseech you to come and make 
me happy. 

" My luminous suggestion, however, entails another. You 
know how prejudiced the English are, and the old seniors 
here are the worst of all. I propose, therefore, that you 
should appear in deep mourning, dressed as a widow, and 
jfou shall, for the nonce, be my sister-in-law, my supposed 
brother having lately died in America. Under your sable 
disguise you will hardly be recognised, and the travesti will 
be pleasanter for both of us. 

"Dearest 'Nestine, you are too sensible not to take my 
proposition in the spirit in which it is made. You know that 
we English are all toqud on certain subjects, and it is diplo- 
matic sometimes to subscribe to their facades, just as in China 
one accepts a slice of puppy-dog at dinner to please a 
mandarin. 
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" I impatiently await your answer ; do not disappoint me, 
' pour 1' amour d'Anvers ! ' 

"As soon as I receive your affirmative answer I shall 
engage rooms for you. 
" A bientot done, 

" Ton tout et touiours devoue, 

"S. LeE." 

^ Next day the post brought him a tiny and pleasant-smell- 
ing note : — 

" Mais comment done, mon cher ! Avec plaisir. 

" E." 

And our young Lothario was in the seventh heaven. He flew 
to the " Bull," and ordered the best rooms in the house at a 
fancy price. Then he went home and tried to read astronomy, 
but it would not do. There was too much " aberration." The 
only stars he could fix his thoughts upon being Cinderella's 
sparkling eyes, and as to the celestial Milky Way 'twas 
beaten clean out of the field. So he hied him to horse, and 
went for a swinging ride to Cherryhinton. 

A word on Mdlle. Ernestine's career. That good-natured 
and pleasant young lady had in due course come over to Lon- 
don and made her debut in the Christmas pantomime of the 
Theatre Royal Convent Lane. The astute ballet-master was, 
however, not long in discovering that here was a subject 
worthy of better things, and soon Cinderella was entrusted 
with a " first sub. part." In this she acquitted herself to per- 
fection. Then did she " lead a wing "and was soon a " central 
figure " in one of the effects. A short respite here, and she was 
next promoted to be one of the three " supporters," a grade 
only below that of premUre danseuse. Her rise had been as 
rapid as it was well-deserved ; but fortune seemed bent on 
pushing the girl to the foremost rank. Last winter Signora 
Lanugine had broken down in mid-season through an occur- 
rence of a domestic nature. The manager was at his wits' 
ends, when Cinderella suggested of her own accord that she 
should be allowed to try the part. Envy and hatred of course 
reeked up all round from her colleagues, but the circumstance 
worried her little. 

She went on under the name of Signora Nube, from Milan, 
and had a dazzling success. 
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From that evening her future was secured. 

Sigmund, who had been in London at the time, ran enthu- 
siastically into debt for a locket which he secured to a bouquet 
of unbounded gorgeousness, to which was a note containing 
heartiest congratulations. Her answer had been, "Mon 
ami, c'est surtout a toi que je dois tout 9a ! " a piece of long 
memory seldom met with nowadays. 
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CHAPTER XXXY. 

"The Master and Fellows of College, request the plea- 
sure of Mr. Le Fannu's and Mrs. Henry Le Fannu's company 
in the college grounds on Wednesday afternoon, the — of 
June, 18—." 

Sigmund and his interesting relation went to this garden- 
party, held on a velvety lawn guiltless, of a single daisy, much 
more of such an enormity as a dandelion. 

There were ancient trees rising from this verdant carpet, 
their trunks and branches gnarled, their spreading foliage 
affording shade, whilst the sunlight here and there struggled 
through, spotting the turf with a brighter green. 

This was the Fellows' garden, and it was enclosed and shut 
off from the college "quad" by a sturdy old wall, russet, 
golden, and green from moss and lichen. 

And pleasant was the scene just now in its gay variegation, 
for the lawn was dotted with groups of women attired in a 
good many different shades. 

"Who's that Le Fannu has got on his arm?" asked 
some one. 

"Oh, don't you know? It is his sister-in-law, who has 
lately lost her husband in America or Canada ; at least that is 
what he told me." 

. "Then, if Le Fannu has lost his brother (I never heard 
him say he had one), why is he not in mourning himself? " 

" Well, I was wondering at that, too, though he has consented 
at least to put a band on his arm, but it appears, that he was 
not on good terms with his brother." 

" He is evidently determined to make amends for. that to 
the comely relict. By Jove ! I say, she's a stunner ! " 

And the eulogium, though perhaps not too elegantly con- 
veyed, was thoroughly deserved. 

Cinderella swept by in flowing garments of sombre hue and 
faultless fit. The bonnet became the little head splendidly, 
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and as she moved the broad black strings waved gently 
behind in pensive gracefulness, whilst the stiff white j'upon 
peeping out rustled ecstatically. The widow's great per- 
sonal charm as well as the sable attire attracted the atten- 
tion of all. 

'• She wears her weeds to great advantage," quoth one. 

" She is wonderfully like the Nube at Convent Lane," ob- 
served another. 

Sigmund chanced to overhear this last remark, and for all 
his calm impudence flushed up considerably. But his back 
was turned to the person who had spoken, and his confusion 
passed off before it was observed by any one save his com- 
panion. 

" Qui a t-il ? " she asked. 

" Some one thinks you are very like the Nube." 

" C'est pas etonnant, mon Dieu ! Dis done, mon cher, tun'as 
pas honte de moi, j'espere ? " 

" My dearest girl, how can you ask such a question? " 

They moved on, and next moment his self-control was put 
to a rough test, for he found himself face to face with 
Normand and Frank. 

This time he was equal to the occasion* 

" My dear fellows, I am delighted to meet you ! " and after 
an instant's pause, during which it was the two other men 
who looked confused, " Let me present you to my sister-in- 
law. 'Nestine, here are two of my very best friends, Major 
Normand and Mr. Frank." 

It was rather entertaining to see the expressions which 
passed over the faces of these two men, but they went through 
the form ceremoniously, and the four commenced conversing 
with animation. 

" And when did you arrive ? " asked Sigmund of Frank. 

" Last evening. You know this is the college which has 
the privilege of claiming me as one of its brightest ornaments. 
I concluded that the dons must be languishing for a sight of 
me. But the fact is I have come up to take my Bachelors'. 
Come and see my apotheosis to-morrow morning." A propo- 
sition to which Sigmund readily assented, and then said — 

"My sister-in-law is staying at the Bull, and we were 
resigning ourselves to the prospect of UU-d.-MU dinner; have 
pity on our solitude and join us ; half -past seven ! " 

It was agreed, and soon afterwards Sigmund and his com* 
panion left the party. 
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''Why must you go and invite those two to dimmer?" 
demanded Ernestine pettishly. 

" Why not, dear? * 

"I was looking forward to a quiet evening with my 
brother-in-law." 

"My angel, I am full of regrets and excuses." 
* " We must make the best of it now," which they did, and 
had a very jovial evening of it. 

Frank and the Major kept merging into quiet chuckles all 
the evening. 

"Why smile ye, friends? " inquired their host. 

" Damme, Le Fannu, but you are a queer fellow ! " 

/'The identical words a friend of mine employed some 
time ago anent your humble servant." 

"We are off to-morrow afternoon," observed the Major. 

" What f Not remaining to see the procession of boats ? " 

" No, alas ! we must go ; and now that we have met you — and 
your charming sister-in-law — our regret will be the greater. 
By-the-bye, Le Fannu, I wanted to ask you what has become 
of your friend Notch, to whom you did not introduce me ? " 

" He returned to America after the Brussels Exhibition, and 
went on writing for the Telephone for some time. But some 
three months ago I received a letter from him informing me 
that he had thrown up the appointment and left New York for 
the West. He said that he felt unsettled and restless, and 
added that the affair about — well, you know the business 
which first took him out to America — seemed to have com- 
pletely altered his disposition. Now tell me, in your turn, 
what has become of Clantipple the bibulous ? " 

" I hear that he has been placed in some establishment 
where they cure, or try to cure, dipsomania. They place the 
patient under the special charge ot a keeper, whose business 
it is not to lose sight of him during the whole cure. The 
meals, which are served separately, are impregnated with a 
strong taste of the coarsest alcohol, as are also patients' 
clothes, bedclothes, pillow, washing and drinking water, and 
even his medicine. He soon gets into a state of raving despe- 
ration at this, loses flesh and sleep, and for the time becomes 
suicidal from wretchedness ; but if his strength can bear the 
cure for five or six weeks he never touches spirits again for 
the rest of his life." 

"And so his lordship is undergoing this 'horse' treat- 
ment just now ? " 

Q 
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"I suppose so ; in which case he can hardly say with 
Lessing — 

" ' Ob ich morgen leben werde, 
Weifls ich freilich nicht : 
Aber, wenn ich morgen lebe, 
Dam ich morgen trinken werde 
Weiss ich ganz gewiss.' " 

"Ah, your ugly German!" exclaimed Cinderella; "K 
done!" 

"I will give you something in your own sparkling lan- 
guage," retorted Normand. "But come, let us be merry! " 
and he quoted from Victor Hugo — 

" ' Aimons ! chantons ! treves aux paroles. 

Preierons, puisqu'enfin nos coeurs flambent encore, 
Aux discount larmoyants le choc dee coupes d'or, 
Aux Tieux sages les belles folles ! '" " 

He rose and held out his glass to touch with hers, but she, 
not best pleased at his selection, turned away and tapped 
crossly with her foot, biting her lip the while. 

Sigmund looked over at Normand and said, "You can 
hardly be referring to Ernestine here. Does it not strike 
you that your quotation is passing ill-chosen ? It does me." 

" My dear Le Fannu, for goodness' sake do not be quarrel- 
some and mar the conviviality of this happy meeting. Surely 
I need not remind you that I feel too much esteem, and, in- 
deed, affection, for our friend here to wish to off end her in any 
way. ' Amicus usque ad aras !* am I." - 

Cinderella shrugged her shoulders. ' ' Well, mon ami, " she 
observed, " when are you going to cease speaking in unknown 
tongues ? " 'and Frank added with a comical groan, " We 
shall have Greek directly." 

" I know a lady who thinks nothing of firing sharp frag- 
ments of Homer and Sophocles at one," observed Sigmund. 
" You know whom I mean, Normand." 

"Yes, and by-the-bye, I have heard some rather curious 
things about Madam Bas-bleu and somebody ! " 

' ' And pray who was your informant ? " 

"Well, Frank, there." 

" And who was yours ? " 

" One of the Thorpness lot whom I met here." 

" And what did you learn, pray ? " 

"Ask me not, friend!" and Frank glanced Cinderella's 
way. 
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" Tien* ! what was that ? " demanded the coryphee. 

" Oh, nothing, nothing. Le Fannu merely had a very effi- 
cient private tutor here for some time." 

"What! a female preceptor?" 

"As you say." 

" I did not know it was the custom." 

" Well, it is unusual." 

"Now stop, Frank, or Normand shall quote at you," 
laughed Sigmund, though somewhat vexed. 

" Come, let me hear about the tutor," quoth Cinderella. 

" There is really nothing to tell, 'Nesting." 

"I insist!" 

" Hoc volo, sic jubeo : sit pro ratione voluntas," murmured 
the Major. 

' ' Quick, answer me ! " demanded Cinderella. ' ' Cannot you 
hear that the Major is taken ill again with his Latin or 
Chinese?" 

" Well, if you must know, the lady in question, who is a 
relation of mine, is a great student, and we used occasionally 
to meet for scholastic purposes. We were like brother and 
sister." 

Frank cleared his throat. 

" Ou pent-on 6tre mieux qu'au sein de sa famille ? " sighed 
Normand, with his eyes on the ceiling. 

"Give me a cigarette, somebody," said Cinderella, and 
rising from the table she went over to the other end of the 
room and threw herself on the sofa, where she exhaled fitful 
puffs of smoke. 

" Sigmund, you will have the goodness to give me my 
coffee on that little table, which you will place here." 

Her knight hastily did her bidding and lingered a moment 
by the couch. 

" Go away and join your friends," she said pettishly. But 
he did nothing of the kind ; he sat him on the sofa's edge 
and quietly taking the cigarette from between her lips trans- 
ferred it to his own. Then he furtively took her hand, which 
she at first attempted to withdraw, but soon allowed him to 
retain. Her eyes were turned away, but ere long she glanced 
round, and meeting his, she struggled not to smile and lost 
the contest. A moment later they were conversing in low 
tones. 

"Amantium iree, &c," observed Normand, and helped 
himself to cognac with his coffee. 
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" We are going to look in at the Masonic Ball to-night ; 
shall you be there ? " asked Frank. 

" No, indeed. How can a widow in deep mourning go to 
such things?" 

" Ah, I forgot; excuse me." 

After some more desultory chat the two guests took their 
leave. 

Sigmund remained some time talking with Cinderella, and 
in the course of conversation learned that she was thinking 
of giving up her London situation and betaking herself 
perhaps to America. " The further the better," sighed she. 

" Whatever can make you even conceive such a plan, dear ? 
Consider your brilliant engagement at Convent Lane." 

" It is not that, man ami. I am perpetually haunted by the 
fear of assassination in London." And in answer to Sigmund's 
look of astonishment she explained: "You remember that 
coarse sot, Gustave, to whom I was engaged ? " 

"The creature who came with you to the famous Thorp- 
ness supper, got drunk and jealous, said ' Je suis du midi 
moi ! ' and finally subsided into a tipsy heap on the floor ? " 

" The same. Well he has found me out. I fancy that my 
aunt, the ' Green Dragon,' as you used to call her, was the 
one who first recognised me, and now he threatens to take my 
life." 

" Oh, we can easily settle him. He has written to you to 
that effect, I suppose ? " 

" Yes, indeed. Here is his last." 

Sigmund read the scrap of paper Cinderella pulled from 
her pocket. It was a "threatening letter" of the vulgar 
type, vowing vengeance, and suggesting money as the only 
salve for the writer's outraged affections. 

"We will see to this next week when I shall be in town. 
Gustave the grandiloquent will get even more than he asks, 
for free board and lodging shall be his, to wit, at the 
Queen's expense. Trust me, dearest, to see to your safety, 
and in the meantime take good care of yourself. Now, good- 
night. I shall come to-morrow morning towards breakfast- 
time," and Master Sigmund, throwing his gown over his arm, 
left the "Bull," and bent his footsteps in the direction of his 
college. 

When he arrived at the hotel the following morning he 
found Cinderella in tears of vexation. 

" Bead that," she said, as she held out a telegram. 
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It purported to come from the manager of Convent Lane, 
urgently requiring her return to town that very day. 

"I cannot imagine what it is about," quoth Cinderella 
impatiently. " The man told me for certain that I could con- 
sider myself free for three weeks at least, and that was not 
ten days ago. I understood, too, that he had left town 
himself. Incomprehensible and disgusting ! Give me a 
cigarette." 

"Must you go to-day?" 

" I fear so. He is to call on me in my rooms to-night at 
eight." 

"Infernal, simply infernal!" assented Sigmund. "But 
if there is no help for it you had better take the four o'clock 
train." 

In the Senate House he deposited her on the seats reserved 
for strangers, and himself retired to the noisy elevation of the 
undergraduates' gallery, where he entered into conversation 
with some friends. 

On looking down some minutes later he beheld a sight 
which rather astonished him, for, sitting next to his mourn- 
ing sister-in-law, sat — well, who but Lady Phillpott ! They 
both perceived him at the same moment, and both nodded, 
then stared at each other as though to ask, " And who are 
you?" 

Sigmund's bow or bows (I know not which to say, for the 
thing was Siamese-twin-like, two and yet slurred into one) 
was curious to see, and his face became the theatre for some 
strange expressions. He began by breaking into a per- 
spiration, and his heart beat a good many extra strokes per 
minute. 

He left the Senate House and ran down Trinity Street to 
the "Blue Pig," where he swallowed something strong and a 
good deal of it, after which he felt a little better, though still 
far from comfortable. 

The graces were over and the degrees commencing when 
he got back, and he had some C3nf used recollection of seeing 
Frank kneel down before the " Vice " and rise a " B.A." 

At last it was all over and time to go and fetch his 
" widow." 

"Well, I hope they have been long enough about it," ob- 
served Cinderella. " We don't take such a time about a 
transformation scene," and Sigmund, as he turned to greet 
Lady Phillpott, saw that that lady had overheard the remark. 
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Her response to his welcome and expressions of surprise 
was somewhat reserved, and she honoured her crape-clad 
neighbour with a stare which was returned with interest. 

"Qu* est ce qu'elle a — a me regarder comme 9a ?" de- 
manded Cinderella. 

"Come, we will go," said Sigmund awkwardly, and his 
face was crimson. He was actually going away without 
taking further notice of Lady Phillpott, hut remembered him- 
self as he was moving off and said, though half over his 
shoulder, " Shall I see you again ? But of course I shall ; I - 
am so delighted you have returned ! " 

She sighed and murmured, " Demosthenes is wrong when 
he says — 

" "O /JovAcrai, rovO' Ifcacrros koX oierai." * 

"No matter, I will convince you. May I call on you at 
five o'clock?" 

"As you please." 

They now became separated by the issuing crowd, and Cin- 
derella said sharply, " That must be the person of whom your 
friends were talking last night. Am I right ? " 

" Yes." 

"I thought so. Ah, I see it all now. You said she was 
somewhere abroad, and all the time you knew her to be in 
England. I dare say you even asked her to come here ; only 
— ha ! ha ! — you did not intend that we should meet ! " 

"My dearest girl, I give you my solemn word that I had 
not the faintest idea she was in the country." 

* ' And you do not care a bit for her ? Not that there is much 
to admire, but you men are such fools." 

Sigmund protested wordily, and the "widow," viewing 
him askance, quietly suggested, " Then if, as you say, you 
do not care a straw about her, return to London with me 
to-night. You tell me you are coming in any case in a day 
or two." 

"It is quite impossible, 'Nestine." 

"Aha ! aha! Who was right? 'Suis pas si bete que j'en 
ai Fair! Well, go to your spectacled genius." (Lady 
Phillpott carried a double eyeglass through which she some- 
times viewed the world critically.) "I am only too glad 
that I am off, only I do not see why you ever asked me 
down here." 

• " What one wishes, that each one believes in." 
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Sigmund was very grieved at the tarn things were taking, 
and heartily anathematised Lady Phillpott in his heart. 

Cinderella lapsed into sullen silence, from which she was 
not to be drawn, and when she reached the hotel slammed her 
door in his face and locked it. 

He went his way very vexed, and bewildered what to do, 
but for all his irritation the young coxcomb felt rather flat- 
tered at the manifest signs of jealousy which were being dis- 
played from two sides on his account. He met Normand and 
Frank, to whom he imparted his woes, and for all consolation 
was cruelly laughed at. 

'"It's good to be off with the old love before you are on 
with the new,' " suggested Normand, and only grinned the 
harder when Sigmund protested that he was off with the old 
one, or had hoped he was. 

" You say she goes to-day by the four express ? That is 
our train too. By Jove ! sir, we will make good use of our 
time ; we will not leave a white spot on your character. Cin- 
derella shall hear of all your little doings." 

"No, d — n it, man, don't go and make a fool of me like 
that. I call it low." 

He was further laughed at, and went off in a passion. 
"When he returned to the "Bull" he found Cinderella pack- 
ing up, and lost no time in recommencing his protestations, 
but she cut him short with scant ceremony, bidding him leave 
her in peace. 

At last he lost patience with her and went away fuming, 
but returned to put his head in at the door and say that he 
would call for her when it was time to start for the station. 
She stood in the middle of the room, and he saw that her eyes 
were full of tears. He was at her feet in an instant. 

" I have never cared for any one but you ! " she burst out, 
" and vou must treat me thus. Oh, my dear, it is too bad 
of you!" 

" My angel, I swear to you that you are mistaken," &c. 
(Fill in six lines of protestation and syrup.) 

She mollified fast, and it was once more a case of amantium 
ira, &c, as the Major had said. 

" You understand, now, dearest 'Nestine, that I could not 
leave to-day. I have not got a single thing packed up and I 
must see my tutor." 

" Not the female one? " asked she, smiling through tears. 

" No ! no ! " was the vehement disclaimer. 
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" When will you come to town? " 

" To-morrow ; latest, the day after." 

Peace was sealed and ratified on the spot. * 

He bid her adieu at the station, and said laughingly to his 

friends, "Ah, you may talk against me as much as you 

like now." 

" We were only joking when we said that." 

" I blow, old man, I know. Good-bye ; adieu, 'Nestine ! " 

and the train rolled away. 
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Had Sigmund parted on bad terms with this girl he would 
have been too angry with Lady Phillpott to wish to go near 
her ; but things having terminated so satisfactorily, he felt in 
a pleasant affable mood which disposed him to see and talk 
to any one. So he made for the well-remembered house at 
the far end of Trumpington Street. 

His good temper was irresistible, and soon his " tutor " re- 
laxed much of her wounded reserve. 

"And now for an explanation," said he gaily, when it 
ought to have been for her to demand one. "How come you 
here ? To what happy chance do I owe the joy of seeing you." 

" Do you call your own letter a chance ? " 

" You do not mean to say it was my letter which brought 
you back?" 

The lady looked away modestly. She certainly made a 
pleasant picture as she now stood in the recess of the lattice 
window with a background of fragrant flowers and the light 
falling upon her small curly head and clear complexion. ' ' Bas- 
bleu " was not above dressing well, and to-day her costume 
was very becoming. 

At last she answered, " The fact is, Sir John was ordered 
to Aachen for the waters just about the time I received your 
very persuasive letter. I said (what is quite true) that I had 
a little business to transact in England which would take me 
a month, and , here I am." 

" And most pleased am I to see you, dearest cousin ! " 

He tried to take her hand, but she drew it back and looking 
him earnestly in the face, said, "What am I to think 
of you? What is this I hear of you? They say that the 
lady with whom I saw you is your sister-in-law. You may 
answer me that the affair is no business of mine, and from one 
point of view this is doubtless the case ; still I think I have a 
right to ask you the question, f or — for you know the interest 
I take in you." 
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• ' What would you know ? " he asked. 
" Whether it is as they say and you give out, or, as I, alas ! 
suspect — 

" 'AAX'&mv, hOa rf 81'^ pXAPrp «^p«." * 

" My dearest cousin, how can you imagine that I could be 
guilty of the enormity of " 

"'AirXovs 6 fiv&os rrjs akrjOtCas l<f»a" f 

observed Lady Phillpott with a sigh and gentle shake of the 
head, an axiom which brought the prevaricator to a full stop. 

"If you pound me with Greek I have nothing more to say," 
he observed with some irritation. 

" Come, tell me the truth," she went on, not appearing to 
notice his words. " Why should you mind ? — 

" VM ,{m 8/Korrt T<Lp/3os, ovS* &ro$ ^o/?ci." J 
" Oh, this is a dreadful way of going on ! " groaned Sig- 
mund. " I do not see that I have done anything so heinous 
that I should be basted with knowledge in this way. Nobody's 
sense of propriety has been outraged, and an honest hard- 
working girl has had a little holiday and enjoyment, that is 
all." 

It occurred to him now that his inquisitor had become more 
pedantic than before, and on the whole less pretty, though of 
truth there was yet much left to admire. 

" Come, do not be hard on me," he went on winningly ; 'Met 
us be friends ! " 

" w 0tAoi, ovSets </>i'Aos! § 

" Cousin, cousin, I would lief be gay and forgetful with 
you, but you have wounded me sore. That you should forget 
me so completely, and so soon after writing to me, too ! I 
come to England to — to give you advice and encouragement 
in your studies ; I arrive unexpectedly, fondly hoping to 
procure you an agreeable surprise, and what do 1 find P No, 
no, no ! " and in broken sobs she faltered — 
- " xaXen-rj iv kcu/xS Seo/xeyu <f>i\<*)V rj rwv firj <f>l\wv aMhj&if" \\ 
and then blew her nose. 

f * 'Tis sometimes a misfortune to be right. — Soph. Elek. 
t Truth's garb is plain and unadorned. — Eurip. Fhmn. 
"Words.scare not him whom deeds have not alarmed. — Soph* JEd* i?. 
Friends! no one is a friend. — Aristot. 

Sad is it to find out for the first time that one is friendless just 
when one most needs a friend. — I*lut. 
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* Sigmund groaned once more in spirit, and looked at himself 
in the glass for consolation. Then he determined to take her 
by storm and overleap the bastions of her querulousness as he 
had done before with some one else that very morning. 

So he bit his lip and blinked as though struggling to dam 
back welling tears ; he approached her in " Irving " step and 
with the words, " Oh, do not torture me more ! Hty, if you 
cannot forgive ! " sank down at her feet, and noticed that she 
had on charming shoes. " Oh, how well is it that you are 
here, for you are my good spirit ; you understand me and can 
comfort me, for I am unhappy : 

" Ovrpuv yap 6v8efc cimv cv8ai/xa>v avrjp" * 

It was very fortunate that he remembered this bit of 
Greek, for, with the expression and attitude, it won him the 
day, and for the second time did Sigmund seal and ratify a 
treaty of peace. 

" You care for me still, dearest cousin, do you not?" he 
asked tenderly at leave-taking. 

" I almost fear you, Sigmund, and for you ; but I care for 
you too with all my heart, dear, and would not have it other- 
wise, though Anakreon says — 

" x^otov to fuf $iXi}<rai 
XaXarbv 8e kclI <f>i\rj<rai."^ 

That night they parted on the best of terms, after conning 
some of Sappho's rosiest verses. 

He was knocked up at an early hour by the arrival of a 
telegram : " Gome at once. A misfortune.' 1 And the message 
was signed " Ernestine." 

He first thought that here was a trick to hurry him away 
from Cambridge, but remembering certain things she had told 
him his anxiety became aroused and he determined to obey 
the summons. 

Hastily putting together a fewindispensables, he summoned 
his gyp and directed that astute kleptomaniac to complete the 
general packing of impedimenta and send them after him. 
Then he scribbled a note to Lady Phillpott, informing her 
that he had been summoned to town by a telegram (he forgot 
to mention sender's name), after which he called on his tutor, 
from whom he took a kindly leave. 

* No mortal is happy. — JSurip. Med. 

f 'Tis sad not to love, hut sad too to love. 
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Within four hours of the time' he had received the message 
Sigmund was standing before the door of the house where 
lived Cinderella, not far from the Strand. 

"What is it ? " he demanded of the girl who answered his 
summons. 

" Oh, orful, sir, orful ! " 

" That is no explanation. What has happened, I ask ?" 

"She's mostways dead, sir, a'ready. The dokther he've 
giv 'er hup." 

"What! Let me pass!" exclaimed Sigmund excitedly; 
"there is no understanding your clumsy words," and he 
rushed upstairs. 

Involuntarily he paused before the door, and then entered 
more calmly. 

There was a strange man in the apartment, which was the 
sitting-room. He was writing at a side-table; the centre one 
was broken from its feet and set up against the wall. A 
glance showed Sigmund that the stranger was making out a 
prescription. 

"Your friend has been attacked by some villain. She is 
anxiously asking for you. I recognise you by the portraits 
in different parts of her room." 

Sigmund caught hold of a chair. After a moment he asked, 
in shaky voice, " Is it very bad ? " 

"She is lost. A few hours, perhaps a day more at the 
utmost. The stabs are in the worst places, and peritonitis 
has, I am grieved to say, set in. However, pray see that this 
draught be made up instantly, and give it as ordered. I will 
return in two hours' time." 

" Mon ami ! " called a feeble voice from the neighbouring 
room ; " viens, viens vite ! " 

Cinderella was in bed, deadly pale save for a flush on the 
cheek-bones. Her hand was burning hot, and she moved 
fitfully from time to time with the pain that shot through her. 
On a sofa were the crapen garments she had worn in jest at 
Cambridge; the little bonnet so pleasant in its mourning quiet- 
ness was there, and a vase contained a bouquet of roses which 
she had taken away with her. 

As Sigmund, with thumping heart, sat close to the pillow 
and bent an attentive ear, poor Cinderella whispered an 
account of the catastrophe. 

" Je suis flamb6, mon cher," she began, and in answer to his 
look of horror jadded, " I know it ; I know it very well. But 
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listen. That telegram was a decoy, Gustave's doing, and 
perhaps arranged by aunt, the ' Dragon.' He came, asked 
me for money. I refused, and wanted to ring the bell. Then 
he began raving, and shouted, ' Ah, miserable ! Tu ne 
m'echapperas pas,' and fell upon me with a knife. I re- 
member a stab and the table crashing down, and that's all." 

" Good God ! " muttered Sigmund. 

" Try and find out Gustave and avenge me." 

" That I will ! He shall hang like a dog, if I have to do it 
myself ! "* 

"And now, dear, put your arm gently under my head and 
take me kindly. So — so. Gently, gently!" and the girl 
writhed in pain. ' ' A kiss, darling ! Another ! Another ! — 
Ah, the agony ! " 

A moment later she was delirious. 

Sigmund, beside himself, dragged at the bell, 

" Send at once for the doctor ! " he called in choking voice. 

Why dwell further on the sad scene? Cinderella died 
that night without having again recovered consciousness, and 
after she had passed away the doctor had to do with Sigmund, 
whose excitable nature was completely convulsed by the 
ghastly occurrence. 

Forgive the jarring sequence, reader, but I must mention 
Lady Phillpott before closing this passage. She saw Sig- 
mund about a week after this, and was as pained as she was 
shocked at his appearance, for it betrayed sad things to her. 
But her sense of what was fitting happily outweighed pettier 
emotions, and all she said was — 

" rov T€$vrjKora fiy KajfoAoyein" \ 
***** 

Alas for Sigmund ! his name leaked into the papers in con- 
nection with this business, and it was a first-class miracle that 
outraged Alma Mater did not renounce him. He never knew 
that it was owing to the earnest intercession of his old Thorp- 
ness friend and tutor, the " Eeverend Thomas," who happened 
to be at Cambridge during the " Long," that the affair was 
ignored and allowed to pass over. 

But as for Pointgrave the Immaculate, he stormed and 

* The man Gustave met his fate unaided. A couple of mornings 
afterwards his mangled body was found on the South- Western line, near 
Vauxhall, whither he must have wandered in a State of drunkenness, 

t De mortuis nil nisi bonum. — Chikm, 
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lectured till he looked like a hedgehog in a fit ; and, there is 
no denying it, he had some grounds for his exasperation. It 
was his habit to come into Sigmund's bedroom when that 
personage was still between the sheets, and to begin lecturing 
on depravity, extravagance, want of respect, and bo on, as 8 
the listener were the worjst of delinquents ; on and on, grind 
and regrind at the mill of fault-finding, till Sigmund could 
bear it no longer, and disappeared under the bedclothes 
altogether. 

In his spleen concerning this business Pointgrave even 
went so far as to say, "I think it would be my -duty as an 
honourable and moral gentleman to acquaint your college 
tutor with this scandalous affair, and to leave him to judge 
what course ho deems fittest to pursue." To which Sigmund 
bitterly answered, "It is the first time you have clearly said 
you would like to see me come to grief. Up till now you 
have contented yourself with predicting it. But I will do 
nothing of the kind, if it is only to disappoint you. And now 
for tubby. You must excuse me if I perform my ablutions 
in your presence," and he jumped out of bed. 

Thus fairly challenged, Pointgrave was obliged to retreat; 
with the parting remark, "You will come to no good;" to 
which Sigmund rejoined, " I may be on the highway to the 
gallows, as you so often say, but I will go there clean," and 
sprang into the cold bath. • 

With his aunt the little " unpleasantness " passed off very 
differently and without a drop of ill-blood. 

"What I so sincerely deplore," observed that lady as her 
nephew sat ^opposite to her in her boudoir, "is the painful 
publicity of the affair. My dear boy, how could you commit 
such afaux-pas f A most egregious want of tact. Remember, 

it is the greatest of all siiis to be found I should say to 

allow your shortcomings to gain vulgar notoriety." 

"Alas and alack ! dear aunt," answered Sigmund, looking 
up at a portrait of his father in uniform, "the unfortunate turn 
things have taken is due to what one may call a concatenation 
of adventitious circumstances." 

' ' Adventitious fiddlesticks ! " 

"Gould I foresee the fearful catastrophe which brought 
about publicity ? " 

" And then," went on madame, remembering herself, " axe. 
you not filled with a sense of your wrongdoing ?" 

" Best and kindest of aunts 1 lecture me not, I beseech you. 
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Leave it to uncle ; he does it so well, and it gives him so much 
pleasure. I had to take to the water this morning to get rid 
of him. It made me think of the fellow who got into the 
font when ' somebody ' came to fetch him." 

"Will you never be serious, Sigmund ? " 

"The gods bear me witness, but I feel so just now," and 
in truth his looks belied him not. 

He remained in town about a month, during which he saw 
much of Lady Phillpott, who felt real interest in his career. 
She gave him much sound advice, which he laid to heart. 
" You will very soon be entering life," she said, "and I beg 
of you, dear, to bear in mind that pleasure is but the ou 
with which the machine of business should be lubricated. Be 
serious, Sigmund, and moderate in everything, for my sake." 

He went to Cambridge for six weeks during the Long 
Vacation and studied hard. 

. Quiet and monastic is the dear old place during the spell 
of holiday, with its almost deserted courts and halls, its placid 
days and peaceful nights, outraged by none of the noisy 
saturnalia of the "fast" men, for that branch of the genus 
undergraduate makes not its clattery, swaggery appearance 
till October. Then he bursts forth luxurious in " chessboard " 
garb and eyeglass, giant cigar, and terrier, a thing of joy 
to pilfering shopman and gyp, if a bugbear to distracted dean 
and tutor. 
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CHAPTER XXXYIT. 

And now Sigmund's university career is drawing to a dose, 
and 'tis as well, for we have, methinks, had enough of it. 

We will find him in his college rooms as he rises and 
stretches himself after a spell of labour. 

It is a fine warm day in November, one of summer's rare 
loiterers, and the student goes to the open window and looks 
out. There plashes the fountain in the centre of the quad- 
rangle, whilst two old women, supposed to be drawing water, 
are gossiping. 

It is a " Scarlet Day," when reverend doctors don the pink, 
and Sigmund perceives the master of the college (who is 
vice-chancellor this year) in his crimson robes, escorted to 
the University church by a couple of mace-bearing Esquires- 
Bedell, whilst the bell of Great St. Mary's booms out a throb- 
bing note. 

" Come and hear the University Sermon," says a friend 
passing under the window. 

" Oh, I have no time." 

" Humbug ! Come along ; it's the Bishop of ." 

Thus pressed Le Fannu gives way, and getting into his 
academicals joins his friend outside. 

That sermon impressed him deeply. Beyond its polished 
erudition and move eloquence, the life of the prelate s words 
made their way to Sigmund's heart and dimmed his eyes 
with tears, which he hoped his friend would not perceive. 
Instead of growing impassioned and rapid at the peroration, 
his lordship became more slowly distinct and impressive, 
dropping out the last few sentences in clear low tones, whilst 
the voice quivered with ever so little of emotion. 

The rapt silence in which sat the spell-bound congregation 
for several seconds after the last word had died away was a 
more eloquent proof of their feelings than would have been 
the most vociferous of "hear hears," had such marks of 
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approval been permissible. Sigmund went back to his room 
and had a good think, by far the deepest and longest he 
had ever embarked in. Honestly did he resolve to take a 
more serious view of life, and be less happy-go-lucky in 
future. His thoughts went the round of a good many 
kindred subjects, and amongst other things he blamed him- 
self for much of the ill-feeling subsisting between himself 
and his uncle. 

" He is disagreeable, I must say ; but then I often make 
him worse by behaving like a brute. One must allow for his 
defective education as a man." 

Then he reviewed all his closer acquaintances, yclept 
" friends," and discovered that he did not care much for any 
of them. He was very fond of his aunt ; Lady Phillpott he 
respected, wondered at, admired, and sometimes almost loved, 
when Dot too demonstrative. Notch he rather liked, and — 
that was all ! He would not give half-a-crown ever to see 
any of the others again. But he was perhaps in a misanthropic 
mood when he made these reflections. He determined, how- 
ever, to do his very utmost to prepare himself for the forth- 
coming Tripos, to work harder than ever during the two months 
which still intervened before the Honours examinations; 
to see less of his friends, and to live much " lower, "cutting 
off almost all liquor and eating less. He imagined that this 
system would give him a clearer head, though of a truth he 
had lately been exceeding in no way. 

A letter which he received next day from Lady Phillpott, 
once more in Germany, served to strengthen his determina- 
tion to strain every nerve at his work, for she wrote, " I am 
deeply interested in the coming contest. I would give my 
right hand, could that be of any use, that you should do well. 
For my part, I should dearly love to join the joust of know- 
ledge, and take my place in the (class) lists. $ev ! <p€v ! I am 
but a woman, and therefore doomed to obscurity — 

" (ppovtlv <os SctvoV, €v$a firj rcXy Xvy (fipovovvri. ; * 

but in your successes, cousin, I shall enjoy my own. Pro- 
fessor Einzwei, of Bonn, says that the problem you send has 
six possible solutions, unless, of course, you eliminate the 
negative cases. You shall have it next week. Sir John's 
gout is troublesome, and he is very irritable. He cast my 

* " Sad fate it is to possess knowledge which ne'er can win its wage." — 
Soph. *Ed. &, 
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4 Anakreon ' through the window yesterday, because the book 
was under him when he sat down." 

He went out and met his old friend and tutor the Bey. 
Thomas Tredwell. By-the-bye, amongst the very short list 
of persons Sigmund would have given the half-crown ever to 
see again, I forgot to mention the name of this worthy and 
kind-hearted gentleman, who had come up to vote on some 
important Senate question. 

" Well, Le Fannu," quoth the clergyman jovially, " I hear 
great things of you for the Tripos ; you are expected to do 
very well." Another spur to exertion. 

The following day he commenced putting his anchorite 
plan into execution, and fancied he felt the better for it. He 
would rise at six and read till nine, when he ate of a frugal 
breakfast, after which he went on till two, his dinner hour. 
Half an hour's walk, and then to his books again till seven, 
when he took a light tea. At nine he began again, and read 
on till midnight or later, altogether about fourteen hours a day. 

There are some men of bovine constitution who can do this 
sort of thing with impunity for months together ; thick-set or 
wiry north countrymen, with nerves of whipcord, who have 
led a typical existence, and who, after a six hours' stretch of 
reading, can sleep a dreamless seven-hours' sleep from the 
instant their heads touch the pillow. These are the hard- 
headed Senior Wranglers and Smith's Prizemen, though 
seldom Senior Classics, men often as ignorant of the world as 
they are familiar with. Quaternians; bright as crystal and 
hard as quartz, but no more fitted for the outer life than would 
be a tumbrel for a pleasure vehicle in the park. 

Sigmund, alas, perhaps for him, was none of these. The 
first intimation he had that he was overtaxing his powers was 
the gradual deterioration in the quality of his sleep, for it 
became nightly more peopled and dreamful ; the brain would 
grotesquely continue the labours of the day, distorting and 

iumbling all in unhealthy confusion, so that in the morning 
Le would awake but little refreshed. Then as dreams became 
more vivid they would awake him, and he would lie for hours 
with active thoughts and throbbing temples. To allay this 
he sometimes read in bed half the night. The morning would 
find him wretchedly ill and depressed, but he had no time for 
the luxury of indisposition, for he was now in the second 
week of December, and there were still oceans of work to be 
got through. Further spurred by letters from Lady Phillpott 
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and one from Dr. Pointgrave, which last said, " If you do not 
do well at the coming trial it will be your own fault, for your 
opportunities have been brilliant/' he struggled on, saying to 
himself, " Only a little longer and it will be all over." 

One night he awoke after a terrible dream, and sat up in 
bed. In his excited imagination he saw before him that sight 
which was so indelibly graven on his memory, his father's 
lifeless body. Next day he feared the coming night. He 
went round to a doctor of his acquaintance and asked for a 
prescription for some sort of quieting medicine of soporific 
properties. 

" Your best physic is exercise," quoth the doctor. " You 
h&rclly take any, it seems. You shall have some hydrate of 
chloral, but it is a bad habit to get into. Now go and stretch 
your limbs a bit, and think of nothing at all." 

&igmund remembered his canoe, which he had not used 
for a long time. He determined to do so now, and accord- 
ingly donned flannels and pea-coat and started off. He 
was astonished how heavy felt slim Cinderella (alas ! the 
name made him very sad now) as he forged her through the 
water* He continued, however, and paddled some miles up 
stream, when he had the misfortune to upset whilst stooping 
down to squeeze under a low bridge, which in the then swollen 
state of the river left very little room for passage. He felt 
thoroughly chilled by the time he reached home, and that 
night fell into a tiresome shivering fever. In this state the 
chloral, of which he took about five doses in one, served only 
to make him worse, and when his old bed-maker, who was 
very fond of him, saw him next morning, the worthy dame 
marched off for the doctor without a word of warning. " Com- 
plete rest and the utmost care, my friend, or you will find 
yourself in a mess," quoth the doctor gravely. 

A week later the patient was on his feet again, though he 
looked almost cadaverous, and he had a cough which when it 
seized him shook his whole frame. " More generous diet and 
more exercise, mark you that," observed the doctor that even- 
ing; and in pursuance of this injunction Sigmund did the 
worst thing possible, for next morning at daybreak he went 
out again in his canoe. 

' It was a gray, dull dawning, misty and raw ; thick vapours 
hung low over the fields, clinging clammy to the cheerless 
willows, and the stream rolled full and muddy, though ever 
irifegfgish, with thin ice at the edges.- Hardly could he see ten 
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feet in front of him ; weird and chilly loomed the objects on 
the shore. He had not slept an hour the previous night and 
felt half dazed, but he said, "I don't mean to be beaten 
by Cinderella ; she shall not pitch me out this time." But as 
he went along slowly the fact forced itself upon h\n\ that 
the exertion was too great. In his debility the work made 
him to break out into profuse perspiration- and his head 
seemed to swim. It was with difficulty that he avoided up- 
setting. At last he gave in, running the canoe ashore at a 
point about a mile from where he had started. He landed and 
sat thinking on the bank. All at once ungovernable rage 
seized him, for he felt that he was breaking down utterly. 

"It is all that infernal ducking which has done it ! " he 
shouted out. ' ' What will become of me ? I am going mad 1 " 

Dragging the canoe out of water he attacked it with 
maniacal fury, stamping in her comely sides, breaking her up 
and casting the bits into the water. He dashed the paddle 
against a tree and snapped it, then stood with bleeding hands, 
the sweat running down his face ; his panting breath hung in 
clouds on the dank air. He thought to jump in and drown 
himself, but felt sure that he would only swim out again from 
the absurd little stream instead, and somehow he remembered 
Pointgrave and decided not to bathe. 

It was strange, but the attack seemed to have calmed him 
for the nonce, and he reached his rooms feeling less crushed 
and leaden than he had for some time. His one idea was to 
(?o on working, and this he proceeded to do ; but ere long the 
dreadful uneasiness crept over him so that he could not sit 
still. In the evening his cough grew very troublesome. 

" I will have a good sleep to-night, anyhow," muttered he, 
and hardly knowing what he was about the poor fellow filled 
a tumbler with brandy and drained it. 

That night he became delirious. 

"I have been to your tutor myself, Le Fannu," said the 
doctor, " for, without wishing to frighten you, I must say that 
I consider your condition precarious. He is very kind. He 
allows you to leave Cambridge for a week (during which I 
forbid you to open a book ; do you hear ?), and if at the end 
of that time you do not feel equal to the strain, I will grant 
you an agrotat, and he will procure a grace allowing you to 
go up next year." 

" Oh, never, never ! I must " 

"Now shut up your boolyS for the present and be off to 
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town ; you can write to me in a few days giving me news of 
yourself." 

The next day Sigmund went to London and stayed with 
Frank. 

" My God, I say, you have no right to go on ! You will 
injure yourself for life, old fellow," exclaimed his friend 
when he saw him. "You have been overdoing it like so 
many men I have known, and some of them are in the mad- 
house, and others (the more fortunate) in the churchyard. 
Now that is a thing I never risked by overworking my 
brains, as you know, and if I can prevent it you shall not do 
so either." 

Perhaps Sigmund would have followed this counsel, but a 
cruel thing happened which made him reject it. His tutor 
had written to Dr. Pointgrave, now as usual at Nasuto, 
advising him that Le Fannu had better postpone his examina- 
tion for a twelvemonth; and this is the letter Sigmund 
received a few days after arriving in town and just as he was 
beginning to feel a little better : — 

"I have received a communication from your college tutor 
which I confess puzzles me, but it staggers me too. 

"What is this nonsense I hear about 'nervous prostra- 
tion ' ? /was never nervously prostrate before an examina- 
tion, because I was always ready ! You cannot be surprised 
therefore if I, and others, be led to attribute your conduct to 
another motive. However, it only serves to corroborate my 
predictions concerning you, for the ' smoke-a-pipe-drink-a- 
pot' life you have so long been leading, chambering and 
wantonness, dissipation and disgusting excess, have produced 
their natural fruit, and my prophecies are realised. Your 
aunt is much grieved not to say disgusted about you. If 
you are not utterly wanting in manly courage you will not 
shirk this examination, but will go in and do your best. 
Next year it would be just the same, for you would be 
demoralised. Now or never ! " 

After this Sigmund's mind was made up. 

" I shall go in," he said. 

" Let me implore you not to," urged Frank ; " it may cost 
you your reason." 

"Let it!" 

" Your uncle must either be ignorant of your condition or 
else (excuse my saying so) bent on killing you." 
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" Who knows!" 

" You will at least let me take you to my doctor here and 
listen to him." 

"It is useless. My mind is made up. I can rub along 
very well till the time— only ten days more— on morphia and 
champagne. Now that my plan is settled I feel better 
already/' and Sigmund smiled a sickly smile and his eyes 
shone brightly ; they were rather sunken, all round the orbit 
the face was greyish. 

" And afterwards ? " asked Frank. 

"Afterwards the foul fiend may fetch me for all I pare ! 
No one shall accuse me of cowardice ! " Next moment the tears 
were coursing down his cheeks. 

Frank thumped the table in vexed compassion. Unable to 
persuade the sufferer to accompany him to the doctor, he sent 
for that person, who very soon came to the same conclusion 
as had his Cambridge colleague, and who, at Frank's request, 
wrote to Fointgrave to that effect. The result of this was to 
,elicit a letter of overt sarcasm (Pointgrave wrote about "the 
gay debauche # now whining like a woman ") which nearly 
sent Sigmund into a fit, so that the doctor had to inject some 
morphia and shrug his shoulders meaningly. 

"May I never leave this room alive if I do not honestly 
think your uncle wants to do for you ! *v exclaimed Frank, 
and the table got another thump. 

Sigmund went back to Cambridge two days before the 
Mathematical Tripos, and Frank went with him. Primed 
with stimulants (for that was now the only way the thing 
could be managed), he went through the first three days of 
the examination. On leaving the Senate House the third day, 
he staggered and fell unconscious in the street. "I felt," he 
said afterwards, " as if something were whizzing in my head, 
like a watch when the mainspring is broken." 

He had a mild attack of brain fever, but got his degree, 
which was what he desired. 

A couple of months later he left England for the South, 
arriving one evening at Nasuto. , 

He was received by his aunt with every mark of kindness 
and genuine anxiety at his altered looks. 

" My dear boy, I had no notion you had been so ill. Tour 
uncle merely mentioned something about your being slightly 
indisposed." 

" Did he show you the letters the doctors wrote him ? " 
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"I have heard nothing about them, . By-the-bye have you 
heard that he is probably going to have a makori de santi 

here ? a place, you know, for people who axe a bit " and 

the lady significantly touched, her forehead. 

" Quelle canaille!" muttered Sigmund after a pause, and 
thought of what Frank had said. 

Sigmund had come of age during the preceding summer, 
and had of course enjoyed his whole income ever since. It 
brought him ease if not exactly opulence. He had made a will 
at the time leaving his aunt everything in the unlikely case of 
her surviving him. 

During his minority part of the income had been allowed 
to accumulate, amounting finally to a fair sum, and to this 
Sigmund had looked to pay certain outstanding debts. But, 
strange coincidence ! the very morning after his majority his 
uncle had bustled into the room and presented memoranda 
whereby it was proved as clear as day that the young man 
owed him exactly this sum for moneys advanced ! Said young 
man had foolishly filled in a cheque for the sum and tossed it 
over. It was pocketed with pompous alacrity. 

But this is rather a digression. 

Sigmuncf would sit all day in the sun doing nothing, which 
was the very best treatment for his complaint, and ere long 
his looks improved considerably. 

Oh, glorious elasticity of youth ! thou art godlike in thy 
vitality! 

One day Dr. Pointgrave addressed him in the following 
terms : — 

"Now that you are completely recovered from your self - 
produced indisposition, to which, by-the-bye, I never attached 
any importance, it is time that we should consider about your 
future. You are of age, I am no longer your guardian, but 
I flatter myself that you will be happy to have the benefit of 
my advice and experience. I suggest that you should soon 
return to England and enter your name at St. Timothy's 
Hospital,, where I hope you will work hard and redeem to 
some extent the undignified fiasco with which you terminated 
your University career. Ah, that was truly a case of much 
cry and little wool ! I " 

Sigmund had spoken little to his uncle of late. He still 
felt weak and heavy, and anything but pugnacious ; his nervous 
system, thoug;h much restored in tone, was still exceedingly 
irritable. It is no wonder then that this discourse of the 
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doctor's jagged his temper very much. He started up (they 
were in a garden) and moved away without answering. 

"Ha! " said Pointgrave bitterly. "Like father like son. 
Stubborn as a mule, and bent on your own " 

Sigmund turned on him like a Hon : " Another word and I 
will not answer for myself ! " and his fingers worked convul- 
sively. " Enough ! Hold your tongue, I say, and leave me 
in peace or " 

Pointgrave retreated hastily. In doinff so he stepped on a 
bordering of low rockwork, lost his balance, and sat down 
amongst some geraniums. 

That same evening Sigmund packed up his things and be- 
took himself to Nice. He would have gone farther but for 
one reason. 

And what was that ? 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

" ChercJm la Femme .'" 

Yes, you have guessed right, astute reader ! He had seen 
her but twice, and had never spoken to her. About a fort- 
night before he had noticed two ladies approaching him along 
one of the olive-shaded paths of the garden where it was his 
wont to tarry. They were both tall, their gait was at once 
stately and natural, their costume denoted mourning. One 
appeared to be about forty (though her hair was snow white, 
the complexion was still fresh and the walk elastic), the 
other half that age, and from the striking likeness between 
them there was little doubt but what here were mother and 
daughter. 

As they sauntered past him Sigmund overheard that they 
were conversing in German, a language he understood pretty 
well, though from want of practice spoke but haltingly. 

" I am tired of Nice, Greyhen," said the elder one, " with 
all its life and racket. Let us come to this place till we leave 
for Italy." 

"As you will, mother," answered the girl, and her voice 
was sweet and rather deep for a woman's ; " but we must stay 
out the month, for you know the terms we obtained at the 
pension were agreed to on that understanding." 

"It is a great nuisance," returned the mother pettishly, 
and then they moved beyond earshot. 

Sigmund turned and looked after them. The girl carried 
her mantle on her arm. The plain close-fitting cashmere 
dress displayed a figure which was simply perfection. A 
broad-brimmed hat of black straw, with ample ostritch feathers 
of like sombre hue, was worn thrown back and a little on 
one side, whilst a thick plait of tawny hair garnished with a 
black bow hung down her back. At this moment she care- 
lessly stooped to pick a flower, and then, evidently doubtful 
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whether she had any right to do so, looked round to ascertain 
if she had been observed. 

And thus, for the first time, their eyes met. 

She blushed a little, timidity and pride struggled in her 
countenance, and for the life of hhn Sigmund could not help 
smiling. Let me describe the face now, though truly he did 
not observe so closely at first, his eyes dwelling almost more* 
on the superb figure, straight and springy, girlish yet womanly, 
of this free-limbed Teuton maid. Here was a countenance 
far from faultless, and for more reasons than one, to wit 
three : the cheeks were a little too full, the eyebrows not per- 
fectly curved, the nose nondescript, though in no wise offen- 
sive. But here stops the fault-finding, for the rest was 
excellent. Beautiful indeed was the complexion, and to what 
can I more fittingly compare it than the sun's blush on a wild 
rose's leaf ; and mark ye, reader mine, the mouth and teeth 
were lovely, ay sweet, like the fragrant heart of the flower of 
which the cheeks were the petals ! Forehead broad and low, 
and hair of natural waviness, chin rounded and of more 
" character " than would have pleased a " brittle " man ; but, 
ye gods ! did not the eyes make up for it in their contempla- 
tive sweetness and self-possession ! Cool grey eyes and steady, 
which rather looked through you inquisitively, though in 
pleasant questioning ; eyes which would have sanctified a face 
with red hair and freckles. But here, in truth, they had no 
such arduous task to perform, only lighting up with pleasant 
ray a well-knit column of female loveliness. 

Much of all this did Sigmund note when she repassed him 
on her way out of the garden, for he took very good care to 
be on the road. 

This time she was not conversing ; her head was inclined 
in thought whilst she slowly swung her parasol, a weapon 
she inadvertently let fall, and Sigmund hastening forward 
presented it to her. 

That fleeting glance and reserved bow hung about his mind 
for two days, and on the third it drew him to Nice. He met 
her on the promenade along the sea. She saw and recog- 
nised him ; at least the grey eyes said so — eyes full of soul, 
yet dashed with a sweet shrinking consciousness. 

And this is why he went to Nice after the scene with his 
uncle. 

Sitting rather lonely, though hardly in sad mood, in his 
hotel room, he said to himself, " A girl to whom I could be 
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at once slave and lord. A girl who would understand me, 
becoming my second self in intimate confidence ! There is 
something about her which sticks to my memory. Oh, if I 
only make her acquaintance ! " _ 

He dined, and arank a bottle of good " Hermitage ; " he 
went to the Opera and — found himself her neighbour ! I am 
prepared to lay a big wager that neither of them knew mtich 
of what was going on behind the footlights. What to say to 
her ; ah, how to begin ! 

Gretchen had a tortoiseshell fan with which she played 
nervously and then broke by too much toying. 

The Hermitage made Sigmund say, " Do you often destroy" 
your fans like that, mademoiselle ? " addressing her in French. 

She looked at him for a good ten seconds, during which his 
eyes dropped, and then quietly answered— 

"No." 

On the other side of her was her mother. 

"Take my fan, dear," observed that lady. 

It was entr'acte, and women were selling fans at fiity cen- 
times about the house. 

He purchased one and presented it to his neighbour. 
" Simple but effective," he remarked. 

Gretchen hesitated before accepting the offering, then she 
coolly said, "You evidently want to make my acquaintance. 
Why?" 

Despite his wit and the "Hermitage" Sigmund could 
answer nothing at first. The curtain rose, and under cover 
of the orchestra's clang iie then whispered naively — 

"Do not be offended with me; I mean no harm; do not 
think me impertinent. I have longed to be able to speak to 
you ever since I first saw you in the garden. I am no 
adventurer. Do let me know you ! I know that this is a 
mad way of commencing an acquaintance, but " 

He looked at her as she glanced at him in some surprise ; 
his cheeks were glowing and his heart thumped absurdly. 

" Do speak to me one kind word. I am aU alone, and have 
nobod — I have come to Nice to make your acquaintance ! " 

His eyes must have ably seconded his words and pleaded 
too in extenuation of their strangeness, for the look he got, 
furtive and hesitating, was not repellent. 

Low were the lamps, 'twas a moonlight scene. Her gloved 
hand rested on the arm of her "fauteuil;" he placed his 
hand on hers. Not all too quickly did she draw away, but 
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when she did so he heard a low sigh, with more of sadness 
than sentiment in it. As for him, the imperfect touch swept 
through his frame, and most fortunately for his suit she noted 
his ill-concealed emotion — eloquent and potent homage ! 

Soon they were conversing with a certain ease. The elder 
lady noted this, and Sigmund clearly heard her whisper to 
her daughter in German, "Why do you enter into conversa- 
tion with a stranger ?" 

A foreigner would have bowed, smiled, and gracefully pre- 
sented his card, with some such little speech as "Permit me 
to remedy this defect;" but Sigmund, looking rather con- 
fused, only said, "Forgive me for having addressed your 
daughter, madam/' and, after a pause, "My pleasure at see- 
ing her again ran away with my manners.' 9 

Had he been less impressed he might have acted with more 
courage and tact, though hardly with happier results ; for the 
simplicity and candour of his speech were irresistible, and 
made the elder lady smile in spite of herself. 

"Again, sir?" she asked, with raised eyebrows. 

"Yes, I saw you a short time since in the Jardin St. 
Antoine at Nasuto." 

" It is the gentleman, mamma, who picked up my parasol." 

"Why, dear?" 

"Well, I let it drop." 

"Indeed!" 

At last Sigmund bethought him of his card-case and pre- 
sented his name. This occurred during an entr'acte when 
the house was, more Gallico, deserted, and as they occupied 
seats in what is called the strangers' box, the little ceremony 
passed off unnoticed. 

For all this step in advance it is questionable whether the 
intimacy so ardently desired by Sigmund would have waxed 
so rapidly as he wished but for an event which fairly broke 
down the barrier of the elder lady's reserve. During the 
third act there rose a cry of "Fire!" though it afterwards 
proved to be a false alarm. 

Panic seized the house, and these ladies were not spared 
the contagion. Sigmund experienced a moment of abject 
fear and then recovered himself. 

They were in the passage, a surging crowd about them, 
struggle, confusion, a rush, a throng of maniacs. 

" Keep near me, dear," said Sigmund to GTetchen. 

Her mother was a pace or two in front. 
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Out went the gas ; they tumbled on in utter darkness. 

Sigmund bethought him of a box of wax matches he had in 
his pocket, but 'twas hard work to get at them, for they were 
jammed in by infected cowards. 

At last he managed to strike a light. 

They found themselves close to a door which opened on to 
the entrance-hall of the house. 

In the rush Gretchen stumbled and would have fallen but 
for her companion. With all his might he tried and suc- 
ceeded in stemming for one short instant the tossing crowd, 
which howled and yelled imprecations at the interruption, but 
that brief moment probably saved the girlVlife, rescuing her 
from being trampled upon. The next thing they clearly re- 
membered was the cool breath of the open air. 

What formality could survive this mauling ? 

They reached the Jardin Publique and sat down on one of 
the benches in the placid moonlight. The attire of either lady 
had been sadly damaged in the scuffle, their cloaks left behind, 
and Gretchen's raiment was in shreds. 

From a neighbouring cafe Sigmund obtained wraps sufficient 
to enable them to return home, whither he accompanied them. 

"Oh, I do admire courage!" whispered Gretchen, "and 
you have shown it." 

It was the happiest moment our hero had lived for a long 
time. 

" Gretchen, ich liebe dich ! " he answered impulsively. It 
was a hackneyed phrase, but in his earnestness he said it well. 
He did not, however, venture to pause and note how his very 
daring remark was taken, but, turning to the mother, went 
on rapidly, "Good-night, madam. I shall have the honour 
of calling on you to-morrow, and I sincerely trust that I shall 
find you none the worse for this fright." 

"Nay, do not leave us yet, sir." (Formality had received 
its death-blow!) 

"I shall be only too happy not to!" was the hearty re- 
joinder. 

" Will you, then, accept of a little refreshment with us ?" 

"Most willingly." 

The summoned waiter informed them that very little was 
to be had at that hour. They ordered of the best under the 
circumstances. 

" This is a house of small pretensions," remarked the elder 
lady f 
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"Not 90 whilst I be in it!" 

1 ( How — how mean you ? " 

" I pretend to become your intimate friend. I know I am 
presumptuous, perhaps indelicate. You must think me ill- 
bred or else eccentric. But no matter, you cannot refuse me, 
for — for I feel that we shall be the best friends." 

This curious speech produced a very different effect to what 
it might have under less auspicious circumstances. The elder 
lady advanced and gave him both hands, with the hearty 
words, " Let us be friends ! " Gretchen met his eye, and a 
slight shiver seemed to pass over her, whilst the colour left 
her cheek, though but to surge back violently an instant 
later. 

He went up to her with extended hand. 

She took it silently, and through the locked fingers each 
felt a soul-stirring current. 

Over the viands these three conversed almost like old 
friends. (Formality lay dead under the table !) Sigmund, with 
a quaint terseness peculiar to him, sketched out his life up to 
the present day, and all the time he knew not even the name 
of these people. 

■ " Er ist zu herzlich, mamma ! " * broke out Gretchen when 
he ceased. 

What he. learned in exchange for his confidence was as 
follows. Their name was Van Oud. They were from the 
Rhine, though the father had been of Dutch origin. He had 
died the year before, leaving the exchequer in "a bad way, 
though up till his demise they had lived in luxury. Change 
of fortune and the weight of other troubles had seriously im- 
paired the mother's health, to restore which they had taken td 
travel and change. 

TJiis information he obtained from Fran van Oud, for the 
daughter spoke little at first. Later on (it was a few minutes 
before he took his leave) she said, "You puzzle me com- 
pletely. You are inexperienced, and yet not inexperienced. 
Can you understand what I mean ? The only " 

i{ Oh, I know well that my first words to you to-night were 
alike shameless and clumsy. Forgive them!" 

She looked steadily at him, and then as she spoke her eyes 

fell. "Do you know that your words were perhaps the best 

you could have chosen, for they were very unlike the ordinary 

address- of a man. Had it been otherwise I should have 

* " He is too nice, mamma 1" . 1> *£ 
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repelled you." She paused, and then added, "You must be 
either very inexperienced or very clever." 

"Or very much in earnest, and therefore all too natural. 
Good night. Good night, Gretchen ! " (this very low). 
"Madam, I shall have the honour of calling on you to- 
morrow." He had once known an Austrian family residing 
in Brussels, and, recalling one of their customs, he now bent 
over the elder lady's hand and touched it with his lips. She 
smiled at the old-fashioned act of courtesy which has almost 
died out in Germany. 

For a fortnight the course of their acquaintance ran smooth, 
quickly ripening to warmest friendship. 

He saw them daily. 

Their characters were very different, a fact he was not long 
in discovering. Parent and child were as unlike in mind as 
they were similar in appearance. This difference may be 
broadly defined by describing the mother's character as essen- 
tially French and the daughter's as essentially German. Their 
only points in common seemed to be their perfect breeding, 
and a weighing, shrinking sadness which even at moments of 
animation never wholly left them. But in this last common 
feature^ too, there was a difference in kind, for whereas Frau 
van Oud was ever ready to sigh " Ach Gott !" and pass her 
handkerchief lightly over her eyes with a little shake of tho 
head, her daughter never complained. 

Sigmund more than once saw Gretchen's eyes suffused with 
tears, and it was always after he had ventured to be a little 
tender ; but the girl did her honest best not to let him mark 
her weakness. He felt real delight in her society, and this 
quite apart from the attractiveness of her person, for there 
seemed from the first to spring up an understanding between 
them. He talked to her with the openness of an old friend ; 
he told her all his history, his experiences, and troubles, and 
his confidence was encouraged by her evident interest in his 
recital. But in faith he heard very little from the girl in 
return, and at the end of the fortnight he would have known 
no more about his friends than he did on the first night of 
their acquaintance had it not been for the mother. 

This lady had a partiality for talking of herself and her 
former life, so different from that she was now leading; a 
little weakness in no way offensive, because it evidently arose 
not from any vulgar vanity, but from the sweet-sad pleasure 
of calling up a happier past. 
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Harmless though it was, Gretchen by no means encouraged 
her mother's foible. 

" For heaven's sake, mamma," she would say, looking up 
sharply, " let us talk of something else ! " 

But notwithstanding this Sigmund managed to glean one 
or two more important facts from the parent's amiable 
garrulity. 

One morning, on arriving at his friends' rooms, he found 
that Gretchen had gone out to the bank with her mother's 
signature for the laudable purpose of drawing money. Frau 
van Oud was reclining on the sofa and listlessly reading the 
Kolnuche Zeitung, which world-famed sheet she daily received. 
There was a Marie- Antoinette type about this lady's face and 
person which the abundant and wavy white hair, brought 
rather low and bushy down on the forehead, served to 
accentuate. 

" Ach Gott ! " she sighed, and tears were in her eyes. " I 
am just reading of the sale of our old place at Bingen. My 
dear, dear home, which I remember when I was no higher 
than this table. The ancient house with all its comforts and 
cosiness, the suite of state apartments for balls, the old trees 
and shrubberies, the vineyards and weinUse in autumn 
with all the attendant festivities, the guests and merriness, 
the rides and river excursions, the shooting parties in winter, 
the skating and sledging, the fresh spring-time and the 
asparagus season, the glorious summer with its enchanting 

moonlit nights, all, all past and gone, all " and the poor 

lady fairly broke down and sobbed. 

Seating himself beside her and taking her hand he gently 
led her on to speak of the past in more detail — no very hard 
task, though, in truth, he felt it to be rather a traitorous 
action, knowing so well that Gretchen would not have liked it. 

The interest he took in the girl herself must, indeed, be his 
excuse. 
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"It is not fair," began Frau van Oud of ^er own accord, 
" that after the openness with which you have spoken about 
yourself you should know nothing of us, and I will tell you all 
— all, that is — enough in fact to repay your confidence. I 
was the child of General de Sack, who, as you may have heard, 
served with distinction under the first Napoleon. When there 
was no more fighting to be done, my father, still in the prime 
of life, returned to his native Rhine, turned vine-grower, and 
died a millionaire. I was brought up in the lap of luxury, 
and I know that I am an utterly unpractical woman. I was the 
richest and (alas, I may say so now) one of the best-looking 
heiresses on the Rhine, and many were the offers for my 
hand. Punning on my father's name, they used to call me 
'der schone Gold-Sack.' The suitor I selected was a man in 
a thousand ; brave, kind-hearted, and affectionate was my 

r)or dear husband, and we were very happy. His family, as 
told you, was of Dutch extraction, and it is therefore the 
more surprising that with all his qualities he had not the 
faintest idea of the value of money. Ill qualified as I was by 
education for the post, he nevertheless looked on me as an 
authority in matters pecuniary, and always came to me for 
advice. To me of all people ! Would that he had followed 
it, even such as it was ! He had an ample private fortune of 
his own, and thus we lived in much style, keeping open house 
for nine months in the year for our numberless friends. 
Gretchen could tell you of the glories of our position, but poor 
girl, she speaks not willingly of the Fast. 

" Our happiness and prosperity were too great to last. My 
dear husband was an active-minded but idle man, with much 
learning and talent but no regular profession. With all his 
pleasures time hung heavily on his hands. In an evil hour 
he engaged in business, taking up this, that, and the other — 
things of which he knew no more than the babe unborn. 
''•.••• s 
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" Factories were started, mines dug, railways commenced ; 
you can understand it, cannot you ? The Jews settled on hm^ 
and grew fat, bluebottle like ; they were promoters, jobbers, 
experts, inventors, patent agents, and whatnot, but all rogues 
of course. 

" Our ample fortune melted away cruelly, and at his urgent 
request (would that I had been firmer, but I never could 
refuse him anything) I signed away thousands of my own. 
Still we went on living splendidly, for we were ever on the eve 
of a colossal f ortund — so said at least the Hebrew vultures, the 
riggers and expjpiteurd, with their fussy sham openness and 
lisping volubility, and we believed it. Then " 

But here the sound of footstops interrupted the recital, and 
next moment Gretchen, tall and graceful, her colour somewhat 
heightened? presumably by exercise, her hair the least bit in 
disorder, and a spray of white lilac in her bosom, entered the 
room. 

She favoured Sigmund with a scrutinising glance as she 
greeted him, and there was a shade less of cordiality than 
usual in her manner, but this last appeared to originate from 
mental preoccupation rather than anything else. She ap- 
proached her mother, and bending down spoke a few .words 
rapidly and in dialect. Frau van Oud appeared much moved 
by what she heard. 

Sigmund looked out of window. 

" Shall we go for the sail to Ville-Franche this afternoon, 
as we projected yesterday ? The wind is favourable," said 
he. 

" I would rather stay at home," returned Gretchen, " let us 
put off our sail till to-morrow. Come and pass the afternoon 
here. I will read some Goethe to you and explain him to the 
best of my ability ; he was my poor] father's favourite poet, 
and he used to instruct me in him." 

"Your voice is ever music to me, Gretchen dear, even 
without the great words of your first poet — for in my humble 
judgment I place him above Schiller. Your accents hang on 
my ear after I leave you, and I live in memory till I see you 
again!" 

He said this in no whisper, careless, perhaps desirous, that 
her mother should hear him. It was in all conscience an 
ardent phrase ! 

The girl blushed, and her eyes met his with an expression 
which caused a shiver through his frame; but an instant 
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later she was pale as death. The eyes fell, the arms hung 
dejectedly, and a look of anguish and shame Swept oyer 
the face. 

A moment later she had cast herself into an arm-chair and 
Was sobbing convulsively. 

He was at her feet in an instant and lavishing every burn- 
ing expression of comfort and sympathy upon her. He took 
her hand and covered it with lasses, murmuring, "Forgive 
my words, Gretchen, if they pained you ! " 

Her mother advanced, and in the good lady's eyes were 
tears. 

" Leave us now, my friend," she whispered. "Let me calm 
her. Return at three o'clock if you will ! " 

He rose and cast a parting glance at the girl whose head 
lay back on the chair. The expression he saw there, full of 
acutest suffering and despair, made him start, and he would 
have remained had not her mother whisperingly repeated her 
behest. 

So he left the room. 
• His mind was in a whirl with a thousand blending emo- 
tions ; love, sorrow, wonder, and, ay, perhaps even suspicion, 
though he knew not of what, but above all, and ten thousand 
times greater than all — love ! It broke upon him now for the 
first time with vividness that he cared for this strange Rhenish 
girl as he had never before cared for any woman, and when 
he reached home and found a letter from his aunt (he had 
taken measures to let her know his whereabouts) this very 
missive helped to convince him how Gretchen had come to fill 
his heart. For Mrs. Pointgrave wrote — 

"Dearest Nephew, — Let me implore you to proceed at 
once to London and follow the advice your uncle gave you. 
He says you knocked him down. .Did you ? Your motive 
for tarrying in Nice is no secret to us, for you have been 
seen. I will not particularise further. Must you, I say must 
you, always be the dupe of some shallow liaison? Can you not 
see that life has other and more serious aims than pleasure ? — 
these last your uncle's own words. Please be off at once. You 
know I speak for your good, my dear Sigmund. Write by 
return of post to say you are on the eve of departure, and let 
me know what Lady X., Madame de Y., and Mrs. Z. are 
wearing ; you must have seen them on the promenade. 

< < Your devoted aunt, " A. P." 
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And now, after reading this, did Sigmund for the first time 
wholly appreciate the strength of the anchor which held him. 

He passed the afternoon with the Van Ouds, and returned 
to his hotel fairly intoxicated with the subtle essence which 
moistens Cupid's dart. Two whole hours passed in close con- 
verse with her ; the sweet low melody of her voice, the 
intelligence of the eye, the expression of the lips, and the 
fragrance of her hair as they bent over the volume ; the balmy 
spring day sighing in through open window ; the sweet 
flowers about the room — he was drunk, ay, morally drunk 
with wild happiness. Potent adjunct to his passion there was 
the element of the mysterious, for some hidden sorrow, sore 
and gnawing, clearly rankled in her bosom. That she more 
than liked him he felt convinced ; how closely had he noted 
her increasing interest in him, how day by day had his 
approach been greeted by a brighter smile ! And yet, when 
by word or look she appeared to be on the eve of letting hini 
know it clearly (though modestly withal) a sudden freezing 
reserve, a check, a certain pang of remembrance, would cause 
her to pause in evident suffering. Once this afternoon, in 
the rude brake she screwed down upon her feelings, did her 
inbred composure give way for an instant. After a bitter 
sigh, which sounded sadly like a sob, did she exclaim, " My 
God ! may I never know happiness ? " She had struck the 
volume with her closed hand and a ring had fallen away 
broken in twain. 

He had seized one half of the fractured trinket with the 
words, spoken soothingly, " Take you the other part, dear, 
and keep it. The day you acknowledge yourself happy we 
will have them soldered together and you shall wear your 
ring again. May the day be quick in coming ! " 

She had thanked him with the kindest of looks and pressed 
his hand ; he had tried to kiss her, but she had put hini off. 
Then Frau van Oud re-entered the room, and soon after had 
he taken his leave. 

As he went homewards he said to himself, " Could I live 
without this woman ? " and the thought was torture. 

He was too young to know all we mortals can and do suffer 
when we must. 

He ate no dinner to speak of, but dispatched a bottle of 
the Hermitage, and towards nine betook himself once more to 
his friends. 

He found Frau van Oud alone. 
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" Gretchen has gone to lie down for an hour. She com- 
plains of a severe headache and looks very ill, poor girl." 

" I am grieved about the headache, but glad of the oppor- 
tunity of speaking to you alone. Dearest madame, I love your ' 
daughter with all my soul. Do you think she would accept 
me for a husband, and would you mind my becoming your 
son-in-law?" 

He was standing before the window as he said this, and she 
was also on her feet ; but after his words she became deathly 
pale and supported herself against the mantelpiece. Sigmund 
had a clear view of her face, in which he read sorrow and 
shame. 

" I mmt speak, then ! " she murmured to herself ; and then 
addressing him : " Come and sit down by me here and listen 
to me," but when he had come she broke into silent weeping. 

' ' Dearest madame, ' ' began he, but she interrupted him with 
the words, spoken in heartrending tones, " Oh, I cannot go 
through it; I cannot! My position is too painful and 
humiliating. Ach Gott, ach Gott, help me here ! " 

Sigmund was as puzzled as he was pained. 

At last, after a visible struggle, she seemed to make an 
effort, for the lips were pressed together and the hands 
clenched in the handkerchief. 

"Listen tome!" she began. "You remember the point 
at which my history of ourselves left off this morning. I 
should have said little more even if Gretchen had not entered, 
merely telling you how my poor husband became more and 
more involved in the clutches of the Jews and swindlers ; but 
now your words oblige me to open upon an agonising period 

of our history. About But no, my God, I cannot go 

through with it ! " 

" Ah, madame, speak, I beseech you ! " 

" About two years before my husband's death we became 
acquainted with an officer garrisoned at Mayence. He was 
a captain of infantry, and his name was Von Hohenf els. He — 
I must be brief — he often visited at our house, and became a 
great favourite with poor Otto, my husband. He came from 
the North of Germany and had just entered the regiment, so 
that few or none knew much about his antecedents. Gretchen 
was eighteen — she will be twenty-one soon — and, with all her 
natural common sense, a perfect child in worldly matters. 
Von Hohenfels was a man of courtly address and polished 
manners. He won her affections and after a short time 
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became her fiancL I — I " but here the poor lady broke 

down once more. 

Sigmund, trembling in every limb, waited for her to 
recover herself. At last she did so. She made a gulp at the 
wretched fact and hurriedly whispered, " He seduced her, 
but — but almost by force ; you understand f " 

Sigmund started up. His face was deep red; his teeth 
were clenched. 

" Oh — God ! " he whispered hoarsely. 

His excitement seemed to calm his companion, for she went 

on. " We knew nothing of this till — till He left Mayence 

on leave soon afterwards for the purpose, said he, of procur- 
ing the necessary documents for his marriage. You know 
that with us all sorts of certificates and signatures are neces- 
sary. 

" Well, he never returned. 

" The engagement had been kept secret at Yon Hohenfel's 
special request. When after a long interval my husband 
instituted inquiries, he learned that this man was the scape- 
grace younger son of the Grand Duke of , who, after 

endless mad and disreputable pranks in Berlin, had left the 
' Leibgarde,' exchanged into a Hessian regiment, and come 
down to the south incognito and in disgrace. I must pass over 
many important facts. Well, one day iny husband suddenly 
disappeared, and we heard nothing of him for a week. Then 
we read of him in the papers ; but these fortunately gave no 
real facts, and the cause of the dispute was attributed to 
something else. What happened was that my husband went 
to Berlin and had an interview with the fugitive rake. Not 
even Otto ever told me what passed at .that meeting, but ho 
almost murdered the Prince. ' ,■ ' • 

"You know the sickening favour and protection of oligar- 
chs! Germany. The army and nobility are everything there. 
True, my husband was of the latter order ; but what is a mere. 
' von ' to a Prince, a Grand Duke's son ? 

"Otto's mouth was sealed as to the real reason of dispute* 
and so was the young rascal's for his own sake ; some other 
ground connected with money matters was given. There 
would) of course, have been a duel, but the lordling died a, 
fortnight later of something or other (they called it brain 
fever, but I believe it was from drink). In any case, it served 
him right, and was only too honourable a death for such a 
dog! Be that as it may, his gilded friends pretended that 
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his demise was caused by the punishment he had received, 
although, of course, the fact was not proved for certain. 
There was a trial, and my husband was very fortunate to get 
off with one year's hard labour. 

" Merciful Heaven ! what a year was that to me ! I saw 
him once during his incarceration, and all he said to me was, 
' Thank God, he is dead, or else I should have to begin again. 
I am weak, very weak. But I shall die in my own house 
and in your arms, Katharina. , 

"He was right. The bitterness and sorrow, the unhealthi- 
ness and mortification of his life, brought on the disease to 
which he succumbed a year after leaving prison. 

" When we came to look into his affairs we found that they 
were in even a worse state than our fears had foreboded. 
After all claims, honest and dishonest, had been seen into and 
paid in full, we were left with about 70,000 thalers, all in 
all; too much to starve on, but beggary compared to our 
former fortune. 

"But what is this? Nothing, God! to the other 
memory! We are not only ruined but disgraced, for my 

darling Otto was in prison and my dau " The poor lady 

writhed in mental agony, and before Sigmund could stop her 
had rushed out of the room. 

In vain he waited for her return. He was in a sort of 
numbed dream. 

There had been but a candle to light them, and this the 
unhappy lady had extinguished when the raw and poisonous 
part of her story approached, for she felt ashamed. 

Now the glorious moon shed two bars of silvery light 
through the windows and illumined the floor in patches. 

Sigmund went and leant out, dully surveying the quiet 
landscape of beach and rock and sea. He roused himself at 
last, and, tearing a leaf from his pocket-book, wrote by the 
moonlight, " Honoured and loved madame ! I beseech you to 
receive me in an hour's time. I will return here." 

This paper he consigned to the servant whom he summoned, 

with injunctions to deliver it at once. 

Then he went and walked by the sea. 

***** 

That night two engaged lovers leant out of the sitting-room 
window and looked into the still moonlight. 

Let me not venture to lift the veil concealing the two last 
hours — hours of involuntary sad reminiscence, shame, and 
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tender consoling affection; painful and bitter, indeed, yet 
sweet withaL Let me neither chronicle the broken sentences 
of the last few minutes, but only report the words of parting. 

" Good night, my own, own darling Gretchen. Good night, 
my life, my all in all, my hope and my existence ! " 

"Oh, Sigmund, my friend and lover! I dare not, I am 
ashamed " 

"Hush, my own! The Past is dead. Let us live in the 
Future! Goodnight. Not another word ! Goodnight!" 

Oh, burning kiss ! 

He was gone. 
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On his table lie found a letter from his uncle, and when he 
read, it he rushed to the station, but the last train for Nasuto 
had left. 

Lucky for him — and Pointgrave ! 

I will not transcribe all the nasty words ; but in sooth the 
man was right from a worldly point of view and the few facts 
at his command. For the innate vulgarity, however, with 
which he expressed himself there was, of course, no excuse. 

Enough if I quote the following fragment : — 

" I have heard of the disgraceful net into which you have 
fallen. You seem to tumble from one entanglement into 
another! This time, however, the mess would seem to be 
greater than usual. 

" Beware ! Beware ! 

"You have outraged me by your late brutal conduct, but 
in Christian charity I feel it my duty to warn you. You have 
fallen into the hands of a Priestess of Venus, and her scheming 

mother (?) is nothing else but a for her. If you do not 

get away soon you are lost ! " 

He passed the night on the beach, at least he stopped there 
till near five, and then returned to his hotel and slept till eleven, 
which was long after the time for the first train to Nasuto. 

Thus Fortune favoured him once more. 

For now he hurried to his Gretchen, and soon forgot all 
other things in the sunshine of her smiles. Yet was there in 
truth none of the bright though tame unbrokenness of a cloud- 
less sky about that face which had so quickly grown to be all 
the world to him ; for deep shadows of doubt and memory 
would often sweep past, darkening for awhile the fair landscape 
of her happiness — shadows it was his privilege to brush away, 
kissing back contentment into those dear grey eyes. 

Perhaps one of her chief charms in her lover's eyes was a 
certain sad bitterness and hardness in her judgment of man- 
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kind in general, and even in her treatment of those with 
whom she came in contact; an austerity so marked that it 
almost shocked till he found that there was one exception 
to the rule, and that exception himself. Flattered self-esteem 
was the mainspring of this pleasurable feeling, and what a 
share does this sentiment supply in the strange mixture called 
" love ! " It helped to bind nun yet more firmly. It was so 
delightful after she had been speaking with quiet sarcasm 
and disdain of people's motives in general to see her melt in 
all softness and trustfulness towards himself. 

Even her good mother was not always spared the wind of 
her tongue's lash when, with Teuton composure, Gretchen 
inveighed against any feminine weakness, and it was evident 
that Frau van Oud ielt a little awe of her daughter, whose 
mental calibre was, when compared to her parent's, as some- 
thing like ten to one. With all her occasional outbursts of 
bitterness the girl at other times possessed the gift of looking 
at things in a fight astonishingly clear, correct, and impartial; 
her common sense was almost unfeminine. However, there is not 
the slightest doubt that she was passionately fond of Sigmund, 
loving with durable tenacity, as deep-feeling sensible women 
sometimes do when they begin. It was probably the very 
contrast in their character which endeared him to her; it was 
even, maybe, another example of flattered self-esteem, for 
though her betrothed had lots of talent, we have perhaps 
already discovered that he was less freely furnished with that 
plain common sense which she so conspicuously possessed* 
©he would sit and look at him so that his colour rose when he 
surprised her glance, and she herself would become crimson ; 
in answer to his questioning look she would clasp her hands 
and murmur " Mein Liebling ! " 

Her education had been carefully seen to and carried out 
with German minuteness, so that what she knew was known 
thoroughly. Musical talent she had, alas ! but little, though 
she could read a score at sight with great facility, and for 
Sigmund's sake she now did her best to care for it. In lite- 
rature she was decidedly strong, and her knowledge extensive, 
her taste therein being of a masculine turn. 

To-day he found her album on the table ; it contained written 
verses in German and French, which were signed with her 
initials; verses of weird ruggedness and sad pathos. But 
towards the end he discovered one of quite recent date, and 
its broad depth of tender love was at once sweet and imposing. 
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Gretchen entered with noiseless step and surprised him 
with his head bent over her compositions. 
. ' ' Du Neugieriger ! " * she exclaimed, smiling very bashfully. 

"Ah, what a difference in tone between the earlier poems 
and the last one, Gretchen ! " 

" My treasure, it is all your doing! " And after a pause, 
right pleasantly utilised , ' ' Dearest one, you have been the salva- 
tion of me. I speak to you with perhaps immodest, but with 
certainly dangerous candour — for a great woman has left it on 
record that it is not wise to let the loved one ste how we 
depend on and love him — but, my darling, I must speak you 
out my whole heart now ! Had I not met you God knows 
but what I should have killed myself, for a crushing weight 
seemed daily to weigh heavier upon me." 

Their looks struck fire at meeting, and after a sweet pause, 

he said, " But, Gretchen, what is this sudden break in the 

last verse of this last piece ? " 

' Blushes suffused her face, she covered it with her hands, 

and would have rushed from the room had he not detained her. 

"Nay, my life ; tell me I beseech you." 

" A fancy, a mere fond flight of fancy. I never meant you 
to see the book, and then I never thought you would notice 
the break — and all it was meant to convey." 

He drew her towards him till she rested on his knee ; he 
leant his head on her bosom, and taking up the album re- 
read the lines whose subtle though graceful sense now clearly 
broke upon him fori the first time. < . 

She hid her face over his shoulder ; he clasped her in his 
arms.' 

About this girl's character there existed one curious and 
almost comical contrast, to wit that with all her common sense 
she was intensely superstitious. Her Aemory was a regular 
cyclopaedia of all the lore and legendary tales of her romantic 
country, and although it is needless to say she believed not 
in all the interesting nonsense, her mind was nevertheless 
strongly tinged with its influence. For deep down under her 
harder nature, and as it were warring with it> there wound a 
thread of that keen psychical sensibility of whose philosophy 
we are still densely ignorant, though of a truth a few bold 
pioneers are now braving the sneers of the majority, and 
endeavouring to bring some spark of light to glimmer on this 
vast ocean of the great unknown. Gretchen declared that 
* Inquisitive one. . 
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before every sorrow which had overtaken her house she had a 
dread presentiment of coming evil, and that at the moment of her 
father's death she had seen his awful semblance beside her bed. 

"And have you never a glad presentiment ? " asked Sig- 
mund. 

"Yes, indeed ; though, alas, more seldom ; but Well, 

you would not believe me ; why should I tell you ? " 

" Pray continue." 

"Well, the day before I first saw you in the Jardin St. 
Antoine I knew that a pleasurable event was approaching, 
though up till that day we had been lonely and wretched 
enough down here. And again before finding myself next to 
you in the theatre I felt the very same sensation. I was not 
surprised to see you close to me, though rather frightened." 

" And what is this that tells you, Gretchen ? " 

"I cannot define it clearly, or hardly, indeed, at all, for it 
is too unlike anything usual. But it is as clear of its sort as 
any other sensation — heat, or cold, or hunger." 

"Is this really so ; is it no fancy, think you ? " 

" Upon my solemn oath it is not ! My presentiments have 
never deceived me. They are mere sensations, without any 
sort of apparition or even dream, for I have never seen anything 
but my father's figure that once, and I pray God I never may." 

A day or two after this they planned a little excursion by 
water to Villa Franca, and Frau van Oud wisely being indis- 
posed, the lovers went alone. 

The boatman was in his way what is vulgarly called a 
character. 

" How long shall we take to sail round the point ? " asked 
Gretchen. 

" I fear not long, to-day," answered the salt. 

"How so?" 

" It does my old eyes good to see Love in its springtime 
and freshness. And ah, good sir," he went on rapidly as he 
noticed Sigmund's frown, "do not be angered, for love is a 
great leveller, and we all show the same symptoms whether 
we be barons or boatmen. I was once as iU as you are with 
the sweet sickness." 

There was nothing to be done here but laugh it off, and 
so Sigmund retorted, " Methinks you are a bit of a poet, my 
man." 

" Why, yes, sir, in a very modest way. The fact is I was 
once an Italian schoolmaster in Tunis and picked up a scrap 
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of scholarship. My sentiments are lofty, but my technical 
expression of them is imperfect. Will you honour me by 
listening to one of my humble compositions ? " 

" Willingly." 

" It is in Italian. I am one, heart and soul, though Napo- 
leon grapped us for France a few years ago. Maledetto I But 
here is my poem : — 

" M* e stato detto che tua madre 'n vuole : 
Contentala, bellin, non ci venire ; 
Giovanettino, qui non abbadare ; 
Faglie dispetto, amor, viemmi a trovare. 
Giovanettin, non abbadare a questo : 
Faglie dispetto, amor vienci piu spesso. 
Giovanettin, non abbadar costi, 
Faglie dispetto, amor, vience ogni dl." 

The natural talent of this poor fisherman raised him in their 
eyes, and his age (he was white-haired though still robust) 
removed all discomfort. Long before these young people had 
reached their destination they were on terms of perfect equality 
with their barcqjttolo, and even informed him of their engage- 
ment. 

" I promessi sposi ! " exclaimed the old fellow with sad en- 
thusiasm, and furtively brushed away a tear. 

" What is your name ? " asked Gretchen. 

" Giovanni, my fair lady ; but these brutes call me Jean — 
Jean indeed ! " 

" Well, Giovanni, tell me, now, what affects you. You said 

you were very much in love once, and now you seem " 

She paused, for her lover pressed her arm to signify that 
perhaps 'twere better not to ask ; but the man said quickly — 

" Oh, I don't mind telling you, Signorina, for your eyes 
have the right expression. As a youth of twenty I was in 
love with a girl from Genoa ; ah, but truly, madly in love, so 
that death by any agony would have been sweet could it have 
served her. (I will not say more in love than you are, for it 
might offend you. There be fashions in all things!) I 
courted her, for I was then trading in lemons between Mar- 
seilles and Genoa, and had frequent chances of seeing her. I 
won her affection ; she loved me as I loved her, which is say- 
ing enough. Well, she had an uncle at Villa Franca, where 
we are now going, and here one day we celebrated our 
wedding. My little home was at Nice, as it is now. I had done 
my best to smarten it up for her arrival, and thither Maria 
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was to oome that night. My boat was waiting to take her 
' home. The guests were gone. It was midnight, and the 
moon shone bright as day, whilst a gentle breeze came from 
the east. I shall never forget that quiet sail home. We 
hardly spoke, but with throbbing hearts sat close together. 
At last my boat touched the little landing (Nice was very 
different then to what it is to-day). I sprung out and stretched 
forth my arms to assist her. She gave me her hands with a look 
which I treasure in my lonely heart ; her foot was on the gun- 
wale in the act of stepping ashore, when, with a cry of pain, 
she staggered ; I dragged her forward, and clinging round my 
neck she died. Her heart was diseased, the doctors after- 
wards said. Here we are ; get out of the boat; please. I 
must row out to sea and be alone awhile. Ah, shall you want 
me to take you back ? " 

" Yes, at eight o'clock." 

" Va bene ! " and without another word the old man had 
pushed off and was rowing violently out to sea. 

They watched him for some time in silence and heard him 
drop his anchor. Then he sat him in the stern, his head 
between his hands, and appeared to fall into a reverie. 

' * What suffering does one find at every turn in the world ! " 
observed Gretchen, after they had walked for some time in 
silence. 

"And what happiness, too, alongside of it!" answered 
Sigmund, pressing her arm. "The latter is cheaply bought 
at the price of the former. I would sooner love as that poor 
fellow has and suffer as he has suffered than never have loved 
at all. It is in fact the old proverb— — So true, so true ! " 

" Do you — — " but Gretchen stopped short. 

"I know what you mean, darling. Ah, indeed, indeed, I 
do love you most devotedly and tenderly! " 

'Twas well they were in an olive grove which led to the hills, 
tender and wild in their sun-bathed loneliness. For all feel- 
ings cannot be expressed in words alone. 

They rambled for hours amongst the rosemary and juniper 
and milky euphorbia of the rocky heights, resting now and 
again on some stone and looking down with pleasure at the 
spreading expanse which, commencing at their feet in wild 
ruggedness, stretched outward and downward to verdant ter- 
races and away on to the azure sea which sparkled in the 
spring sunshine ; away, away, far, far, till blue sky and water 
met in farthest distance* 
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*l You are my betrothed, you will soon be my husband and^ 
companion for life/' Bhe said, as after a steep climb they 
reposed in the stillness of the lone mountain ; " and yet you 
know little of me. Will you ever do so, Sigmund ? " 

" There is something in your nature deeper than mine, " he 
answered seriously, " something which I confess to not having 
fathomed. I doubt not its existence, for I feel it, but I confess 
that I do not.yet understand it. Dearest treasure, my life, 
my all ! I will try to apprehend, to seize, to encompass it. You 
have been brought up in a different atmosphere to that which 
has enveloped my youth ; there has been more depth and soul 
in the spirit of your training ; there is a pathos and sentiment, 
a breadth and intensity of feeling to which we Englishmen, 
who are ever taught that cold stolidity is the acme of correct- 
ness, are foreign. And besides, Gretchen mine, you have been 
nurtured by a loving father. I have known none since I was 
a child. But, my darling girl" (and he took her head 
between his hands and kissed her eyes tenderly), "believe 
me that I will try my utmost, studying and observing, so that 
ere long you will have to say, * Sigmund, I feel now that you 
have learned to know me.' In the meantime trust in the 
strength of my love, for" (and he added in impassioned 
whisper) " I do love and adore you, dear ! " 

For these words she thanked him with a look worth a year's 
purgatory (I mean he thought so), and the suspended clouds 
alone saw how he responded thereto. Towards five o'clock 
they returned to the world and entered a modest restaurant 
with a garden at the water's edge. Here they ordered some 
refreshment. 

At first the ramblers thought they had the place to them- 
selves, but on a second look around they discovered two men 
at a table in a far corner. As soon as Gretchen noticed these 
strangers carefully she became agitated. Sigmund looked at 
her inquiringly. 

" It is that man again ! " she said half aloud. 

"Whatman, dear?" 

" I met him the morning I went for money to the bank. 
He knew me at home, and — and wanted to marry me, but I 
refused him with scorn. He is the son of one 01 the leech- 
Jews who ruined papa, and is" very rich. I hate him, and 
since I refused his wretched offer he hates me, they say. Little 
I care though ! " 

The individual in question was busily engaged the while 
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* relating some anecdote to his friend (evidently one of his own 
tribe), over which they laughed immoderately ; thus he did 
not notice the newcomers for some time. At last, however, 
he appeared to do so, and grew excited. There was no doubt 
but what both men had been paying zealous tribute to the 
wine cup, without the additional evidence of the several empty 
bottles close by. 

With scant ceremony and native coarseness did the young 
Hebrew Croesus begin talking to his friend about Fraulein 
van Oud. This much was evident, for he indicated her with 
a podgy, bejewelled finger. 

This annoyed Sigmund greatly, as well it might ; but worse 
was yet to come, for soon afterwards the men rose and came 
to a nearer table, whence^Moses could better watch the girl 
who had presumed to refuse his musk-reeking hand. 

The creature leant back in his chair and became as coarse 
and offensive as a vindictive Jew can be, which is citing an 
ultimate expression. 

For a few minutes Sigmund boiled and Gretchen besought 
him to be quiet. Then the Jew payed his scot, slamming the 
money down on the table and letting all the world know he 
had tipped the waiter a franc. 

As he swaggered past Sigmund and Gretchen he stopped, 
and with both hands in pockets said to the girl, " Hast noch 
einenerwischt ? " * 

Sigmund did not catch the meaning of the words, spoken as 
they were rapidly ; but he knew very well that it was some- 
thing offensive and in a moment was at Moses' side. 

* ' Armer Sprossling lass dich nit' anschmirn ! " f laughed he. 

This time Sigmund understood him. 

" How so, sir ? " he demanded hoarsely. 

" Well, don't you know what you have got hold of there ? 

The cast " but he got no further, taking up a horizontal 

position oh the floor instead ; though not for long, for Sig- 
mund, beside himself with passion, picked up Moses, and in 
the time it takes to count ten, dragging him across the terrace, 
bundled him over the low wall which overlooked the shallow 
sea. 

They heard him splash and curse below. 

For an instant it looked as if Sigmund meant to jump after 
him and further maltreat him, so enraged was he. 
* " Hast caught another ? " 
t "Poor greenhorn! allow not thyself to be duped," 
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But Gretchen dragged her champion away with no smaH 
strength ; she threw down a ten-franc piece on the table, and 
with the words, " Come ! We have no time to lose," led him 
away. 

" You shall hear of us to-morrow ! " called the Jew's friend 
after them. 

The boat was awaiting them, and they pushed off without 
delay. 

Neither old Giovanni nor his cargo was in a chatty humour, 
and the homeward journey was performed in silence. 

" You must leave Nice to-morrow if you do not wish to be 
locked up," obsorved Gretchen as they walked homeward. 

"I cannot leave, dear, for at least three days. I must 
await the fellow's challenge." 

She laughed outright at this notion. " A Jew always leaves 
his honour in the hands of the police," she said. " I can 
almost promise you on my word that he will not think of 
demanding any other satisfaction than that afforded by the 
1 Juge de Paix.' You may get locked up for three months ; do 
you know that, sir ? But thank you, dear, for defending me 
as you have ! " and she gave him her hand. " Promise me 
now that you will leave to-morrow. You look scared at the 
prospect ; my own, the expression of your face just now is 
the pleasantest thing I have seen for long, for it tells me that 
I am loved ! Come in now and we will consult about your 
plans and movements." 

At such times as these did Gretchen's almost manly com- 
mon sense become apparent. 

" You told me that you were destined for the medical pro- 
fession," said she in a business-like way, as She drew up a 
chair and motioned him to one opposite. 

" Yes," answered Sigmund, with rather a feeling as though 
he were being cross-examined. 

"And have you any taste or liking for the calling ? " 
" So much and so little as for any other except the army. 
I was destined for that ; my parents wished it, but when that 
saint in Nasuto became my mentor he ruled it otherwise, 
for he was jealous of my ever reaching a higher social rank 
than himself. Now, alas ! I am too old for admittance." 

" Well, we must make the best of the situation ; regrets are 
useless, indeed hurtful, indulgences. Never regret, I say, 
learn a lesson, and if the memory be agonising forget it ; but 
regret, pooh ! " The girl was a good deal excited, and, meet- 

T 
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ing her lover's eyes, started up, hurried to a distant sofa, and 
burying her face in the cushions, broke into sobs, which soon 
became almost convulsive in their intensity. 

Needless to say that Sigmund was on his knees beside her 
in an instant, that he lavished every tender word he could 
think of, resting his head beside hers. He had but once 
before seen her thus deeply agitated ; it was on the day of 
their betrothal. 

Suddenly she rose, and the expression' of her face made his 
heart ache. Slowly she said, " You see the indignity to which 
I was put this evening, and although you avenged it right 
drastically, similar painful events may occur. You can under- 
stand that after the heart-breaking imprisonment of my poor 
dear father tongues were busy about us, though all sorts of 
grotesque explanations were advanced. Sigmund, Sigmund, 
mark me now, and I speak in all earnestness, think once again 
whether you will marry me. I — I give you back your pro- 
mise if you wish to have it." She ceased, and stood before 
him with eyes fixed on his face. As he met them the tears 
welled up, and'all against her will a pleading expression broke 
into their depths. But still she murmured with trembling 
lips, " Take back your promise if you will." 

Not till he had brought smiles into those eyes again and 
blushes on that pale cheek by the ardour of his words, and 
caresses, did Sigmund desist from protesting at this behaviour 
of his lady-love. But it impressed him deeply, and chained 
him yet closer. 

' ' And now, my own," she said at length, as she rested on 
his shoulder and looked up at him, "and now, sir, listen to 
me. To avoicf a great deal of unpleasantness, a comprehen- 
sive word which includes a very fair chance of being locked 
up, you will leave Nice to-morrow and betake yourself to 
London — nay, listen till I have finished" (for her slave at- 
tempted to interrupt her). "Not only for your sake, but for 
mine, must you vanish from here ; do you understand ? In 
short, it will avoid a most painful expose." 

" I am convinced, Gretchen," he returned rather dejectedly ; 
"but why to London; why not to Italy with you and your 
good mother?" 

" And your prof ession, your future, sir?" 

He had nothing to say to this unsentimental idea, and she 
went on. "For God's sake, do not be an idle man. Not if 
we were to be very wealthy, and we shall not be that, would 
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I consent to your being what the English call a private gentle- 
man. You must take up some profession seriously and master 
it, or else out of very weariness you will one day begin 
dabbling in things you know nothing about, and be cheated, 
swindled, and ruined. I have had enough of one such experi- 
ence in my lifetime. No, dear, go to London, and let us for 
a while betake ourselves to Italy ; the separation will do you 
good, and prove you at the bar of your own judgment. I 
know that I am speaking more as my dear father might have 
spoken for me than girlishly, but he is gone, and I am left 
alone and must have wits for myself, for poor mamma is un- 
practical and sentimental." 

" One cannot accuse her daughter of such shortcomings at 
least," was Sigmuhd's vexed answer. "Gretchen, you can- 
not care for me; you speak with such hopeless common 
sense." 

"Ah, do not I care for you ? God knows I do, my darling." 

At last she made him promise to leave on the following 
morning. Slie summoned her mother, and briefly explaining 
matters with a superior air, as of a greater mind to a lesser, 
bade her wish Sigmund adieu, "for," as she said, " he will 
start by the eight o'clock train to-morrow." 

The banished one took an affectionate leave of his future 
mother-in-law, to whom he was very partial. Once more left 
alone with his intended, he said in almost broken voice, "Is 
it to be good-bye from you now, Gretchen ? " 

" It is better so," she returned, with forced calmness. 

"Oh! I cannot, I cannot go thus. I shall make a flying 
call in the morning on my way to the station. I have learned 
to live in you and for you, my darling. We have opened our 
hearts to each other, and now you would have me tear myself 
away." 

" I will meet you at the station and see you off, then. Go, 
go now, my own Sigmund, as you love and pity me ! " And, 
with her handkerchief to her eyes, she hurriedly left the room. 

That night he wrote to -his aunt, acquainting her of his 
departure on the morrow ; he packed ; and then went out into 
the cool night, for his temples were throbbing. Insensibly 
his footsteps took the direction of Gretchen's abode. He 
approached in shadow and saw her leaning at her open 
window. The road was quite deserted. 

Gretchen's glorious hair hung. loose and combed out about 
her shoulders, and her fingers were buried in it as she rested 
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her head on her hand, and with eyes fixed on the great dome 
of heaven leaned out absorbed in her thoughts. He saw her 
brush away the tears which dimmed her eyes. Ah, how he 
would have loved to be at her side and kiss back those eyes 
to smiling ! 

At last she closed the window. The watcher stole away, 
and returning to his hotel, threw himself on the bed for a few 
hours' repose. 

***** 

She met him at the station as she had promised, and after 
things had been settled they stood together in the waiting- 
room. There was still a good quarter of an hour ere the train 
was to start ; yet, though these two had so much to say, they 
spoke little. 

She seemed very sad and preoccupied. 

In vain he questioned her, for there was something strange 
in her manner, over and abov^ the sorrow of separation. 

At last, when they were on the platform, and but five 
minutes more remained, she burst into silent tears. "I — I 
must tell you now," she sobbed. " A sweeping, an irresistible 
presentiment has come over me, that when we part now we 
shall never meet again." 

" Good God ! Gretchen, do not talk like that ! " 

"It is as I say. I cannot help it. But, alas! we must 
disregard the warning." 

" En voiture ! " shouted the guard. 

" I do utterly detest superstition ! " exclaimed Gretchen 
angrily. " It is so intangible and undefined, and yet it clogs 
and clings about one like a wet sheet. Look you, Sigmund, 
I am well-nigh ashamed of myself for this weakness, and yet 
it makes me desperate." 

' 'Break the spell so far as in your power lies, then," 
answered he suddenly. "Let us not part in Nice; perhaps 
that will be of some good. Come with me till the first station 
we stop at, and take the train back." 

The conductor was at the next compartment, holing tickets 
hurriedly. 
. " Come ! come ! " said Sigmund. 

He was in the carriage, and as with a shake of the head 
she gave him both hands in adieu, he drew — and drew — and 
drew ! She was forced to place her foot on the step, so as not 
to be pulled off her balance. 

Next moment she was in the carriage. 
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"Stop here, as I asked you. Stop, for God's sake!" lie 
whispered with suppressed energy; for there were three or 
four other people in the compartment. 

The whistle sounded. 

They were off. 

I cannot particularise, I had rather not dissect the feelings 
and wishes which swept through the hearts of these two as 
the train rushed onward. 

Headers fair and readers gallant, spare me this ! Enough if 
I say that Gretchen did not get out at the first stopping-place. 
They felt the warm sunshine, and saw the blue of heaven and 
smiling nature ; they heard the plashing of the sea as it ran 
frothing up the shingle just behind the station. She would, 
perhaps, have had the strength to break away, and standing 
alone on the platform see the train steam off with the youth 
she loved, but he held her hand, and looked so, so imploringly 
into her eyes. 

The train did not wait for their sentiment. On the contrary, 
it steamed off again. 

A second station ! 

Athird! 

Towards the afternoon they found themselves in Marseilles. 
Here they both alighted. 

Gretchen's sweet weakness in a weak woman would not 
have so roused her lover to ecstasy of delight. But it was 
the witching contrast, the irresistible breaking forth of real 
feeling in one who had shown so much strength. Such a 
charming, charming succumbing of precept to passion ! 

That same evening poor Frau von Oud received a telegram 
from Marseilles : " Forgive me, dearest mother. We leave in 
two days for England. You know why." 

Sigmund lived in a dream of happiness. Her touch was 
fire to his soul ! 
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It was towards the end of May that a quiet marriage was 
being celebrated on a sunny morning in a little country church 
in Kent. Sweet and peaceful was the village fane, with its 
glowing windows, its epitaphs, its ancient pews, and venerable 
arches. 

The wedding was of the simplest ; the bride in black silk 
dress, a few flowers in her bonnet — hyacinths and mignonette, 
to wit. 

A hush, a silence in the church. 

Then the vicar came from the vestry (he was an -old friend 
of the bridegroom's) and entered the altar space. 

' ' Wilt thou have this ' ' Eeader, you know the formula. 

Two "yeses," spoken firm and true; a golden ring, and 
Sigmund Fenwick le Fannu and Margarethe van Oud were 
man and wife. 

She signed her maiden name for the last time in the parish 
register. 

" Allow me to be the first to wish you every happiness, 
Mrs. le Fannu," said Frank, who had " witnessed " the mar- 
riage. " I have, alas ! had the privilege to know you but a 
short time ; dear old Sigmund, however, I have known for 
years. I wish I could make you both a worthy compliment, 
one of the Talleyrand or ' Pelham ' sort ; but what I say is,, 
you will find him worthy to be your husband ; a higher praise 
I cannot find for either of you." 

" My dearest daughter, may you be happy ! " was all Frau 
van Oud could say. The charming lady had taken to her bed 
and been really ill for some time after receiving the news of 
her daughter's elopement, but had recovered sufficiently to 
travel after her, arriving in England three days before the 
wedding. They drove at once to the railway station on their 
way back to London. 

Husband and wife were alone. 
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" I have something to say to you, dear," she whispered, and 
as he looked into her sweet eyes she said with averted face, 
" Promise me that you will never refer to the past, which — 
which my mother told you about." 

He pressed her hand in silence. 

" Nay, promise me, swear it." 

" I do most solemnly, my own dear, dear wife. My life and 
treasure ; my all ! " 

She hid her face on his shoulder ; his own eyes were full of 
tears. 

" I will be a good, true wife to you," she murmured. 

The coachman had with him a little terrier on the box. 

" See ! " she exclaimed, looking up, " we have a dog with 
us. True sign of fidelity ! 
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I am aware that common humanity demands that we should 
leave the newly wedded in blissful isolation for a while ; a cruel 
custom surely though, thus to surfeit them of each other's com- 
pany and anticipate the period of mutual weariness ! But it 
is the fashion, and argument is powerless before her ukase. 
Do not happy pairs still persist in rushing off by train on their 
wedding days, and scouring Europe for weeks together, as if 
they were dodging the police, alone in a crowd of strangers — 
wretched victims of couriers, landlords, and other licensed 
banditti ? Alas, they do ! History teems with instances of 
mistaken duty; we hear of people journeying barefoot to 
Rome or Mecca, a piece of discomfort doubtless, falling little 
short of that greatest of racks, an overgrown honeymoon. 

Sigmund and Gretchen shall enjoy the benefit of this popular 
prejudice (there be something in it though after all perhaps), 
and we will not approach them for full a lunar month ; at the 
end of that period they must once more admit us, however 
loathly, into their confidence. In the meantime we will skim 
over the Atlantic and observe Dick Notch, a personage with 
whom we have still much to do. 

It may be remembered that the last we heard of the ex- 
chaplain was about a year ago, when, in answer to a question 
from Major Normand, Sigmund related that he had received 
news from America that his old friend had thrown up his ap- 
pointment on the New York Daily Telephone and gone westward. 

" Ever since Gertrude's death," wrote he, " "I felt unset- 
tled and inclined to move from place to place in search of new 
sensations." But it may well be doubted whether this roving 
spirit was not in the man by nature, having been merely 
brought to the surface by the loneliness and sorrow experi- 
enced at the loss of his companion. 

Notch was a man as clear-headed and strong-willed as he 
was good-tempered and coolly pugnacious, but he had one 
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great weakness in his character, there was one thing under 
the influence of which he appeared to suffer from a mild form 
of moral insanity, and that was — a woman ! This weakness 
was doubtless partly constitutional, but parti}', too, the result 
of his bringing up ; for his ignorance of the fair sex viewed 
as intricate and delicate bundles of vibrating nerves, power- 
ful yet often irresponsible in their actions, had ever been 
profound. His veneration and rapture at the more taking 
side of their character completely blinded him to the rest, and 
the way in which when fairly caught he would stubbornly 
believe in the entire perfection of the " object," was at once 
ridiculous and pitiable to behold. Venus and Minerva forbid 
that this should be taken to mean that familiarity could breed 
contempt ! No, indeed ! for the more we study woman the more 
subtle beauties do we find in her ; but just because she is so 
complex does it behove us to consider her deeply to the end 
that she bring us not to grief with her complexity ! Some 
men, either by a natural sharpness in 6uch matters — though 
this may arise from a kind of heartlessness — or through early 
opportunities, acquire some insight into women's character 
and the motives which induce their actions ; but Notch was 
none of these. The winning glance and comely form, the soft 
word and seductive feminality of Grod's most graceful handi- 
work, disarmed his common sense, and left him as yielding 
and impressionable as dough in the hands of the divinity of 
the hour. 

He had mourned his Gertrude deeply, vowing that hence- 
forth womankind was dead to him, till one day after his 
return to America a graceful veiled figure entered his bureau 
in the offices of the New York Daily Telephone. She threw 
back with a suave wave of her hand the thick muslin which 
concealed her face and discovered features of considerable 
beauty of the bold, aggressive type. Just then, however, 
they were smoothed into a meek and pensive expression, 
which any one less foolish in such matters than Notch could 
have guessed at a glance was not their natural look; for 
though the eyes were cast down and the lips closed, there 
was a subdued twinkle in the former, and a skittish tremble 
about the corners of the latter, which told their own tale. 

But the intended victim's heart began to flutter and symp- 
toms of imbecility to show themselves. " What can I do for 
you, madame ? " he inquired in a voice of mingled admiration 
and homage. 
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" Ah, sir! a great, great, deal if you only will," answered 
she with a sigh, and the voice was rather metallic. 

"Be sure that my utmost endeavours " she raised her 

eyes from the ground, bright, steady eyes which looked hold 
even when trying to be modest, and fixed them on him with 
much intensity and pathos. She bit her lower lip and shook 
her head slowly, which was meant to portray dejection. Had 
Notch grinned in her face she would have burst out laughing, 
and perceived that it was no use proceeding on this system. 

Instead of that, however, she very soon thought, " This is 
the man for me ! " and let herself down into deeper melan- 
choly. She hesitated ere speaking again, and filled up the 
interval by tapping a very neat shoe with her parasol. 

" Command me, madame ! " said Notch after a lengthened 
glance at the ankle. 

" I — I am taking up your time, am I not, sir ? " 

" Yes, indeed, and very agreeably, tool " was the gallant 
answer, for which he was rewarded with a look as hot and 
sweet as rum punch. 

It transpired, after much coy hesitation, that this person 
was an actress, " forced," she explained, " by adverse circum- 
stances to embrace a career of painful publicity." She had 
never acted in America and had ventured to call on Mr. Notch 
in the hope that he might be able to tell her of some manager 
who would be likely to engage her." 

1 ' It is not at all in my line, ' ' observed Notch ; ' l but be sure 
that I will speak to our theatrical people here and make 
every effort to be of use to you. But -what made you come 
tome?" m 

" Ah, sir, I can never tell you ! " and the applicant became 
overwhelmed with confusion. Two minutes had not elapsed 
ere she had bashfully acknowledged that it was his face, the 
expression of which seemed so taking, which had emboldened 
her to come to him. " I am a stranger here," she added ; " I 
saw you last night at the theatre, and — and I felt drawn 
towards you." She rose and went to the window to hide her 
modesty ; an easy task ! 

This aggravated Notch's symptoms terribly. 

Before a week had elapsed his malady had assumed a 
critical stage. He was at her feet ; in a word, he struck his 
flag without firing a shot at this rakish privateer. Still let 
us hope that Gertrude's memory did haunt him reproachfully 
sometimes. Perhaps what fed his flame most of all was that 
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this woman would hardly allow him even to kiss her hand, 
though from what he subsequently learned such prudery was 
rather supererogatory. But she was playing a higher game 
than usual. 

By dint of importuning his friends, Notch at last procured 
his captor a trial for an engagement in San Francisco. The 
manager of the theatre in question was just then in New York, 
and as soon as he saw the candidate he exclaimed, " She will 
do, even if she is no boss at acting. I will fetch 'em with this 
bit, you bet ! " and packed her off the very next day, which 
just gave her time to have a grand scene with Notch wherein 
she vowed she would die without him. 

The editor of the Gouger, a democratic organ of the same 
city, had frequently offered Notch an engagement on their 
paper, and now, for reasons more obvious than sensible, he 
left New York and the Daily Telephone for the far West ; and 
this is as true an explanation as maybe of why the ex-chap- 
lain had felt unsettled and inclined to ramble. 

A month later he married her. What he said to himself in 
a sort of automatic palliation of the rash deed was, "I feel 
very lonely, and this angelic woman understands me." 

She rather did ! 

This little incident in the career of Notch the susceptible 
will do for the present, and we may now return to Sigmund 
and his young wife. 

They had rushed off for no traditional honeymoon scamper, 
and were still nestling in all rosy happiness at the quiet river- 
side apartments to which they had gone on the second even- 
ing of their married life. 

Frau van Oud had surprised her daughter on that day by 
an unwonted exhibition of common sense, for she had insisted 
on leaving the love-birds in the undivided enjoyment of each 
other's company, and the excellent lady had betaken herself 
to some relations in Strasburg. 

And let me dwell but briefly on the happiness of those early 
days ere I enter upon a darker period, a period of heartburn- 
ing and bitterness, of gnawing rage and guiltless shame, the 
work of an evil man. The stab of a Forked Tongue ! 

Gretehen was well versed in her native poetry, and for all 
her common sense deeply imbued with the romantic spirit of 
her country. There was something earnest and intense about 
her love, a depth and pathos which were unfamiliar to her 
husband. In the sunrise of their matrimonial day this 
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intensity only charmed him; thus their life was for the 
moment an idyl, and Sigmund caught himself marvelling that 
he could love so deeply. Their days in the lanes and fields 
or on the placid river were sweet ; their evenings, when they 
used to read to each other or talk in the quiet sitting-room 
which opened on to the little lawn, rich in flowers and so 
peaceful in the warm twilight and hum of homeward-buzzing 
insects, were sweeter. But enough of sentiment; it only 
charms those who are really in love themselves at the time 
they read about it, and these, thank goodness, are very much 
in the minority. Else what should we all be to-day ? Who 
would have invented gunpowder, or the steam-engine, the 
press, or hard toothbrushes ? I' faith we should be sprawling 
in groves and habited in rudimentary wise, playing discordant 
pipes to our loves. 

Sigmund and Gretchen then, forming as they did part of a 
small minority, had perforce to conform to a popular usage 
and abstain from these things ; they fared, however, much 
better as they were, enjoying both the fruits of civilisation and 
the sweet draughts of love's enticing cup. 

There was a reposeful enjoyment about Gretchen' s manner 
at this all too fleeting period which it did one good to see. She 
would steal up to her husband when he lay reading on the 
sofa, and without saying a word rest her head on his chest 
with a sigh of contentment. There she would stay and press 
the hand which crept round her waist, and when he had done 
the paragraph he would look down lovingly into her eyes and 
she would murmur, "I feel at home here." But here are 
we again entangled in sentiment ! 

My best excuse is a repugnance to broach the next phase of 
the story. 

" Forwards ! " then, without further delay. 
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Sigmund allowed a month to elapse before inserting the an- 
nouncement of his marriage in the Times. 

Towards the end of June, however, Pointgrave, who had 
by this time returned for the summer to England, read the 
following notice as he was breakfasting : — 

" On the — th of May, at the parish church of , 

Kent, by the Reverend Edgar Lilly, M.A., Incumbent, Sig- 
mund Fenwick le Fannu, B.A. Cambridge, son of the late 
* Major John le Fannu of H.M.'s Regiment, and grand- 
son of the late Colonel John le Fannu, to Margarethe, 
* only daughter of the late Otto van Oud> of Bingen-on-the- 
Rhine, and granddaughter of the late General de Sack, Grand 
Officer of the Legion of Honour under the First Empire. No 
cards." 

Pointgrave jumped up as though stung by the tarantula 
and rushed up-stairs to his wife, who never rose before mid-da}-. 
Sigmund's aunt had been very anxious about him, not know- 
ing in the least what had become of him ; although her hus- 
band had managed to discover that the young man had left 
Nice with some one of .another sex. The same reason which 
had prompted Sigmund to postpone the public announcement 
of his marriage had prevented him from even acquainting his 
aunt of the event. He wanted quiet for a time at least. Not 
' that he apprehended any serious trouble with his aunt, but it 
was her husband who he felt sure would make himself dis- 
agreeable, and he was not mistaken. 

" You have been pining to know what has become of your 
precious nephew," exclaimed he, bursting into the room. 
"Read that!" 

" Good heavens, William ! I trust the dear fellow has come 
to no harm ! " 

" Indeed, but he has, though," and the man looked at once 
furious and exultant. 
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"What is it?" 

" Eead that ; you may well tremble." 

Mrs. Pointgrave sat up in bed and took the paper. 

" Thank God it is no worse ! " was the comment she made. 

" Worse ! It could not be worse ! This trash here about 
the woman's family is all lies, just put in to cover the dis- 
graceful fiasco he has made." 

" How know you that, pray ? " 

" I am certain of it, I tell you. Did I not ascertain that he 
had bolted with some one ? Well, would a woman of position 
and , a decent woman, in fact, do such a thing? " 

" Decent women hare done such things before now. I was 
— and am — a decent woman, for instance ! " 

" Nonsense! You will see I am right, for I am a man of 
the world and have experience. Your nephew has fallen into 
a trap and has chained himself for life to some adventuress, 
some painted harlot ! " 

" I will trouble you to consider your words and my nerves,^ 
William," retorted the lady. ^ 

" This is no time for mincing expressions. I am outraged, 

I am beside myself with — with To think that a man of 

my reputation should be subjected to such an indignity! I 
shall lose no time in publicly disclaiming him." 

The immaculate one went on in this strain for a long time, 
fussily pacing the room the while and running his fingers 
through his beard, and when for a moment quiet (rare event !) 
protruding his lower jaw in a way peculiar to him. At last 
he worked upon his happy partner's nerves so successfully 
that Mrs. Pointgrave sprang out of bed and rushed into the 
neighbouring dressing-room, wherein she locked herself. De- 
barred here from the pleasure of lecturing and abusing, he 
trotted off to his garden, and showed his good taste by con- 
tinuing his' diatribes on the same subject to the head gardener, 
who knew Mr. le Pannu very well. 

The following day Mrs. Pointgrave received a letter from 
her nephew, over which she cried : — " Dearest Aunt," wrote 
Sigmund, "I know that you daily read the first column of 
the Times, and therefore you must ere this have learned what 
has happened to me. If not, however, then let me tell you in 
fewest possible words. I have married the best, the kindest, 
the most worthy of women ; certes the paper does not say all 
this, though it sets forth her parentage, which is unexception- 
able, • I have married her for the best of reasons — I cannot 
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do without her. She is just of age, and therefore a few months 
younger than your nephew. You see tjiat our marriage took 
place some time ago. You will not be offended, dear aunt, 
but will, I trust, understand and appreciate the motives which 
induced me to keep the event dark for a short time even from 
you. Were it not for some one you would have been 
apprised with all possible despatch ; but I desired a spell of 
peace and have had it. Alas ! I fear he will lead you a stormy 
life for some time to come. For my part I only wish to be left 
alone by him. Dear aunt, come to me and let me present to 
you my Gretchen. She is most anxious to make your acquaint- 
ance, to which I add that it is my dearest wish you should. 
" Your affectionate nephew, 

" S. le Faottt." 

The answer he got to this letter was as follows : — 

"May every blessing attend your marriage, my dearest 
., boy. Expect me to-morrow afternoon. My love to your wife. 
" Your affectionate aunt, 

"A. P." 
"P.S. — Your uncle appears for the time to have gone out 
of his senses. More of this to-morrow." 

" The P.S. is as disagreeable as the note itself is satisfac- 
tory," observed Sigmund. 

" Dearest, I am so glad for your sake as well as for my own 
that your aunt is well disposed. I should not have been sur- 
prised had she behaved very differently, for — come now, let 
us consider the matter impartially — you must admit that we 
did things in a very irregular manner. You ran off with me, 
you dear boy ! If you put the case to yourself, judge from a 
worldly point of view, and try to divest your mind of every- 
thing but the external facts, you will acknowledge that your 
marriage must at first sight appear more or less equivocal in 
the eyes of strangers." 

Her husband looked at her in mingled wonder and admira- 
tion for this sensible and unfeminine speech; but when in 
sweet contrast she softly added, "I would not that it had 
happened otherwise," ho took her in his arms and kissed her 
rapturously. 

" But tell me, Sigmund," she said, with heightened colour 
and loving smile at this demonstration, "what sort of a man 
* is your uncle ? You have always avoided speaking of him." 
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Sigmund cleared his throat and thoughtfully emitted 
streams of cigarette smoke from his nostrils. 

"Well, dear?" she asked, with eyes of inquiry. 

"He is a man out of whom comes nothing pleasant unless 
his vanity is being tickled, or his position and standing con- 
tinually recognised ; then, and only then, is he bearable. I 
have got on with him at times when his insatiable vanity 
has been for the moment satisfied by the adulation of some 
sycophant, but our peace has never lasted long. Our mutual 
attitude has ever been one of mistrust, I suspecting him to 
be a humbug, he suspecting me of thinking so. Wholesale 
abuse of anybody speaks ill for the abuser, and therefore I 
will say no more." 

" I believe there to be some good in everybody, Sigmund ; 
there is a great deal in the way a person is treated. I dare 
say, now, you have often made yourself exceedingly disagree- 
able — excuse my saying so — to Dr. Pointgrave." 

"You are too wise, Gretchen. I believe you are quite 
right, though." 

Gretchen's progress in speaking English was remarkable, 
though doubtless to be accounted for by the excellent ground- 
ing in our tongue she had received at school. As to Sigmund, 
with his natural taste for modern languages, he was acquiring 
German rapidly, and it was a favourite pastime of these young 
people to instruct each other. 

" Talk French to me, dear," she would say sometimes. "It 
was the language of our courtship ; " and when he obeyed the 
behest it was in the very words of love-making, recalling all 
the golden days of wooing, and then the bright flame of their 
present love was further fed by the scented oil of recent rosy 
memories. 

The meeting of the two women on the following day was 
in all respects satisfactory. They took stock of each other, 
and were evidently pleased. The kiss of peace passed between 
them, and they never quarrelled seriously afterwards, not 
more, that is to say, than women should sometimes do, so 
that they may make it up and be all the better friends for the 
verbal blowing off of steam. 

They dined together. 

"I have something to say to you, Sigmund," said Mrs. 
Pointgrave, with some embarrassment after the repast was 
over. "My dear," turning to Gretchen, "I know that you 
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will excuse me. Pray, come with me, my boy, into the gar- 
den for a few minutes.' ' 

"No, no," exclaimed Mrs. le Fannu; "let me beg of you 
not to [move," and before her aunt could protest the young 
wife had glided from the room. 

"I hope she does not mind," said Mrs. Pointgrave rather 
nervously. 

" Of course not, aunt ; but what is it you have to say ? 
Nothing pleasant, I fear." 

" Your uncle has commissioned me to give you this letter. 
I would not undertake the task at first, but he said that other- 
wise he would send it by post ; so I thought it best to accede. 
I — I fear the letter will not please you." 

" Do you know its contents ? " 

"No, but I can guess them pretty nearly from the way 
he has been going on. I have never known him so excited 
before." 

Sigmund shrugged his shoulders and opened the letter. 
His aunt saw him raise his eyebrows in contemptuous surprise 
at the opening sentences. But soon the brows furrowed and 
lowered, the lips were pressed close, the eyes looked black and 
menacing. He read on, and his feet tappedthe floor im- 
patiently. "Ha ! " he shouted, suddenly starralg to his feet 
and thumping the table, so that the decanters and his aunt 
all gave one big jump in unison. His eyes were~aflame. 

" The infernal " but he checked himself, merely mutter- 
ing, " Good, good, we shall see ! " 

He looked at his watch. "I can just catch a train," he 
muttered, and took up his hat. 

" Where are you going, Sigmund ? " 

" You can guess, I should think." 

Mrs. Pointgrave looked into' her nephew's face. What she 
saw there caused her to spring up and lay both hands on his 
arm. " For God's' sake do nothing rash, my dear." 

" Oh, no, not rash, but " He did not conclude the sen- 
tence. The few words were spoken in a low voice, which shook 
a little ; from a deep flush, which had at first overspread his 
face, he had now become quite pale and the eyes sought the 
floor. 

"Let me go, aunt," he said, and made a stride towards the 
door. " I pray you to stay with my wife till my return." But 
Mrs. Pointgrave liked the look 8i her nephew's face even less 

xj • 
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than she did before. Seeing herself unable to influence him, 
she called, " Marguerite, Marguerite ! " but Sigmund had left 
the room before his wife appeared. . He, however, came rather 
sharply against her in the passage. 

"Stop him!" called his aunt, and Qretchen did so. Her 
influence over him was already considerable. 

" Let me see the letter," said she, after the matter had been 
explained. 

"Never, never ; your dear eyes shall not meet such garbage 
as the our writes. He shall pay for this." 

She managed to restrain him, though, with words of sooth- 
ing and common sense. 

"Write to him, my dear," she said; "send him a calm, 
dispassionate message, with more of contempt than of anger 
in it." 

" I will sit down and write it at once." 

" No, wait till to-morrow." 

" Ah, the delay will make no difference in the tone of my 
letter." 

And this is what he wrote : — " Sir, — Even if the blind alle- 
gations you put forth were true, the words you use in your 
letter to me would brand you as a low-feeling and cowardly 
wretch ; but I here, once and for all, solemnly assure you 
that they are false from first to last ; I almost despise myself 
for condescending to make this justification to you, but I do so 
now for my dear wife's sake. I will receive no more of your 
letters ; should any come in future you will get them back 
unopened. I will not enter into lengthy polemics with you, 
such as your soul loveth ; argument, preaching, bullying, and 
abuse are second nature to you, and you thrive on them. 
They worry me, however, and I therefore will not pamper 
your morbid taste by bandying words with you. This is, 
therefore, the last time I shall honour you with a letter. In 
one part of your wretched note you talk some nonsense about 
washing your hands of me ; I fail to see how you can do that 
in the case of affairs and people who in no way concern 
you. You have, ever since I can remember, shown an itching 
desire to patronise or bully something; you have tried it 
on hard with your own family, but they have been in a 
position to snap their fingers . at you. In me, then, you 
centred your hopes, and, notwithstanding all your disagree- 
able ways, I was ready to take your advice. But your late 
conduct has made you quite impossible, so that if there 
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be any handwashing in the affair it is I who dip. Let me 
add that no one is less fitted to read me a moral lesson, sup- 
posing that I were in need of one, than yourself, unless indeed 
it be from a knowledge of evil. Once more, I want nothing 
of you — a sore point with you, Infancy — and devoutly hope 
that I may hear as little about you as possible. Mark me, 
you will die as you have lived, unlovable and unloved. 
Finally let me remind you of the motto of my family, ' Nemo 
me impune lacessit.' If you forget what is due to your age 
you may make me forget it too. 

" May it fare with you as you deserve. 

" SlGMTJND F, LE FaNNTJ." 

He felt a good deal relieved after dispatching this broad- 
side, and had he seen the state into which it threw the recipient 
Sigmund would have felt almost happy. But this satisfaction 
was more than counterbalanced by the news he got from his 
aunt, who came to see him a few days later. 

" He is going on in a frightful way," related Mrs. Point- 
grave. "He showed me your letter, and it certainly was 
violent." 

." I do not see that, considering the abuse he favoured me 
with." 

" He says he will make you smart for it." 

" Let him look to himself, then." 

" He declares too, that he will take very good care the 
world does not imagine that he, the man of spotless character, 
countenances your union." 

Sigmund' s wife sat silent listening to the recital ; scorn and 
anger lowered in her downcast glance. But when the young 
couple were alone again she tearfully said, "Oh, my dear 
husband, what sorrow have I brought upon you ! " 

" And how many more times happiness, my own wife ! " he 
answered heartily, kissing her with tenderest affection. 

"What do you mean to do now?" she asked. "Let us 
take counsel together." 

" We will, Gretchen ; but before beginning let me premise 
one thing, namely, that I will never enter the medical pro- 
fession now. It is no exaggeration when I say that I would 
sooner break stones on the road than become a doctor ; for, 
were I to succeed, that creature would take the credit to him- 
self, and, were I to fail, he weuld jeer at me. No, dear, I 
must turn my hand to something else." 
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"I would have you, on the contrary, enter the profession 
of that man ; to rise to eminence, and later on " 

"But Gretchen, imagine yourself the wife of a medical 
student who would have perforce to be all day in the hospitals ; 
you, a foreigner, alone, and with the world turned against you 
by that vermin." 

" But you seem to think that I have no resources in myself, 
that I require amusement like any Sultana. Believe me, 
husband, nothing is to be gained in life without effort and 
self-denial. Now do not look so cross at my precepts." 

" Your mind is unfeminine in its hopeless common sense." 

"All the better for you, sir. I shall keep you straight." 

"I shall enter the Church." 

This decision was greeted by a silvery laugh. " You a 
clergyman ! " 

" Yes. Why not ? I'll race Pointgrave for respectability, 
and win." 

" I wonder that you feel galled by the petty hatred of that 
man. Can you not bring yourself rather to aespise him ? " 

" Easily enough ; but then it is the mischief he will do us. 
If the creature take up the subject of my marriage as a hobby 
and grievance, he will badger and sanctimoniously condemn 
till he has gnawed out the core of my good name and yours, 
as a maggot spoils an apple, and I have not a friend left in 
London. What, I ask, could you do here without a woman 
of your own rank to speak to ? Male friends I should always 
have plenty of, and they would be happy enough to come home 
with me to dinner ; but to bring only men would be to insult 
you, Gretchen. Their womenkind would stop away. Ah ! 
you have no notion of English society, with its smug hypocrisy. 
Once let the forked tongue of calumny, cold and stinking, 
touch a woman, and, without waiting to learn the truth, she 
is branded beyond effacement; and the cruellest of the stone- 
throwers are those who would fain divert scrutiny from them- 
selves. Why should I subject you to such contumely and 
madden myself by witnessing the daily stings of " 

" Nonsense, Sigmund. Snap your fingers at such trifles ; 
and, besides, how could your becoming a clergyman alter the 
case?" 

" We would go and bury ourselves in some quiet country 
living." 

" It would not be living, it would be vegetation. I have 
read some of your English novels and learned from them 
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what a parson's wife is supposed to do. I could never listen 
to the complaints of superannuated parishioners, nor distri- 
bute blankets, nor interest myself in Sunday-schools ; that is 
all a question of training, and I have it not in me. No, 
Sigmund ; if you persist in your determination not to read 
medicine, my opinion is that we had best go abroad, for a 
time, at least." 

A few days after this discussion they went to reside in 
London, where they saw much of Sigmund' s aunt. The good 
lady showed more zeal than tact in her nephew's cause, both in 
the way she treated her husband and the inflammatory reports 
of his sayings and doings, Tdiich she almost daily brought to 
the young people, for by her conduct she managed to exas- 
perate both parties, and make the breach if possible wider. 

" He tells me that he is having inquiries made concerning 
your wife's family and antecedents by one of those Polish 
Jews who advertise in the papers ' Secret inquiry office ; 
despatch, discretion, and accuracy.' These wretches are open 
to any dirty job, and always go as near to libel as they dare. 
I asked him what it concerned him, since he had washed his 
hands of you ; and he answered that he meant to prove him- 
self right concerning the class of marriage you had made." 

This did not tend to quiet Sigmund. 

To her husband, on the other hand, she remarked — 

" The motives for your cruel behaviour are very clear to me. 
It is, first of all, a snub to your insatiable vanity that my 
nephew should have taken an important step without your 
Jove-like nod of sanction ; secondly, your eternal position and 
standing and brittle respectability are alarmed at the manner 
of his marriage, which was, of course, hopelessly injudicious. 
But cannot you see that you are only making things worse by 
the noise of your protestations ? The marriage would have 
been very differently conducted had Sigmund felt that he 
really had in you the kind fatherly adviser you are always 
giving yourself out to be ; and even now all would go well 
but for you. For my part I would recognise the poor dear 
fellow's wife, whoever and whatever she might be." 

"Then all I can say is I would not and will not, and 
nobody shall suppose that I do." 

" Well," went on Mrs. Pointgrave bitterly, "as you persist 
in your brutality, I will favour you with another reason why 
you are so enraged. You wanted him to marry your niece, 
but he has done better; and you are jealous that he has 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 



302 THE FORKED TONGUE. 

taken a wife of bo superior birth to you and yours. Mrs. 
le Fannu is most pleasant — a thorough lady to the tips of 
her fingers." 

Now all this plain speaking, though doubtless true, was 
not calculated to mend matters, and it did not. It stirred 
up all her husband's worst nature — and, i'faith, there was 
enough of it — making him stubborn and vindictive to a 
degree. 

Amongst other caustic lies he gave out that Le Fannu had 
ruined himself gambling at Monte Carlo, and was now with 
his wife living on Mrs. Pointgrave's bounty. The man was 
anxiously awaiting the report of his hired spy ; and when at 
last he received a jumble of clumsy rumours, gleaned from 
God knows where, Pointgrave felt somewhat elated. But the 
annoying part was that there was nothing authenticated — 
only vague stories, which naturally resulted from the painful 
circumstances attending the death of Gretchen's father. 
Touching her family, however, the worst disposed report 
could say nothing detrimental, and this again riled Point- 
grave not a little. He thought of the vague rumours, how- 
ever, for consolation, and said triumphantly to his wife, 
" You see I was not wrong ; the woman's past is mysterious, 
not to use a stronger term. ,, 

"I hope, for your sake, that Gretchen's husband will not 
hear of your words. He is very exasperated with you, 
and you know how passionate he is. I would not answer 
for " 

" For what? Does he threaten me? If so, I can have 
frim up. I can declare myself in bodily fear, and subpoena 
you as a witness." 

His wife laughed disdainfully, but determined to -say no 
more on the subject of her nephew's menaces. It was about 
this period that little signs of the evil worked by Sigmund's 
enemy began to show themselves. More than once was ho 
" cut " by friends whilst walking in the parks or streets with 
his wife, and the slight brought a flush of shame and anger to 
his brow and a deeper hatred for the man who maligned him. 

The young people were on one occasion invited to a garden 
party by an old friend of Sigmund's family. To this f Ste Grot- 
chen, after some demur, was persuaded to go, and at first felt 
pleased that she had done so ; for she was treated with every 
mark of kindness and consideration, being greeted as an old 
friend by reason of her husband. There were a good many 
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guests, some of them of rank. All went well for a while, and 

Cr Gretchen was beginning to feel quite light-hearted, when 
host advanced, and kindly said to Sigmund, " The Carews 
are here ; you can see them there under the mulberry-tree. I 
overheard them mention your name. Had you not better 
introduce your wife to them ? " 

The Carews were intimate friends of Pointgrave, but had 
always been very friendly to Sigmund. Still he would not 
have gone near them now had he not been to some extent 
obliged by his host's words. 

Passing his wife's hand through his arm he approached the 
group. 

They stared at him and then at one another. 

He spoke the customary words of greeting, and went on, 
addressing Mrs. Carew, "Allow me to present you my wife." 
With some embarrassment and more haughtiness did the 
matron favour Gretchen with a long stare and with a hardly 
perceptible inclination of the head, turned away, saying to her 
daughters, " Come, girls, let us go to the tea tent ! " 

With a heartload of rage and shame Sigmund led his wife 
away, and spoke not till they were seated in a hansom cab. 
Here Gretchen broke into bitter tears, which fell like molten 
lead on her husband's heart. 

" Never, never again, my darling, will I subject you to 
such another indignity." 

That evening they made up their minds to leave England 
for a time at least. 

The following day Mrs. Pointgrave brought her nephew a 
letter from her husband. 

" I will not open it," said Sigmund. "I have already " 

" He says that this is a pure business matter which must 
be attended to." 

" He should have addressed himself to my lawyer, then. 
But to avoid delay, as I am off soon, I will read it." 

The letter contained a formal demand for £1,700, upon the 
plea that at Le Fannu's coming of age he had received that 
sum over and above what was due to him under the settle- 
ment of his grandfather's will. " Thus my wife," wrote the 
physician, "has received £1,700 less than her due, which 
sum I now demand in her name." 

"How very careful he is of your rights all at once!" 
laughed Sigmund satirically. "And again, if, as he says, I 
have already ruined myself at gambling, what is the use of 
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trying to squeeze £1,700 out of me? However, the lawyer 
shall see to it. I dare say Pointgrave thinks I shall toss him 
over a cheque for the sum claimed without troubling to inquire 
further, just as I did when he claimed all the accumulation 
on my coming of age. But I am a married man now, and 
must look closely to the £ s. d." 

" Well, I do not think he would try to swindle you," quoth 
his aunt, with some asperity ; and this tone of defence some- 
what surprised Sigjnund. 

However, when he betook him to his solicitor's and told his 
tale, that gentleman, after a brief consultation of sundry 
documents, declared that the claim, was utterly unfounded. 
Hereupon Sigmund informed his aunt that she might or 
might not, just as she pleased, tell her husband that he was 
mistaken, not to use a stronger word. It was strange how 
she fired up at this very natural doubt as to Pointgrave's 
honesty. 

"I admit," said she, " that his behaviour to you is bar- 
barous, but he is no swindler ; he was only upholding what 
be conceived to be my rights when he made this claim." 

" Bah ! Excuse me, aunt, but I cannot quite believe that." 

" Believe what you like, my dear. For that matter it would 
be a great blessing if you had less money." 

" Indeed, and why, pray ? " 

" You would be obliged to work." 

"Perhaps it was with that admirable motive that Br. 
Pointgrave tried to snatch a slice of my capital. I am really 
touched at his kindness ! " 

After this little episode there existed a shade less of cor- 
diality between Mrs. Pointgrave and the Le Fannus. 

On the morning of their departure that lady said— 

" I think that you are quite right in your resolution to 
make a lengthened stay abroad. It will give time for all this 
unpleasantness to blow over." 

"If I come not back to England before I desire to," 
returned Gretchen, "then will it have had time to blow over 
indeed ! But I trust, dear aunt, that we shall often meet 
beyond the Channel." 

" Yes, indeed. And now good-bye both of you. In three 
hours your train starts, and doubtless you have a few last 
touches of packing to do. I have promised to be at Lady 
*s at twelve, to drive with her in the park." 

Hereupon followed the traditional valedictory exercises. 
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They saw their aunt into her carriage and nodded final adieux 
as she drove away. 

Then when the last of the packing was accomplished and 
there remained still a while, Sigmund took his wife on his 
knee, a favourite position with them for private confabs, and 
said low, " I fear, girlie, you have not been very happy in 
England." 

" Oh, yes, husband, very, very happy! Our cottage on the 
river bank, I shall never forget it." 

" I thought to make you a home here in my own country, 
for though I anticipated a break with that man and a certain 
amount of annoyance, I never expected such persecution. 
The fiend has ruined me for England. You may say that his 
spite has been raised by the tone of my letter to him ; but 
had you seen the vile words to which mine were the answer, 
you would be forced to acknowledge that my language was 
none too strong. 

That afternoon they left England for Paris, where they 
meant to stay for a short time before going to the city they had 
chosen for their future abode. 

With eyes fixed upon the receding shore, Sigmund mur- 
mured bitterly, " Hunted out of England ! " 

His wife leaning on his arm, pressed it and made answer : 
" The world has not dealt kindly by either of us, husband; 
let us therefore deal kindly by ourselves, for we have but 
ourselves to look to. Let us trust to each other for encourage- 
ment and advice, then all will go well with us." 

He looked into her eyes, so full of honest love and intelli- 
gence. 

" Yes, my treasure," he said. " With you by my side all 
must go well." 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



CHAPTEK XLIV. 

Notch was leaning against the bar of the "New Idea," with 
a long drink at his elbow, and Elias Z. Phelps in front of 
him. He was employed in pumping both of these reservoirs, 
the first of a " John-Collins " by means of a straw, the second 
of news by means of careless gossip and occasional "cock- 
tails." 

Elias Z. Phelps had once been worth something like 
two hundred thousand dollars ; but that was in the palmy 
days before the " '75 bust up," when Consolidated Virginias 
stood at seven hundred dollars. Now he was worth, maybe, 
seven dollars all in all and the shabby suit he stood in, say 
ten dollars for the lot, which will be a handsome bid. 

In consequence of this annoying fickleness of fortune, and 
in order to make both ends meet, Elias Z. now turned his 
hand to anything, from holding a horse — sometimes a beast 
he had himself owned in more prosperous days— to ferreting 
out tags and rags of useful information and selling them at 
the highest obtainable price to those whom his discoveries 
concerned. 

"Well, Mr. Phelps," quoth Notch, "and what have you 
been doing since you left the company of the Last-Block 
Theatre?" 

"Various, Mr. Farquharson, various," answered the man 
of all trades. "I've kep' a small dry goods store in Third 
Street, then a restaurant in the same patrishun thorough- 
fare ; I've been a waiter at " Our Jacob's " round the corner, 
and a gravedigger Lone-Mountain way. I've blacked boots, 
too, near here till I lost my brushes, arm-chair, and awning 
over a durned bet ; but, lord ! l Frisco's ' not a patch upon 
what she was ! Flat Mr. F., flat as a brandysmash without 
the brandy ; clean played-out, you bet. I rek'lek wen I fust 

come outjJWest at the time of the Bonanzas" but Notch cut 

him short with the remark, " No time for that now, Mr. 
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Phelps, must make tracks for the office — article on the Chi- 
nese rumpus to knock off in time for evening edition. If 
you have got anything to say or tell, do so and look smart 
about it." 

"Wal, it's on the cards that what I'm about now will 
interest you." 

" And what may that be ? Take another cocktail." 

" 1 will do so, sir ; and I'd lay all the dollars in the Nevada 
bank against a Chinaman's sense of honour that what I can 
tell is worth to you all the cocktails brewed at " Our Jacob's" 
in a year." 

" Is that so ? " remarked Notch, with assumed carelessness. 

" Ay, it is that, you bet. And I can see that for all your 
easy humming-around way you're struck. Come now, let's 
talk square, what'U you pay ? " 

"That depends on what I think of your news." 

" Well, you're a straight sort, I rekkon, and I'll trust to 
you for a decent lump if my find proves correct." 

"But your news, though correct, may not be interesting 
to me." 

" Interesting, say you ? Oh, snakes ! "Wal, you can mea- 
sure if it's interesting when I tell you it's about your wife. 
Ah, that's found you ! " 

The other winced, but answered coolly, "What can you 
have to tell me about my wife ? " 

Elias Z. appeared to be considering before he answered, 
then said suddenly, " Guess I won't tell you anything to-day 
'cept one thing* You hang around the Green-Mound Res- 
taurant in Woodward's Gardens to-morrow afternoon about 
five o'clock. Meet me here to-morrow evening at eight sharp. 
Good-bye. I slide ! " and before Notch could stop him Phelps 
had tossed off his cocktail and left the bar. 

Notch, or, as he was known in America, Farquharson, had 
now been some time on the staff of the San Francisco Gouger, 
and was doing very well at the business, whilst his wife formed 
the joy of the Last-Block Theatre, a temple dedicated to the 
muse in her lighter moods. Offenbach and Co. chiefly sup- 
plied the repertoire ; the melodrama was also patronised, and 
Mrs. Farquharson, or, as she called herself, Miss Dorata, was 
the favourite interpreter of any r6U requiring "diablerie." 
That gift she owned to a large extent, and in her line of acting 
it did duty for the talent and experience she did not possess. 
But she was a splendid woman on the stage, and far from 
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despicable off it ; there was also good-nature and banter in 
her every look and action, and something more besides which 
caused the San Franciscans to " guess that Marie Dorata was 
the high-steppiest thing they had seen in women since Lotta." 

And how did this woman live with her husband ? 

Well, better than might be expected, and doubtless for the 
reason that they saw little of each other all day, their respec- 
tive callings effectually separating them from morning till 
night. A man, however, of Notch's education could not fail 
to perceive the disastrous shortcomings in such a woman's 
character, the slap-dash loudness,' the want of delicacy, the 
general ignorance imperfectly varnished over by a sharp 
knowledge of the world. And yet he was very fond of her. 
Such cases are not uncommon ; have we not seen peers and 
judges marrying their cooks? — a still greater discrepancy. 
He was considerably jealous about her too, though implicitly 
believing in her virtue, which was foolish of him. It not 
unnaturally galled him to think that all the town should be 
free to contemplate her charms behind the footlights, and he 
had exchanged shots on two occasions with men who spoke 
more warmly of her than of her modesty. But these little 
heartburnings and anxieties are the common lot of those who 
marry theatrical stars, whether of greater or lesser magnitude. 
They must either lead a life of chronic pugnacity or else keep 
on not minding. 

On 'this particular afternoon he walked thoughtfully to- 
wards the office, and his article on the Chinese rumpus was 
not up to its usual, form, a fact which the editor was not 
remiss in pointing out to him. 

That evening he went to the theatre, where he stared at 
his wife as she played "Bettina " in the Mascotte. He almost 
attacked a man sitting near him who broke out into florid 
eulogies on the Dorata, and cast her a monster bouquet which 
was most graciously received. 

When his wife noticed him in the house she greeted her 
lord with a look of more surprise than pleasure ; and when, 
during the " entr'acte," he presented himself behind the scenes 
and whispered loving words into her ear, she received his 
advances with some asperity. 

" You must let me take you somewhere to supper to-night, 
my own," said the husband tenderly. 

"Impossible," was the curt answer. 

"Why?" 
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" I— I Oh, well, PU come ! " 

He was in raptures. 

In her dressing-room she hastily scribbled a note : " Impos- 
sible to-night. To-morrow, if you will," and gave it to some- 
one to take to Mr. Warner, one of the actors of this troupe, 
though not cast in to-night's piece. The public remarked that 
Marie Dorata did not play with her usual dash for the rest of 
the evening. " She's slack," they said. 

At their tete-a-tete supper she was in the worst possible 
temper to begin with, though softening down considerably 
under the influence of the wine, and the contrast of sunshine 
after storm was even more bewitching to her husband than if 
she had been gracious from the first. 

" You were over-fatigued, my darling," he cooed. 

" Why did you come to the theatre ? " she asked somewhat 
ungraciously. 

" To see you, of course, and I felt — tired," answered he, and 
with woman's wit she knew that there was something more 
behind this hesitation. Then she practised Delilah's wiles, and 
in less than ten minutes had the secret out of her enraptured 
slave. 

" Lucky shave ! " was what she said to herself. " Master 
Phelps shall pay for this ! " Then aloud, " And did you 
really injure me by believing a word that man said ? " 

"He told me nothing, my treasure, except that I was to 
be at the gardens to-morrow afternoon." 

" And should you have gone? " 

" Yes." 

"What for W 

He was silent. 

" Could you suspect me? " she asked, with a bitter sigh. 

" Oh, no, never! " was the fervid answer. 

They went home the best of friends, and, such is the strange- 
ness of the female breast, that though she despised her hus- 
band for his blind faith, she rather liked him as her slave, 
and smiled upon him. 

Every vestige of suspicion, or rather anxiety, had such ever 
hovered about his mind, was to-night effectually removed. 
" She is a pearl ! " he soliloquised before going to sleep. For 
all this he found himself at the bar of the "New Idea" the 
following evening at the time appointed. 

" Why the mischief didn't you show up at the gardens this 
afternoon, sir ? " asked Elias Z. Phelps testily. 
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" How know you that I was not there ? " 

" Because I was there myself. Got up. to look like a 
Mexican, spoke English imperfectly, and was engaged as a 
waiter for the evening. Business brisk this fine weather and 
extra hands wanted. I waited on them myself." 

"Waited on whom?" 

" Why on Miss Dorata and her friend, to be sure." 

Notch almost sprung at the man's throat. 

" Easy, easy, I say ! " quoth the informant, with an instinc- 
tive motion of the hand behind him. " EliasZ. don't like that 
sort of thing. I'll take another cocktail, if you please." 

" You do not mean to tell me that my wife was at Wood- 
ward's this afternoon with anybody ? " 

"Some." 

" With whom ? " and Notch wiped his forehead. 

" What will you pay ? " said Phelps laconically. 

"Fiftv dollars." 

"Pooh! It's worth more than that to you. Say a 
hundred." 

"Eight; now, then." 

"Pay up." 

" I have not got it on me." 

"Your word, then?" 

" You have it." 

" Your wife's companion was Willie Eynolds, of Oakland. 
Here, where are you off to ? " 

" To Willie Eynolds." 

"And the drinks?" 

" Blast the drinks, man ! " ♦ 

"If you like ; only pay for them first. And just listen to 
me whilst you do so. I have more to tell, and it will be of use 
to you. Go slow here, I say ; screw down the safety-valve 
for the present, you'll fly all the more later. They talked 
pretty freely before me, thinking me unable to follow their 
tattle ; they agreed to meet again on Wednesday, when the 
theatre is closed and when you have to be at the "High 
Jinks " of the Bohemians at the Big Trees as reporter. Same 
place, time eight, supper ordered already ; a square meal it is 

too — Heidsick, Chateau Here, drink something ; you 

look as if you would bust." 

Notch was purple by this time. 

"I've a plan," proceeded Phelps. "Can you make up? 
If so, you shall wait on them and judge for yourself. I can 
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manage that with the boss of the place. I owe Master 
Rynolds one, and this will pay him in full. Say, will you 
doit?" 

It required argument to persuade Notch, but he consented 
at length. 

" I'll wait on them ! " said he meaningly, and took his leave. 

" You look stone broke, Mr. Farquharson, what's amiss ? " 
asked his editor when he appeared the following day ; " hard 
hit in shares, been drinking water, dined in Clay Street 
Road last evening maybe, or what ? " 

He made some excuse and went to his desk, where there 
was work enough awaiting him. At first he could do nothing, 
then he sent the office-boy for two double cobblers, after which 
the anger within him rushed out through his pen, so that he 
produced a brace of slashing leaders which delighted his chief. 

" That will rile 'em, I fancy," quoth the editor, with his 
feet in the waste-paper basket (his pet position) and a huge 
cigar in his mouth. " Real vitriol and hot wire I call it. Have 
you got a revolver handy, sir ? " 

"No; why?" 

" Take my advice and keep one about you for the next week 
or so ; we have become much quieter on the press of late years, 
but still I fancy that these raspers of yours will make the 
companionship of a six-shooter a great comfort." 

The articles were directed against the rival paper, and the 
prospect of an "explanation" with somebody, it mattered 
little whom, was agreeable to Notch in his then mood. So 
in the evening, after purchasing a weapon, he went out and 
strolled up and down in front of the enemy's camp. His 
initials were appended to the rugged strictures, so that there 
could be no mistake. He met a friend at the corner of 
California Street with whom he chatted till something 
whizzed past and impinged with a "ping" on the wall. 
His revolver was out in a second. He saw his man across 
the street and made for him, whilst the passers-by politely 
made room. A second shot from the enemy grazed his arm, 
and then Notch managed to wing him in the shoulder. 

For this little irregularity he was locked up for three days 
(the other man who had fired first got three months), which 
pleased him much, for it kept him away from his wife. He 
was let out on the Wednesday at noon, just in time to make 
the necessary preparations for transforming himself into a 
waiter as agreed upon with Phelps. 
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" Who is this other man ? " demanded Miss Dorata of the 
disguised Phelps, who was also a waiter. 

" He gom to azzist me only, Lati," was the broken answer. 

" I won't have him ! You must wait on us." 

" He only bring dish to door, senora." 

"Oh, never mind the rascal!" exclaimed Bynolds airily. 
He was a tall, light-haired young fellow, whose father had 
been a " 49-er " and made a deal of money before dying. 

Notch, with rage, thought that his wife looked superb, and 
so intent was he with watching her that he began his duties 
by dropping a dish. 

"Away with the clumsy brute!" called the Dorata in a 
passion. "I will not have him here ! " and Notch had per- 
force to retire. 

He was almost sick with passion, and would have broken 
out at once but Phelps restrained him, whispering, "Keep it 
a little longer ! " 

It was a pleasant little room, with mirrors and divans ; a 
window opened on to a luxuriant shrubbery some six feet 
below The setting sun shone pinky gold on the oppo- 
site wall ; a hanging lamp cast an area of bright light on the 
dining-table, which was in the centre of the room. Near the 
door was a screen to conceal the " service," and behind this 
Notch crept back and remained motionless, though his heart 
thumped annoyingly. 

A champagne cork took its merry course towards the ceiling, 
and the listener heard the touch of glasses as the diners 
pledged each other. 

"He got into trouble, I hear, for using a colleague as a 
target," remarked the man with a laugh and -a stress on the 
opening pronoun.* 

"He did. I was really sorry for him, but glad on the 
whole, for it enabled me to " 

Waiter Phelps was not in the room, and Notch, looking 
through a slit which he had cut in the screen, witnessed some 
tender glances on the man's part ; his wife's face he could not 
see, for she turned him her back. The outraged husband was 
just about to start on his avenging mission when Phelps re- 
entered with a dish. It contained a succulent leg of choicest 
lamb. 

"Marie!" quoth Kynolds effusively, pledging her once 
more, " I have a dream, an ideal " (he was very poetical for a 
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Western States man). " Will you vanish with me ? We will 
quietly slope off eastward, visit Europe, and — and — Marie, 
you have bewitched me. You are thrown away on that man. 
Let us come to a settlement on this business right away !" 

" Eight for you ! " exclaimed a voice which was not Marie's, 
though it proceeded from her direction. It was the assistant 
waiter who thus rudely joined in the conversation. 

"What in thunder " began Rynolds angrily, but he 

got no farther, for, using the succulent leg of choicest lamb 
as a club, Notch dealt him such a round-arm thwack on the 
head as effectually to lay him low. 

" Lamb for you, madame ? " asked the waiter, turning to his 
wife with an evil smile, and the lady seized a knife and said, 
"You dare!" 

"Mint sauce, sir?" added Phelps, with oppressive gravity 
as he offered that relish to Rynolds, who was on his knees 
getting up from the floor. Needless to follow the storm of 
the next few minutes ; it ended, as Phelps afterwards informed 
the editor of a paper (a job for which he got $10), in a short 
discussion between the two gentlemen, during which Mr. 
Rynolds kept on lying down on the floor and getting up again, 
finally taking a somewhat hasty leave of the party through 
the open window. 

An hour later Notch found himself walking in the dark 
valley at the foot of Lone Mountain. Silent and weird were 
the surroundings, suggestive the sombre shadows of the trees, 
ghostly the dotting tombstones. The moon seemed to sail 
through fleeting clouds, just over the rounded crest, and the 
cross on the summit stood out black and lonely. The place 
was a veritable Golgotha, and his thoughts suited the picture. 

"All alone in the world; not a soul to care for" me," was 
the dominant tone of his musings. These were at last broken 
into by an owl who rose with a hoot from a bush behind a 
grave ; then he left the place with a shudder. But he dared 
not return home yet, for he could not bear to see his wife, so 
he went wandering to the hill brow overlooking the Golden 
Gate, and gazed out reflectively towards Japan. The mighty 
expanse of water further stimulated his musings; but for 
goodness' sake let us not trace them, rather leaving him alone 
for the present and meeting him some hours later as he at 
last returned home. 

Contrary to his expectation and hope, his wife was waiting 
up for him. Strange to say, the woman rather liked her hus- 
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band for what he had done that evening. She did not care 
two straws for Bynolds, though she had no objection to his 
purse and presents, and the vigorous way in which Notch had 
disposed of hi™ tickled her sense of humour, and chimed in 
wita her own swashing character. She had prepared her part ; 
her mien was far more reproachful than deprecatory as she 
advanced to meet him. 

" Hear me," she said. " Hear me. I have a right to de- 
mand that you should," and before he could speak she went 
on rapidly, " That wretch whom you so justly chastised de- 
ceived me. He is going to England, and promised to get me 
an engagement there. He begged me to come and sup with 
"Him bo as to talk over matters, and in a moment of weakness 
I consented. Then the real nature of his designs was un- 
masked. But I am innocent of any wrong, believe me, dear, 
quite innocent. It was foolish of me not to see through his 
wiles — and I am very sorry." She^ looked at him strangely. 

He felt disgusted when it broke upon him that he was soft- 
ening towards her, but still he said, with much effect, "You 
were there before with him. You went there that very after- 
noon, rightly supposing that after your denial to me I should 
never think of watching for you. Your audacity is =-" 

"Who says I was there?" she demanded furiously; 
" who, I ask ? Confront me with him, that I may giye him 
the lie in his teeth ! " . . . 

" Phelps swears to it." 

' ' I will kill that man yet ! And do you believe that wretch's 
word before that of your wife? Oh, husband, whom I love, 
let me entreat you to give me credence ! I have been wrong, 
but not guilty. We actresses do many a thing which, though 
quite harmless in itself, may at first sight appear strange. 
Look, now, with regard to this false tale about my having 
been with him before, I can prove an alibi;" a feat the 
woman brilliantly executed on the following day with the 
assistance of a female friend, who, with naive wonder admir- 
ably depicted, affirmed that Marie had been with her all that 
.particular afternoon. 

Such was his infatuation where a woman was concerned 
that it served its purpose with Notch the uxorious, so that the 
affair blew over. Only, when he met Phelps the next time, 
and called him a swindling rascal for giving ialse information, 
this one sat down and laughed at the other's gullibility. 
"' " Softening of the brain ! " exclaimed the man, " you bet I 
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Maybe it was her gliost who put away the champagne I kep* 
serving out that afternoon ; maybe it was not your wife whom 
you saw ^ourself the second time ! Wal, I guess this is the 
almightiest case of bamboozling that's ever come under the 
notice of ELias Z. "Wants something serious to. help one 
swallow it, Say, what shall it be, a Stonewall or a reviver ? 
« — maybe an eye-opener would suit you ? " 

But Notch went his way angrily, and misgivings as to his 
wife's story began to embitter his breast, all Tier glib explana- 
tions notwithstanding ; and, in truth, it was time they should. 
From that day jealousy gnawed at his heart ; he neglected his 
duties the better to watch her movements, fell out with his 
editor, and soon after threw up the appointment. Then an 
idea occurred to him ; he would become an actor in the same 
theatre, no matter how humble should be his r6le, and he 
would thus have an excellent opportunity of watching her. 
He had always been a good mimic j he could recall any scene 
he had witnessed, reproducing the tone and gesture of each 
person concerned with great faithfulness. It was, therefore, 
not very long ere he made his first appearance on the stage, 
but he hardly relished the debut when he " went on " amongst 
a crowd of robbers, his companions being in reality of a class 
which suited the assumed part of general blackguard all too 
closely. 

It was in every way to his interest to give satisfaction, and 
he worked with a will which insured success. To his surprise, 
he 'found himself becoming rather fond of the business; it 
pleased him to march over the heads of those who had at first 
sneered at him ; and this his education, natural talent, and 
excellent memory enabled him to do. 

One thing, however, annoyed him a good deal, he was 
generally cast in pieces where there was no singing, and in 
these his wife took no part, so that he saw little more of her 
than when he had been what the Americans call an "ink- 
slinger." Still, as an actor he was enabled to keep himself 
pretty well informed as to all that was going on, and now that 
his vigilance was once fairly roused, his natural quickness 
enabled him to see a longish way. One day he got an anony- 
mous letter bidding him watch his wife and an actor named 
"Warner — a superfluous injunction, as he was doing so already. 
There was something strange about this same Warner. He 
palled himself !an Englishman, and indeed spoke the language 
perfectly, and yet Notch could not help thinking that the man 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



316 THE FORKED TONGUE. 

must be a foreigner. He often acted with him, and some- 
times, when Warner was speaking quickly, he fancied that he 
detected a suspicion of a strange accent. The man's manner, 
too, much more than his person, rather led to the same con- 
clusion; though, after aft, the fellow's nationality mattered 
little, Notch being more concerned with what his colleague did 
than with what he was. It was strange that the Dorata had 
hardly made any remark on his change of profession, a cir- 
cumstance which, in a woman of her very free-spoken disposi- 
tion, seemed suspicious ; though, for that matter, in his then 
detective mood everything had a double meaning and was 
pregnant with significance. 

A second anonymous note further stirred him up: "He 
received a letter from your wife yesterday," wrote the in- 
formant. Whereupon Notch took the first opportunity of 
examining his lady's blotting-paper, by the simple means of 
holding it up to the looking-glass. The handwriting was 
unmistakable in its bold crudity. He managed to make out, 
" My treasure, Charles, I must and will see you"-^here the 
words became illegible, but a little lower down, "Am con- 
tinually watched unbearable I hate him." Then a 

longer break; and finally, " you. I will not bear this 

much longer ." A long break, and then, "Alameda, 

Friday afternoon band at rehearsal." 

It required not the husband's sharpened wits to interpret 
this broken epistle. He was engaged for rehearsal on Friday, 
and his wife had given this man a rendezvous at the bathing 
station. It was quite clear. The discovery maddened him, 
but it also lit up within him a flame of morbid passion and 
longing for this woman who could thus fool him, and then 
wretchedness became the uppermost feeling. ' 

It chanced that both his wife and Warner were playing that 
very evening, though not in the same piece — hers coming on 
first. It was a benefit night, when detached acts of different 
pieces were given, and in the last one he himself had to 
perform with Warner. 

Disguised as a Chinese scene-shifter, he betook, him early 
to the theatre and hung about in the shadows of the canvas. 

His wife arrived ere long, and very soon afterwards Warner- 
They stood about conversing together in low tones, not three 
paces from where John Chinaman busied himself with the 
cordage. The first thing she said was, "Did you get my 
letter?" ° * 
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"Yes, dearest!" 

" Wffl you come?" 

" Indeed I will." 

" Charles, I only live when I see you." 

Five minutes later the Celestial staggered out of the place, 
for he had heard convincing proofs of his wife's guilt. 

" Pigtails had too much saki, I guess," observed some one, 
looking after the retreating figure. 

Arrived in the street, Notch got into a corner and leant for 
some time against the wall. Then he started off home, where 
he resumed his ordinary garments. An hour later he re- 
entered the theatre, and to a casual observer there was nothing 
remarkable about his appearance, but his mind was made up 
as to a plan of action. He felt utterly wretched, and wished 
to die. The fool ! 

Entering by the stage-door and looking cautiously about 
him, he managed to gain one of the dressing-rooms unper- 
ceived. A very few minutes later he reappeared, and hastening 
down a passage opened a door which led to the wings. Here 
were assembled looking on many of the troupe not actually 
engaged in the piece, and with these Notch mingled. On the 
other side he could see Warner watching the Dorata, who was 
just then bringing down the house with some sparkling coup- 
lets sung with inimitable dash and impudence. The glances 
of. the two men met, and Notch nodded affably enough, though 
next instant he moved back and ground Iris teeth together in 
the shadow. 

When his wife came off the stage breathless and burdened 
with bouquets, he hastened to meet her, with smiles and com- 
pliments at her success ; for all her perfidy, he could not but 
admire her. So warm were the words of praise he spoke that 
she looked at him in surprise, and a shade of suspicion crossed 
her mind when she remembered her conversation that very 
evening with her paramour. 

" Where have you been all this time ? " she asked. 

" In front, watching your delighful play." 

"I wonder you found room." 

He made no direct answer to this, but continued to heap 
praises upon her (she was dressed as a fishwoman, and cer- 
tainly looked bewitching) till her vanity smothered all other 
emotions, and she smiled on him in her comprehensive affec- 
tion. 

Then he went off to dress for his part. He had to fight a 
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duel with Warner in the piece, which was one of modern life in 
Paris. The scene was a field at the outskirts of a wood ; the 
newly-risen sun shed a pinkish light across the stage. The 
other man was to be the first to make his appearance on the 
ground with his friends, and just before he did so his mimic 
adversary whispered in his ear, "Take good aim, they are 
loaded." # ." 

Warner half took this a,s a joke, but yjet a sickly fear crept 
over him. However, there was no time to lose, as he had. 
already been called twice, and must needs go on. 

The combatants were placed diagonally on the stage, and 
there was supposed to be an optional advance of five paces ; it 
was also decreed in the piece that Warner should have the first 
shot. After the usual preliminaries the seconds made as if 
they were loadingthe pistols, though this was really always done 
beforehand — certes it had been indeed this time — and all they 
had to do on the stage was to place the' caps on the nipples. 

There was a pause. The audience Tield their breath ; the 
women their ears as well. T?he signal was, " Fire ! one, two, 
three." And Warner had to shoot before the last word, either 
from where he stood or advancing his five paces to the 
barrier. In the piece he was supposed to miss his man, who 
then deliberately advancing ids five paces was to raise his 
weapon and shoot him dead. Then a short confusion, a 
hurrying forwarpl of* seconds and doctor ; the latter after a 
brief examination, would say, "It is all over." And then — 
curtain. 

In truth it all happened with striking realism ; Warner stag- 
gered and fell, and his fall was worthy of the grandest actor 
that ever trod the stage — every effect was carried out with 
appalling fidelity ; the livid face, ay, even the bloody foam 
on the lips. 

The doctor's hurried examination and scared face, as he' 
turned to the seconds was also a masterpiece. These were 
moments during which the house was completely spell-bound; 
never had such powerful play been witnessed. 

When the curtain fell there rose such thunders of applause 
as had seldom been heard in the house. But it was some 
time ere the curtain went up again to allow the players to bow 
their acknowledgments, and when at last it did so the actor 
Warner was not to be seen, 

'j Warner ! Warner ! " shouted the public, eager to testify 
their appreciation ; for a good many of them had seen men 
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shot, and recognised the masterly mimicry. But was it 
mimicry ? 

No, indeed, but rather sober reality and stern fact which 
had lent the. players their power. The manager came forward 
and said that he thanked the house most heartily for their 
applause. Mr. Warner was also deeply touched (grim play 
of words !), but, having hurt himself falling in the duel scene, 
was unable to come forward personally. 

But, in reality, Warner was stone dead, with a bullet 
through his heart. 

That the duel had been quite fair, was proved from the fact 
that the ball from deceased's pistol was sticking in the wood- 
work behind where Notch had stood. . It must have come 
within an inch of his head. 

The mischief was ascribed to a gross mistake or carelessness 
in the loading of the pistols. Some people certainly whispered 
and surmised, but nothing definite was proved ; and then, even 
supposing the man had been in earnest, the affair was evidently 
square and above board. And this fact went far to satisfy the 
San Francisco mind, which has no particular objection to fire- 
arms, always supposing they be used legitimately. Had the 
natives only known the real facts of the case, they would have 
called Notch a Quixotic ass for allowing his wife's lover to 
take a pot shot at him before seeking the revenge which was 
his due. 

He was not far off when they searched the dead man's 
pockets for some clue to his family or friends, points upon 
which he had ever been reticent, but they found nothing. 

"I know his real name and nationality," exclaimed the 
Dorata excitedly. " He was a Count Woronoff, a Eussian, and 
escaped from Siberia, whither he had been banished." 

Her husband staggered at these words,* but quickly re- 
covered himself. "He doubly deserved his fate!" muttered 
Gertrude's whilom champion. 

He was locked up for about a week, pending inquiries, 
after which they gave him back his liberty. 

The first words his wife uttered when he reached home were, 
" You did it on purpose ! " 

His answer was equally laconic, "And you know why." 

She advanced towards him menacingly. " You shall suffer 
hell for this," she hissed. "I loved him, loved him, I say. 
You I hate." 

And he loved her still, though she bade him go, and heaped 
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coarsest words upon him. He begged her to part at least in 
friendship, beseeching her in a way for which he afterwards 
despised himself. 

She saw by his eyes how he felt, and a nasty idea occurred 
to her. Slowly she softened down, and at last only bade him 
leave her for the present. 

"I will see you to-morrow," she said. And then impul- 
sively, " Kiss me, once." 

For the life of him he could not resist. He pressed her in 
his arms, and with wild-cat savageness she bit his lip through 
and through. 

" There, dog ! " she laughed, quickly retreating behind the 
table, " you can go now." 

The door was behind her. "With lightning rapidity she put 
out the candles and vanished in the darkness. It was the last 
he saw of her then — and quite enough too. 

Next morning he turned his back on San Francisco, going 
Eastward. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

The rich foliage of a chestnut-tree stirred gently in the soft, 
warm breath of a midsummer day. It was a fair tree, big 
and symmetrical, standing alone in a roundish grass-plot, and 
its spreading branches cast a great shadow. The sun poured 
down beyond from a sky, only broken here and there by a few 
motionless clouds of woolly silver; birds and insects broke 
the stillness fitfully, only the droning bumble-bee was more 
continuous in his prosings. 

At the feet of Gretchen, who sat on the rough bench encir- 
cling the chestnut's sturdy trunk, lay Sigmund on the grass. 

The young wife seemed plunged in a sea of thought, for 
with elbow on knee and chin on hand she looked straight 
before her with eyes that seemed not to note. 

Her husband was evidently of opinion that she had been 
silent long enough, for he pressed her foot with his hand, 
and as, smiling, she looked down at him, said, " Were they 
pleasant, Gretchen ? " 

"My thoughts? Mostly, dear, if not altogether so. In 
all that concerned you they were pleasant." - 

" Thank you, darling. Come down here, and let us think 
together," and the tyrant gently tugged at his wife's ankle. 

" Take care, you will have me down with a run:" 

"Look here, lie on your stomach, and put your hands 
under your chin, it's the best position to talk. I wonder 
they do not adopt it in Parliament. And when you are tired 
of that, all you have to do is to roll on to your side and rest 
your head on your elbow. So ! That's it. Now let us run 
over all that has happened to us since we left England. It 
is barely two months ago, but it seems six to me." 

"Very complimentary! " laughed she. 

" You know what I mean. There has been such a lot of 
change. I say, how jolly the house looks from here — our 
house, Gretchen ! " 
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" Somehow, you do not look portly enough for the part of 
1 Hausherr. , " 

" Please God, the food of the country will not give me a 
" portly " look, but I fear it may. What with their ' Knodls ' 
and ' Wurstls, , and their abominably seductive small-beer, one 
runs an awful risk of sphericity. But to our review ; let us 
talk of the past." 

" And the future. Husband, what do you mean to do ? I 
will not have you idle." 

" Shall I get up at once and dig the garden ? " 

"Nonsense, xou must have some definite occupation, 
some object and hope to engross your mind." 

" You are my object and hope, Gretchen ! " and he kissed 
her. He was still very much in love. "What a grand time 
we had on the Ehine ! " he went on. " And what capital, 
easy-going people they are there ! ' And the wine ; by Jove, 
I do not wonder at all you Ehinelanders being romantic, 
with such liquor and landscapes. And no wonder either, 
that you all hate the Prussians for intruding their Pokel- 
hauben and discipline amongst you. How disgusting it was 
that evening when we were floating down stream in the moon- 
light, near the Drachenfels, to hear those fellows bellowing 
out their Pomeranian patriotism and Berlin bumptiousness, 
about their black and white flag and their Fatherland ! They 
sang as sweetly as if they were commanding at drill, when 
the appropriate melody would have been the ' Lorelei.' " 

" That was the evening when you very nearly drowned 
me by upsetting the boat. You might now be a gay widower 
but for one of those same Prussians, who picked me up, for 
you had lost sight of me as I floated away, Ophelia-like, in 
the 'shadow. But, perhaps, that is why you owe them a 
grudge ! " 

"A sorry joke. My darling, what should I do without 
you?" 

" Much better than I could do without you ; you are a man. 
By-the-bye, do you remember the crone on the bank when I 
was brought to shore? She said, ' Ah, ah, you may drown 
yet!'" 

" The old fool ! She said so because we did not tip her." 

" Her words often recur to me." 

" Ten pfennigs would have procured us her blessing and 
the promise of twelve children." 

" She predicted my father's death." 
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" Away with her memory ! " 

"That friend of yours we met at Wiesbaden is a most 
extraordinary person, with her Greek and her philosophy." 

" "Lady Phillpott you mean ? Yes, a bit of a blue-stocking, 
but her learning 4s sound ; she is really a scholar. She took 
an immense fancy to you." 

"I am much obliged. Her tone towards you was very 
amusing; half motherly, half sentimental. She talked as 
though she had a prescriptive right to advise you, and insisted 
on treating me from the first like an old acquaintance." 

" She is a very old friend of mine." 

" What am I to understand by ' friend ' ? " 

" Well— a friend of course," and he smiled. 

"I fear you were a great rake, husband." 

" My dear girl ! I was always as steady as a dray horse. 
Why, we used to read Greek together at Cambridge." 

Gretchen, recalling her Gothe readings at Nice, felt far 
from convinced as to his bachelor sobriety. 

Their chat was here broken in upon by the arrival of the 
postman, who brought three letters, two for Sigmund and one 
for his wife. She furtively watched his face as he read his, 
and saw it darken. 

" From your aunt ? " she inquired. 

"Yes." 

" And what does she say ? " 

" Oh, do not ask me. Why disturb our happiness ? She 
had better not write to me at all than anger me by useless 
tales." Mrs. Pointgrave informed her nephew that the 
doctor had in no whit relented in hisill-will towards him. On 
the contrary, he seemed more determined than ever to prove 
himself in the right by getting the world to taboo Signiund.* 
To this end he lost no opportunity of telling and retelling his 
tale, asserting that Le Fannu had made a mhalliance of the 
worst sort, and declaring himself to be a man of position and 
standing far too high to countenance such things. His* 
mouth was ever full of bitterest words, and he pursued with 
fell predictions, which were but curses ill-disguised, the young 
man whom he had driven to seek a foreign home. His 
vindictiveness and his offended vanity were alike inexhaus- 
tible, and he savagely determined not to acknowledge himself 
in the wrong. 

Whilst on the Ehine Sigmund had made the acquaintance 
of some of his wife's relations, and to one of these, a major 
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of dragoons, lie took a special liking and told him his troubles. 
The consequence was that Pointgrave received a letter in 
which he was right cavalierly bid to consider himself a craven 
for maligning a fair name and an old family. But he was too 
mean and spiteful to retract, and indeed this^austic letter from 
the dragoon only served to stir him up the more. Concerning 
her husband Mrs. Pointgrave wrote : "I call him the Ancient 
Mariner, with his idiefixe, for he importunes all his friends 
with the subject of your marriage. But as soon as he has had 
his say I possess myself of the victim and pour my version of 
the story into his ear. A certain publicity is thus being given 
to the affair, and Dr. P. consequently considers that his reputa- 
tion is at stake on the subject and he will not recant. Even 
quite recent acquaintances are not spared the recital. I heard 
some men laughing about ' Pointgrave's grievance ' the other 
day, and one said, ' What the deuce does it concern him or us 
whom the fellow married ? ' But rest assured, my dear boy, 
that I let him hear my opinion of his conduct pretty plainly ; 
then he falls into a great rage and we have an exchange of 
words. My nervous system is suffering terribly with these 
continual battles ; but I do it for your sake." 

"I wish to heaven she would leave me in peace!" ex- 
claimed Sigmund bitterly. " She only makes things worse. 
I have come all the way to Vienna to get out of this hell-broth, 
and now my aunt sends me spoonfuls of it by post." 

" Who is the other letter from ? " asked Gretchen, anxious 
to change the subject. 

He moodily took it up. "How strange!" he exclaimed 
"we were just now talking about her. It is from Lady 
Phillpott, and in deep mourning." He read a few lines and 
then said, " Her husband is dead. It appears that Aachen 
and the doctors were no good against Sir John's gout and 
port wine. Her intention is to live in Bonn for the present, as 
she is engaged on some classical work with Professor Hirn. 
Well, it would be absurd of me to say that I sympathise with 
her in her bereavement, for she was never so happy as when 
poor Sir John was away. They had not a single taste in 
common." 

" What a terrible yoke such a marriage must be ! " 

"Ay, indeed; unless the parties adopt the wise course of 
separating. life is too short for the dull agony of continual 
petty strife. But whom is your letter from, Gretchen ? " 

" My mother. She quite agrees with my suggestion that 
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she should eventually come to live in Vienna, though not in 
our house; I would never have that. But she prefers to stay 
in Strasburg till the spring." 

"I am sorry at the delay," said Sigmund, and he meant 
it. He was very fond of his mother-in-law, and showed good 
taste in being so ; for excellent Frau van Oud, with her grace- 
ful appearance and manner, was in every way a desirable 
relative, and standing as she did in some dread of her 
daughter's more masculine intellect, was never likely to 
become a grievance or a go-between in the household. 

"Come, dear," said Gretchen, rising, "let us take a turn 
round our garden ; I hardly know all its beauties yet." 

" Our little retreat from the world," he answered half 
tenderly, half bitterly. "A pleasant place though, where to 
hide one's head from persecution," and he sighed. 

Her eyes filled with tears and then flashed angrily as she 
exclaimed, "Oh, husband, do not be despondent, let me 
exhort you ! I know that you have been driven from your 
country by the yelpings and mud-throwing of that man ; ruin 
and disgrace are predicted ; but let this be a spur to us that 
we give it the he ! Let us exert ourselves and make use 
of this sinister prophecy which is born of a wish, turning it 
into an incentive to strive and rise ! " 

His arm was in hers as they strolled along and he pressed 
it, though answering nothing. 

In the natural want of a quiet resting place and the desire 
for a home of his own he had bought this property, which 
had for some time stood untenanted. It required some reno- 
vation, more especially in the garden, for weeds choked the 
paths and the grass was long and rank ; dead branches stood 
out bare amongst the foliage, or lay rotting and fungusy on 
the ground amongst molehills and worm-heaps. But though 
thus neglected, a little labour would convert it into a charm- 
ing spot, nature having done her share with time's valuable 
assistance. 

For there were big trees of many kinds, besides the chest- 
nut, beech, birch, and feathery larch, as well as ancient fruit- 
trees, plums, apples, and pears, twisted and knotty in strange 
convulsive shapes of still consternation. 

There was about an acre of it altogether ; it was four miles 
from Vienna, and lay between the high road to Tulln in front 
and the forest of Prince Schwarzenberg behind, from which 
latter it was only separated by a fence and wicket gate. A 
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merry streamlet crossed it diagonally, and near the little bridge 
there stood a mossy summer-house, half wood, half rockworfc, 
but all ferns and creepers. A great hedge cut off the world 
on either side, whilst the front was screened by a wall of 
decent height. And thus the place was lonely or sweetly 
retired, according to the mood of its occupant. Needless to 
say that at present the latter designation was in favour — alas, 
if the former should ever come to be used ! 

But they had only been in possession a week, and found 
everything delightful. 

Now that they were alone and friendless in a strange 
country, a feeling of isolation and mutual dependence came 
over them, but it had only sweetness in it, for they were still 
all in all to each other, and required no entertaining from the 
rest of mankind. They were always together ; the natives of 
the village called them the " inseparable English couple, 9 ' 
observing them whenever there was a chance with much 
curiosity as people of strange and eccentric race. 

The neighbouring gentry, imagining that the new comers 
spoke not the native tongue, did not visit them; for your 
real Austrian, like all untravelled persons, is rather shy of 
foreigners; he does not know how to take them, and feels 
awkward in their company. 

On the other hand, Sigmund and his wife did not make the 
slightest advance towards their neighbours. 

Swiftly glided by their days in gentle monotony. Gretchen 
had discovered a rustic inn about a mile through the woods, 
beyond the great avenue, and past the lakes where the deer 
come to drink; and here they went every morning for 
breakfast. Eeturning home they enjoyed the sweets of 
proprietorship, noting the daily progress of their little do- 
main, and ofttimes lending a hand themselves in zeal and 
pleasure. 

The house was known as Wolfgang's Villa, from the name 
of its late owner — a painter of more ambition and eccentricity 
than talent or luck — who had died in his studio up there on 
the second floor. Originally it had been a shooting-box for 
some member of the Schwarzenberg family about a century 
before. A low-pitched, thick- walled, square, and one-storied 
house it was (the solitary studio above had been added on 
by Wolfgang), and a verandah, with stone pillars, enclosed 
it on three sides, lending a somewhat Italian appearance. 
The rooms still preserved much of their original character* 
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istics, with carved ceiling and moulded cornice, high wains- 
coting and heavy-tiled stoves; whilst the hall walls, which 
were of plaster, had served as drawing-board for some of 
the late occupant's most outlandish conceptions in coloured 
chalks. 

There was, a fancy sketch of a certain hot place, after the 
manner of Hollen Beugel, of wide renown, where some per- 
sonages of patrician rank were being attended to by the 
Torturer-in-Chief and an active staff of underlings (the noble 
patients had in aU probability refused Wolfgang their pa- 
tronage). This pleasant subject covered one side of the hall, 
and i;he dining-room door, which occupied the centre, was 
cleverly worked into the history, being made to represent the 
entrance into some presumably hotter place still, a sort of 
220° room of Turkish bath, for a lurid light appeared to 
shoot forth from crevice and keyhole, so that a person of weak 
nerves would sooner have taken his meals in the kitchen, or 
evengbne without them altogether, than open that door. 

" We shall never have to complain of cold plates," had 
been Sigmund's remark when he first saw the picture. 

Facing this was the artist's conception of the abode, of the 
blessed, and if he were at all near the truth in his guess, it 
must be reluctantly admitted that pleasanter places than 
Paradise might be conceived. 

He had tried to convey the notion of purity by snow, 
which glittered blindingly in a powerful light. Cherubs 
were blowing trumpets to bursting point, and the effect was 
a hurricane, in which the chosen were being wafted and 
spun about in a state of innocence as to clothing. At the 
gates of this desirable resort were depicted several members 
of the aristocracy vainly pleading for admittance (strange 
taste !) ; and here again was a door worked into the pic- 
ture, so that to gain the drawing-room one had to leave 
this tempestuous scene of happiness, and pass out to the un- 
redeemed. 

Gretchen was for having these artistic efforts effaced, but 
her husband would not hear of it; so a compromise was 
effected by hanging Eastern stuffs in front. 

All in all, Wolfgang Villa and its grounds cost Sigmund 
£3,000, the sum his wife had brought him at her marriage ; 
f or, besides the freehold of the place, he furnished the house 
with much taste and comfort, though preserving its quaint 
features of a bygone time. As long as it lasted, this setting 
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of the place in order formed an occupation for him, and an 
agreeable one. But when it was oyer, then began the routine 
of married life, without the zest of regular work to make 
leisure sweet. Very slowly and stealthily did a sense of 
weariness come over him, a heavy, aimless longing for some- 
thing definite to do, a sensation so gradual in its growth that 
he did not even recognise its nature. Now was mixed sad- 
ness with sweetness in the sense of banishment. When they 
returned from their breakfast in the woods, now all aglow 
with the rich tints of autumn, he had to ask himself, " What 
shall I do to-day?" And then began the feeling of indefinite 
restlessness. The shortening days of autumn seemed long to 
him, for he had ever been accustomed either to worker the 
society of his fellows, and now there was neither the one nor 
the other. 

But his wife was always with him. 

Twenty-four hours in the day and seven days in the week 
did he see her, and all unconsciously did he long for a change. 

When they went into the city it was the same ; they were 
alone in a crowd, and the sight of others only brought out 
the consciousness of his isolation. The cruel treatment he 
had met with in England had made him morbidly apprehen- 
sive of a slight, and he steadily refused to know any one, 
adhering to, and becoming ever more confirmed in, his mis- 
anthropy. 

Loving his wife as he did, he could not grasp the fact of 
this satiety, but fancied himself out of sorts in a general 
way ; and, to cure his depression, drank more than he was 
accustomed to. 

And did Gretchen note this change in her husband ? 

Ay, indeed ! What loving wife would not ? 

One day as he sat reading in a desultory way, a tankard of 
"lager" at his elbow and a pipe in his mouth, she stood 
before him with tears in her eyes. They had had their first 
approach to a quarrel that morning. 

" Sigmund, I want to speak to you." 

"Do so, then." 

"Husband, listen to me attentively. My love for you 
makes me quick to see what is for your good. What greater 
object in life have I than your welfare? None. What I 
feared has happened ; the ennui of idleness is creeping over 
you. I " 

"But what, in Heaven's name, would you have me do, 
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Gretchen ? what occupation can I find here ? A stranger in 
a strange country, I know no one, and do not want to. The 
world has been poisoned against me, and all I have to do is 
to hide my head, for we have been libelled and vilified." 

He cast his book away and began striding up and down the 
r,oom, then went up to his wife, and throwing his arms about 
her neck said, with quivering voice, " I have only you left in 
the world, Gretchen ; we are outcasts and aliens, but we will 
hold together, ay, dear ? " 

She rested her head on his shoulder, looking up to hi™ with 
the loving intelligence of her true grey eyes. 

" Pray God we may live and die together," she murmured. 
"I have a suggestion to make, which I should be very grateful 
if you would adopt," she said after a pause. " I see that as long 
as we stay here you can follow but one profession, and it is the 
literary one ; but for this you require preparation. Let us, 
Sigmund, devote a certain time to literature ; let us carefully 
study the best English, French, and German authors. After 
a time you can try your hand at producing something yourself, 
and I feel convinced that you wul succeed, for you have brains 
and imagination, and I have energy to urge you to industry. 
Here you have an object and a future at once. Do say yes, 
dear husband ; accept my humble suggestion." She looked 
at him pleadingly. 

" You are a treasure ! " he answered enthusiastically. " A 
woman in a thousand, Gretchen, for you have all the charms 
of your sex with the common sense which is supposed to 
belong to mine, but which I fear I sadly lack. There is no 
time like the present for setting in practice a brilliant idea ; 
come, let us begin at once ! " and for the next three hours 
they read Gothe hard, criticising, comparing, and arguing 
with all the zest of commentators. 

Time sped on, and the forests were rustly with fallen 
leaves; the first snow fell and stilled the still country yet 
further, so that all seemed dead and motionless. The Austrian 
gentry seem to have a great horror of the country in winter- 
time, the most eloquent season to a thoughtful mind, for they 
always retreat into the towns at that period, and now the 
village was deserted save for the peasants, so that the eccen- 
tric English people who persisted in remaining "am Land" 
were looked upon with mingled astonishment and suspicion. 
And this sentiment was largely increased when it was 
found that they still persevered in rushing off every morn- 
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in£ to the distant rural inn for their breakfast. Oome sun- 
shine, come snow, they always went, for the lonely glades 
suited the romance in Gretchen's nature. 

" One of them must be mad," said the villagers, " or per- 
haps both," and soon the owners of "Wolfgang Villa were 
known as " die verriickte Englander." 

. Gretchen developed an apparently insatiable appetite for 
the serious study of literature, adhering to her original plan 
with masculine tenacity, her particular tastes, too, being 
rather those of the sterner sex, for she mostly preferred Mil- 
ton to Byron, Shakespeare to Shelley, and Bossuet ta Musset 
(though in softer moments an opposite current prevailed). But 
to her mind the king of writers was Gothe, for she understood 
m&feU him best. 

Many an hour did they sit over their studies as the snow 
tore past the window in the moaning blasts of winter, or fell 
silently in frozen stillness. She was happy ; but, alas ! though 
his new occupation served for a time to stifle discontent, it 
did not banish it for good. The very work, by the mental 
activity it called forth, prevented him from falling into that 
state of stolid resignation which he might otherwise have 
reached. For all their converse with the giants of the pen, it 
was only and always to Gretchen he spoke, with her alone 
that he interchanged ideas. 

Slowly did the old lassitude and wretchedness return, bring- 
ing with it apathy and longing. He began to seek solitude 
in lonely walks. 

Again his wife noted the evil, and this time sad dismay 
filled her soul. " Can you not bear my presence ? " she asked 
almost bitterly. " What is it you require ? You flatly refuse 
to associate with any one, and yet you seem wretched as you 
are. For God's sake, husband, make an effort to shake off 
this mood ! " 

In the lengthened contact of their minds hers had gained a 
certain moral ascendency as the tougher and more earnest 
spirit. He had insensibly allowed himself to grow dependent 
on her advice and judgment, for, doubtless, owing to the 
Southern strain in his blood, there was a natural apathy and 
fatalism about his cast of thought peculiarly liable to fall 
under the influence of a hardy Teutonic mind. 

And yet, with all her stock of common sense, Gretchen could 
not see that now that her husband had a definite object in life 
he had any cause to be unhappy ; she learned not from all 
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the glorious maxims and eulogies of Freedom which she read 
in her favourite authors that it was freedom he required, and 
she resented his mood accordingly. "You are incompre- 
hensible," she would exclaim ; " you have aU you can possibly 
desire, for, with every material comfort, you have mountains 
of work and a profession before you. What is it ? what ails 
you, I ask ? " And once she added, "If you are tired of me 
say so, and I will leave you ! " 

Strange contradiction! The Khine-born romance in her 
character made her an idealist on the subject of marriage, 
causing her to believe that love was eternal and all-sufficient. 
The mind once healthily employed, she held that married 
people should amply suffice for each other's company. 

But he began to break down seriously ; his sleep left him, 
and the old morbid sensations recalling periods at Thorpness, 
and later on at Cambridge, crept over him and held their 
wretched sway. Lower and lower burned the flame of his 
courage ; his will weakened with every day ; he began to fear 
his wife, trying to conceal from her the anguish within him ; 
but the growing evil could not be hidden ; it showed itself 
ever more and more. The absent dulness at work, the lack of 
interest in criticism, the weary sigh and wandering answer, 
betrayed the soul's disease. 

Gretchen was desperate, she became nervous and irritable, 
which served to aggravate her husband's distress. He was 
fast becoming her mere slave, abjectly and unquestioningly 
following aU she said. Had she been an evil woman he would 
surely have gone to perdition ; as it was he might be travel- 
ling thither now ! 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

One bitter cold day she walked him into Vienna and on to 
Nussdorf, the village at the foot of the Kahlenberg. Here 
where the canal branches from the main stream the ice had 
come to a stand-still, forming a floating dam across the great 
river Bleak and grey was the landscape, chill and desolate 
the low-lying opposite shore, whilst the horizon was black 
and threatening. There was no small risk of an inundation, 
and crowds of people were watching the soldiers, who for the 
last two days had been making preparations for attacking the 
ice with gunpowder. The Viennese always try their best to 
make themselves comfortable, and to console themselves for 
the gravity of a situation by such material solace as lies 
within their reach ; so now an improvised fair had sprung up 
with its booths for hot sausages and spiced drinks, its strolling 
musicians and chestnut sellers, and in the intervals of rest 
from helping the soldiers the natives sociably discussed the 
state of affairs. 

Sigmund looked on in silence. 

" An animated scene, is it not ? " said Gretchen, trying to 
rouse him. 

"I am like the Danube there," he mused aloud; "my life 
trickles on below, but above I feel blocked and numbed." 

"Then. I will be the gunpowder which shall blast your 
ice away! You shall not remain as you are, shall not I 
say? it is killing me. Come, let us go to the Stadtpark and 
skate." 

"Thanks, I do not care to." 

" Come, I say! " and she stamped her foot. 

He followed her. 

There were crowds of people on and around the sheet of 
frozen water in the park, and a military band was playing as 
only Austrians can play — spirit and dash enough to make a 
mummy get up and dance ! 
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The music did Sigmund good. 

She made him push her about in a sleigh chair as she sat 
in her furs and broad felt hat. Then she insisted on changing 
parts, and pushed in her turn. Hot from the exercise she 
threw off her cloak saying, ' ' Come, we will now skate together, ' ' 
and taking his arm they glided off meanderingly. 

"A fine couple," remarked a native. " Heavens, what a 
figure she has ! Who are they, I wonder ? " 

"That is the eccentric English couple from Wolfgang 
Villa, in the Schwarzenberg Wald. I hear that one or both of 
them have got a ' spleen.' They wander about for hours in 
the snow like Polar bears, and have made a contract with the 
people of the Lindenhutte restaurant to supply them with raw 
beefsteaks at any hour they choose to call for them. They 
also pump cold water on each other, as if they were on fire." 

" Well, whatever the lady's habits, they seem to agree 
mightily with her. But I cannot believe she is English, for 
I overheard her talking German to the man who lets out 
skates, and she spoke it as well as I do." 

" You don't say so ! I am delighted, for it gives me a 
chance of introducing myself." 

" Do you propose simply to go up and offer yourself as a 
desirable acquaintance ? " 

" No, not quite that, but I have my plan." 

The last speaker was rather a remarkable man in his way. 
Though still young he had already reached the Professor's 
chair at the University, where his lectures on social and moral 
science were fast procuring him a name not only for genius 
and learning, but also for the somewhat advanced doctrines 
he propounded. He was a freethinker in every sense of the 
word, though a pleasant and theoretical one. Far from being 
a mere bookworm, Professor Hoffmann was agreeable, witty, 
and sociable, brilliant in society, and rather addicted to fancy- 
ing himself a lady-killer. He was tall, fair, and stooped 
ever so little, had a mass of hair, through which it was his 
wont to run his fingers, or else throw back with a somewhat 
haughty and challenging toss of the head, was clean in his 
appearance, and owned bright blue eyes which were not 
shortsighted. 

This man of subversive tenets now skated up to the Le 
Fannus and addressed them with suave courtesy, apologising 
for his hardihood in venturing to approach a strange lady 
without the preliminaries of an introduction (a ceremony he 
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privately despised, holding that free intercourse was the privi- 
lege of free humanity), and excusing himself on the following 
grounds: "I have some English friends staying in Vienna 
just now who do not speak German ; charming people, here 
but for a few days. They went to their Consul in the hope of 
meeting a sympathetic countryman, but found only a German 
Jew, calling himself a banker, who seemed more anxious to 
know if they had any money to draw, so that he might give them 
the lowest possible exchange, than desirous of helping them 
in other ways. A guide has shown them the sights of this 
city, but there are one or two things on which they would 
like to consult the opinion of a person of their own rank. My 
colloquial English is, alas, very imperfect, though I struggle 
with Draper, Mill, and Hume in the original text; and 
besides, every moment of my time is engaged. May I present 
my friends to you ? Let the very strangeness of my request 
be its extenuation. Here is my card ; you will see that the 
name is not unknown." 

It was, certes, a curious request to come from an utter stranger, 
but the charm of his manner was undeniable. His name was 
public property, for the papers daily tore it to shreds or set 
it on a pinnacle of glory, and his reference to three of her 
favourite authors was a great point in his favour, so Gretchen 
answered encouragingly. Sigmund, however, looked less 
propitious, and was airily ignored, for Hoffmann knew that 
women generally have the casting vote in such little matters. 

" My friends are here now," went on the Professor, deter- 
mined to bear his point. "May I bring them to you at 
once?" 

There was nothing for it but to agree ; Hoffman vanished 
for a few moments, and Sigmund had to cease his execrations 
and twist his face into something like affability when the man 
returned with a trio of typical Anglo-Saxons in tow. They 
were father, mother, and son ; good honest countryfolk of the 
fox-hunting and " apartments-in-London-during-the-season " 
sort, and the young one was fresh from the 'Varsity, as he 
called it. Paris had been the limit of their foreign travels up 
till a week ago, and they felt quite off the scent (I quote from 
the hope of the family again) in Vienna. What were the 
"one or two things on which they would like to consult a 
person of their own rank " the Le Fannus never discovered, 
unless it was the average price of horses in the country, 
and the best shop for buying boots ; but the strangers were 
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affable and talkative, delighted to meet with their mother 
tongue. 

Sigmund soon thawed in his reserve ; little as he had in 
common with these people, it was a relief to talk to them, and 
the consciousness of this acted like a first glimmer of suspi- 
cion as to the real cause of his suffering. 

It was agreed that the party should dine together at the 
strangers' hotel, and soon they all left the park. They had 
not far to go and Sigmund walked with the son. 

" What have you seen in Vienna?" asked he of his com' 
panion. 

. ' " Oh, I have been dragged pretty well off my legs, what 
with churches and galleries and historical humbug. The 
mater pretends to understand high art, you know, and trots 
the governor and me about till we feel as done as though we 
had hunted all day and ridden fifty miles to cover. We had 
a check at Munich on our way' here, and it is even worse than 
this place. It swarms with Madonnas and old masters ; I 
should not wonder if there were enough of them to cover a 
ten-acre field. The "Athens of Germany " or some such 
name the mater called it by, and began lecturing us about 
peristyles, friezes, and architraves, and the lord knows what 
besides. But the beer is good, I will say that for Munich ; I 
like it better than the swipes of this place. Give me a good 
drink and a good smoke after a good dinner and I don't care 

a d n for your high art and enthusiasm. Did I take my 

degree at Oxford ? No, indeed ! What for ? But I hunted 
three days a week, kept six bull terriers to worry the dons 
with, and got rusticated twice. What more would you 
have ? Now that I have run across a countryman in these 
savage parts, I trust I shall see a little bit of real native 
life— eh?" 

He lay much stress on the last noun and winked sugges- 
tively. " You see, I'm a duffer at German and could not get 
on alone ; so you can punt me about a bit and show me one 
or two good things — eh." 

They had reached the hotel by the time this edifying speech 
came to an end, and Sigmund, with the scant ceremony his 
companion deserved, left him alone and joined his wife, who 
was talking with animation to the Professor, the latter in his 
turn showing delight and surprise at the discovery of congenial 
tastes in such a woman. They were at friendly warfare over 
a passage in John Stuart Mill's writings on Liberty. Hoffmann 
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was supporting the author with subtle argument and volumi- 
nous quotation, Gretchen as eagerly combating it. 

The bone of contention was — 

" The only part of the conduct of any one for which he is 
amenable to society is that which concerns others. Over 
himself, over his own body and mind, the individual is , 
sovereign." 

"And do you mean to affirm," demanded Sigmund's wife, 
" that if I see some miserable wretch about to destroy himself, 
either mentally or bodily, I am not to interfere with him ? " 

" Seldom ; but in one case you would be justified in check- 
ing his purpose, namely, if you felt convinced that he was in 
a temporary and adventitious mood, foreign to his usual 
nature, for then you might treat him as sick ; otherwise, and 
should you believe him to be acting under a natural tendency, 
I hold that you should let him eliminate himself in conformity 
with the great law of the survival of the fittest." 

" And how is one to know whether the circumstances be 
temporary or innate and irresistible ? " 

" It is always difficult and often impossible to tell ; and in 
the case of intimate friends in whom are wrapped our own 
interests, it is beyond our strength to be impartial." He looked 
at her hard, " I know what you are going to say," he 
remarked. "Your next words will be, 'Let us take a 
special case ' — am I right ? " 

" Yes ; but how did you know ? " 

"Because — forgive me for saying so — I never yet found a 
woman who did not soon lose her breath at generalisation. 
Well, and your special case ? " 

She was about to speak but looked round and saw her hus- 
band standing near. Her cheek coloured. 

"Another time," said she, and hurriedly tried to turn the 
subject. 

Hoffmann understood her. "Oh, marriage, marriage !" 
he muttered, "Monstrous conception ! Tyrannical chain to 
glorious liberty ! Lifelong servitude to an arbitrary institu- 
tion, baneful because unnatural, imposed on the highest of 
animals ! " — You see his views were somewhat " advanced" 
on this subject, though he was a bachelor himself. 

The dinner went off well enough. The country gentleman 
and his son told hunting stories to Sigmund in the intervals 
when his ears were free from the enthusiastic outpourings 
on art from the lady, whilst Gretchen and the Professor 
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talked philosophy with zest. After they had rise\i from table 
he managed to take her aside and said, " Now for your special 
case." 

She was unwilling to proceed with their former conversa- 
tion, fearing, by the interest he displayed, that he suspected 
her of being about to speak of her own case ; but he pressed 
her to continue, and at last, half hoping that she might hear 
some useful dogma which she could set in practice to remedy 
her social troubles, said, " Take the case, then, of a wife who 
daily sees her husband becoming more mentally cast down and 
broken, and this for no adequate reason. Troubles and 
annoyances which a short time since only vexed him at inter- 
vals, now seem to be crushing him into moody misanthropy, 
though their actual dimensions have in no way increased, and 
one would suppose that time would dull their sting. If occu- 
pations which once stirred his interest have of late lost the 
power to do so ; if, notwithstanding his wife's utmost en- 
deavours she sees him fast falling into mental decrepitude ; 
then — then is it all over? Is there no hope, and is it the 
wife's duty to consider her husband, for whom she would give 
up her body to torture, doomed to perdition ? Is it her duty 
to sit by patiently and wait for the end ? " 

Her eyes were full of pleading and tears glittered on the 
lids. She had betrayed herself a thousand times by her words 
and manner, but though a philosopher of advanced views he 
was still too much of a gentleman to let her see that the cup- 
board door of her skeleton was standing open. 

He understood it all now. Her husband's cold, repellent 
mood at the beginning, which had gradually changed till now 
he was almost jovial, afforded this explorer in the intricacies 
of the human mind a key to the situation. ( ' May I suppose," 
said he, "that your husband — your supposititious husband, of 
course" (he blushed at this betrayal) — "has suffered some 
painful social wound which renders him averse to mixing with 
the world ; and that you — your ' wife ' in this proposition — 
have up till now been either unwilling or unable to persuade 
him to surmount this aversion ? " 

The blood suffused her face as she saw how clearly he 
understood her real purport. She hung her head, and a tear 
fell on her nervously twitching fingers. At last she answered, 
" Yes, you may suppose that." 

"Then force him back to his old habits, and all will be 
well." 
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" But I cmnot, I cannot/' she almost wailed. (There was 
little of the mask left now!) " He will associate with none 
but me. To-night is the first " and she stopped short. 

There was a pause. At last Hoffmann said slowly, " Then 
leave him. It is a desperate course, but it is the only course. 
Ifc will either kill or cure huh." Then the love of expounding 
one of his favourite theories tempted him, and he began, 
"For my part, I consider marriage, as at present organized, 
such a social deformity that " 

But she heard him not, for she had sunk down on a chair. 
Sigmund's wife was not a woman to make an unseemly dis- 
play, and five minutes later she sat down to the piano and 
played some old German melodies of her girlhood's days. 

"You don't know anything out of the 'Coucou dore,' do 
you, madame ? " asked the hope of the family. " It is on at 
the ' Varietes,' in Paris. The finest thing I've seen for ages, 
and" (turning to Sigmund, he added with a wink) "the 
hottest, too, by Jove ! I wish we had stayed in Paris longer. 

Ah, that's the place to amuse one's self ! and they can all 

I mean everybody speaks English," and then he became con- 
fused. 

" Well, you will like Nice. They can most of them speak 
English there, too, or understand it," remarked Hoffmann with 
a quiet smile. 

"Are you going to Nice ? " asked Gretchen, interested. 

" Yes ; we shall pass the rest of the winter on the Riviera," 
answered the lady. " I am supposed to be delicate, and have 
no. right here in the cold; though, to be sure, I never felt 
better in my life. I consulted a doctor in Paris who was on 
his way to Nasuto for the winter — a London man — and he 
assured me that the south was my only hope. However, we 
determined to take a tour first, and come round by Munich 
and Vienna, for we are all great lovers of art — great lovers, 
are we not, dear ? " 

" Oh, shocking ! " assented her son. 

"I should like to consult one of the Vienna authorities 
before leaving," went on the lady, "for I am not satisfied 
with what Dr. Pointgrave told me — the man's name was Point- 
grave. He goes to Nasuto to practise every winter,, and I 
have heard one or two curious things about him. QJo tell 
the truth, he struck me as being a little crazy, for we. went 
there with a mutual friend, and no sooner had Pointgrave set 
eyes on him than, instead of paying me any attention, he 
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began a long rigmarole about a family grievance* He became 
almost violent, and I remember it was all about a nephew 
who had married some improper person. As if the matter 
interested us!" / 

They were all grouped about the piano, Gretchen still occu- 
pying the music-stool, .her husband standing near the Pro- 
fessor. They both saw her face turn very pale, and then 
become crimson ; they saw the look in her eyes — a look of 
humiliation backed by fury. Then Hoffmann glanced at Sig- 
mund and made a quick step towards him, for he appeared 
about to fall. The circumstances of their sudden departure 
from the hotel seemed a confused jumble when they looked 
back upon the episode. It was all managed with singular 
want of tact and self-control; but then such situations are 
happily rare, and only practice makes perfect. 

Hoffmann saw them to a carriage, and pressed Gretchen's 
hand with sincerest sympathy. He understood it all. Then 
he went his way, and took notes for one of his most eloquent 
diatribes against the social customs of to-day in general, and 
that of marriage in particular. The pamphlet appeared a 
fortnight later, and made Society's hair stand on end, besides 
nearly costing him his Professor's chair ; but he was popular 
with the students, a turbulent lot when roused, and their very 
practical protestations saved him. His pamphlet had yet 
another result, for a strong-minded spinster of uncertain age 
called upon him and coyly offered him her hand and heart/. 

That night Gretchen passed at her husband's bedside. He 
had cast himself on the couch without undressing, and for 
some time remained motionless. Then he suddenly sprang up 
with a wild look in his eyes, and went to a drawer, which he 
unlocked. 

His wife had gone into the next room, but hearing him 
move, hastily returned. She saw him with his revolver pointed 
towards his temple, and with a scream rushed forward to pre- 
vent him. She was only just in time. The shot went off, but 
his arm had been seized, and the bullet merely smashed the 
glass of a mirror. 

It chanced that the only servant who heard the report was 
the gardener, and the old fellow arrived quickly on the scene. 
This man and Gretchen held Sigmund down for the next 
twenty minutes, and it was as much as they could do. 

" I want to die ! I want to die ! The world thinks I have 
married a . I am disgraced. Let me die, I say!" Luckily, 
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he raved iif English, of which the servant was profoundly 
ignorant. 

At last he calmed down, and lay pale and exhausted on the 
bed, allowing himself to be undressed. 

"I shall not want you any more to-night, Hans," sard 
Gretchen ; and then added, " Here are ten florins for you. If 
in a fortnight's time no word of this affair gets abroad, you 
shall have another ten florins." 

"I would hold my tongue without the bribe, madame, for 
you have always been very kind to me ; but, of course, the 
money will be welcome." And the man went his way, taking 
the pistol with him. 

Gretchen looked five years older next morning. 

" You will want treatment yourself if you do not take 
care," observed the doctor who came to see Sigmund. 
" Whatever have you been doing ? You both appear terribly 
upset, and yet I saw you on the ice only yesterday looking 
quite well." 

iEsculapius was evidently a man of more well-meaning 
than tact. 

Sigmund was soon on his legs again, and the first thing 
which happened gave him pleasure indeed. It brought such 
satisfaction to his mind that he even felt surprised at himself. 

Lady Phillpott wrote that she was coming to Vienna for a 
lengthened stay, as she wished to consult some books in the 
Imperial library on the subject of her labours. The day and 
hour of her arrival were given, and she trusted that Sigmund 
would find time to meet her at the station. Somehow he did not 
care to tell his wife of the pleasure he felt at his old friend's 
advent, rather making as though it were irksome to him. 

But she saw through this — she would have been less than 
a woman had she not — and her feelings were of a mixed 
nature. Her happiness, however, at his improved condition 
went far to still the lower murniurings of her intelligence. 
She forced herself to look upon Lady Phillpott's coming as a 
godsend, saying to herself, "It will rouse him from his 
apathy." 

It certainly had that effect. 
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CHAPTER XLVH. 

My reader must once more accompany me across the Atlantic. 
It is nothing of a journey nowadays with the fast-going 
steamers, but we will perform the trip in less seconds than 
the Cunard boats take days. 

When Notch left San Francisco with his face eastward he 
went to Chicago. He would have gone farther, but the stock 
of money he had about him on the night of the dispute with 
his wife did not suffice to carry him beyond the young city of 
corned beef on the shores of mighty Lake Michigan, and in 
his rage and grief he had dashed away without waiting to 
collect his small savings at the bank, fearing lest if he fcaw 
her again he should be tempted to do her some terrible 
injury. 

He was desperately down in the mouth for some time — it 
was considerably under a month — and then began to* rally. 
The woman's animal behaviour had gone very far to cure 
him of his infatuation for her; and now that she was out 
of his sight her charms faded in his memory, and he began 
to believe that there were pther women in the world worthy 
the name besides Marie Dorata. Apprehensive lest she should 
molest him in any way, he took the precaution to change his 
name once more, calling himself Maximus Cash, " Just be- 
cause I have not got any/' as he said to himself. "It may 
bring luck." 

In truth this fellow's shrewdness and caoutchouc elasticity 
of heart, his easy-going good-temper and pluck never left him 
long in the lurch. He was at most times a very lucky man, too 
(there be such a factor in life as luck, all objections as to man 
being a free agent and the carver of his own destiny notwith- 
standing), save when a woman crossed his path, and then, as 
we know, he became at once idiotic and unfortunate. Just 
now, however, there was no petticoat in the way, and, with all 
his wits about him, he felt rather jolly than otherwise at the 
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complete uncertainty of the future, for it suited his spirit of 
restless adventure. He would have made an excellent skipper 
of a ship (bar the sirens, of course), or an explorer into new- 
countries ; anything, in fact, save that which he had begun 
with, being as fitted to fill the post of Speaker in the House as 
that of clergyman, much more so indeed. Certes, he might have 
done as a missionary, but then his convictions were not nearly 
on a level with his courage. Qregariousness and pugnacity 
were two leading features in his character. On the one hand 
he loved the society of men and women ; on the other, his 
eyes would sparkle and his cheeks flush, though more in fun 
than anger, when there was any chance of a row, verbal or 
otherwise (I imagine he preferred " otherwise") ; and had he 
adhered to his original calling (faith, and it never called him 
at all !) he would doubtless have argued with his flock very 
strongly at times. Drunkenness would have involved a round 
with the parson, and kicking about of wives on Saturday 
nights, black eyes and an ensanguined nose on Sunday morn- 
ing before church time. 

IJis theatrical duties had necessitated the sacrifice of his 
moustache, and wigs had involved close cropping ; so that 
just now he looked more of a Paddy than usual, and in his 
mien there was a devil-may-care, "will-ony-won-plase-to- 
thread-on-the-tail-o'-me-coat " way, unmistakably typical of 
his origin. 

In this desirable frame of body and mind he could hardly 
fail to get on, for Fortuna loves to smile on those who make 
light of her favours. She began her gifts by enabling him 
to win a large reward which was offered for the apprehension 
of some cattle stealers on the prairies ; for, dressing himself 
up with his usual skill, he personated an Irish wench of the 
looser kind, and coming into the shanty where the " lifters " 
were wont to drink, he hobnobbed with them till they lost 
their caution (he had a wooden head for liquor himself), and 
learned their secret. 

"Guess you've been in a scrimmage, Polly," said one of 
the roysterers; "there's the mark of a hard buss on your 
kissing-trap " (referring to the scar left by the Dorata's 
teeth). 

"Faix, an' it's yerself that's right this thoime, me bhoy ; 
but the spalpeen as assailed me bheautv will be having a 
short meemory if he forgets me. Be jaoers ! and I nearly 
tared his eyes out." 
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The men looked at her with admiration. " Bekkon she's 
the right sort," they said ; and then, after some whisper- 
ings amongst themselves, " Freeze me stiff if it ain't a tar- 
nation pity she's only a woman. Gum ! there's arms and 
- shoulders for you ! But look here, Poll, you can knuckle in 
with us and you shall have your share of the stew.*' 

• Then they revealed their nefarious business, and told her 
that they wanted a female spy to watch the movements of 
certain people whom they feared. " We'll rig you out, Polly, 
as fine as you please, you bet," they added, " and then you 
can get round these durned creepers and put us up to their 
tin-pot tricks for nobbling us." 

And thus it was that Notch won the reward. 

He was in court when these gentry were tried and con- 
demned to lengthened periods of hard labour, and one bf them 
in his rage shouted out, in defiance of all legal etiquette, that 
if he could only lay hands on the person who had betrayed 
them, he would slit him up into slices of such extreme slender- 
ness that they would be invisible if held up edgeways. 

"Now, what is it to be, I wonder? " thought Notch, as he 
strolled out of court ; " anything, from mayor of the place to 
undertaker. I'm not particular, for I feel my luck is up." 

Leisurely entering a bar he called for a "wall" and the 
day's paper, lit a cigar, stared about him, and observed that 
there was a great crowd assembling in the street. 

"What's on, boy?" he demanded of the waiter, and was 
informed that an elegant funeral was about to pass. 

" Who's slid ? " was his next question. 

" John Nealy." 

" Indeed ! Fearful loss no doubt. And who may he have 
been?" 

" Not know who John Nealy was ! Well, I " 

" Stow that, now ! Quick ! who was John Nealy ? " 

"Here, read this; that will tell you best," and the man 
handed him the newspaper, at the same time indicating the 
passage with a finger. 

Notch read : " To-day takes place the funeral of one of the 
most remarkable men this young city has ever known. It 
would not be too much to say that he was unique of his kind, 
for who amongst us has ever met a man equally conversant, 
we may say friendly, with the denizens of another world ? 9r 

" The devil ! " said Notch, in surprise, and went on reading. 
He waded through a long and evidently well-paid for pane- 
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gyric, from which he gathered that deceased had been a great 
spiritualist and medium of immense force, not to mention a 
mesmerist of exceptional magnetic power. A list of some of 
his achievements was given, and if one-tenth of the deeds re- 
corded were true, then must John Nealy have been a tough 
customer to deal with indeed, for not only could he mesmerise 
you into abject obedience, but, if so minded, could also call 
upon any of his chums in the next world and scare you into 
it. The article concluded with the words : " Our readers may 
believe in spiritualism, or not, as they like " ("that's con- 
siderate," grunted Notch), " but one tiling they must admit, 
and it is that John Nealy was an extraordinary man, and 
that his loss is irreparable." 

" Who knows ? " said Notch, half aloud, and went out to see 
the funeral, following it to the cemetery, and obtaining a view 
of dear departed's relict as she stood by the grave. A comely 
person, with a profusion of bright auburn hair and sleek cat- 
like appearance, was she ; and as he gazed he felt quite touched 
at such graceful grief and beauty. 

Then he went and hunted in every bookstall till he found a 
treatise on spiritualism, which he assiduously studied for a 
week, after which he felt himself equal to any business in 
the ghostly line. Thus internally equipped, and with his per- 
son arrayed in garments at once sober and fashionable, he one 
afternoon called on the widow, sending up his card, on which 
he had pencilled the words, " a devoted admirer of your late 
lamented husband," and was soon ushered into her presence. 
She received him with pensive grace. 

" You knew my husband ? " she asked, with hands crossed 
resignedly and a little sigh. 

"No, madame, I had not that honour; but his fame has 
filled me with respect and envy, or rather emulation, for I am 
something of a spiritualist myself, and " 

He stopped short, much struck with her eyes, which he now 
met for the first time as she glanced at him sharply. Up till 
then she had kept her looks fixed upon her lap, in most 
modest wise, and indeed there was something demure and 
nun-like in her whole manner, her sombre garments helping 
not a little to enhance the resemblance. 

But her eyes ! Notch's nerves were as tough as wire, and 
yet he felt that look go through him, and winced. 

They were coal-black eyes, just a little prominent, though 
very slightly so, and rather large ; but there was a fleeting 
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intensity, a basilisk lustre in their depth which defies descrip- 
tion. The glance was as a flash of lightning, and it con- 
trasted most strikingly with the rest of her demeanour. 

With eyes once more primly lowered, she said softly, "You 
may be a spiritualist, but you are no great mesmerist, though 
with time you may possibly become one." 

He smiled uneasily, admitting that he had never paid much 
attention to the science of Mesmer, and venturing to inquire 
whether she had. Again she raised her eyes, but this time 
slowly, till they rested on his face. His glance became 
shifty. 

" Look straight into my eyes," she said low, " and give me 
your two hands, one in each of mine. Come and kneel in 
front of me and do not speak. Try and fix your thoughts on 
me." 

Notch followed these directions, and thdre was a spell of 
silence. 

" Do you feel any particular sensation ? " she asked, after a 
few moments. 

" Yes — yes I do," he stammered, " a dazed, helpless, servile 
sensation, a " 

" That will do," she broke in. " You are a very weak sub- 
ject in my hands ; I could completely hold you if I chose, 
making you do everything I wished. You see I am a first- 
class power, and have never met anybody who could master 
me except one. But you would make a very fair magnetiser 
of the second order, for you have good eyes for the work." 

" Was your late husband the one person to whom you were 
not equal ? " he asked, with some diffidence. 

" No, indeed ; I could twist him round my finger ! * 
Poor dear John was never much more powerful than, for in- 
stance, I could make you in a short time." 

" Will you make me ? " 

"Do you wish it?" 

" Yes." 

She looked at him with a strange smile. 

" Do not avoid my eye," she said," I will not hurt you. I 
rather like you ; your nature and mine have much affinity. 
I speak, of course, in a purely psychological sense." 

He went to see this strange creature every day, and ere 
long she obtained over him another influence besides the 

* The author has met several married ladies who could perform a 
similar feat without being mesmerists at all. 

Z 
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mesmeric one. He was a fool, of course ; one would suppose 
that his past unfortunate experience would have taught nim 
caution ; but are we not assured by a dozen clever writers 
that love is generally a stultifying influence, which, if it 
sometimes converts a fool into a wise man, more often changes 
a sharp fellow into a fool? Luck, however, seemed desirous 
to make up in other respects for this one great failing, for she 
smiled most benignly on all his undertakings. He had, with 
the money which was paid him as the reward, bought shares 
in certain speculations, and these prospered amazingly ; he 
was quite a little Midas in his way, and ere long possessed a 
very respectable weight of dollars. 

But in the other business his luck was on a par with his 
wisdom. It was a very serious symptom that about a month 
after making Mrs. Nealy's acquaintance he consulted a lawyer 
as to whether he 'could not expeditiously free himself of the 
woman he had married in California. 

"Free yourself, yes, but expeditiously, no," opined the 
lawyer. "What was the lady's name you say ? " 

She belonged to the theatrical profession, and was known 
as Marie Dorata. But, of course, I married her under her 
real name." 

" That is a pity ; otherwise she would not be your wife at 
all." 

Notch jumped up with sparkling eyes and thumped the 
table. " By Jove, then, it's all right ! " he exclaimed. 

" How is that, sir ? " 

" Because I married her myself under an assumed name." 

" Well, then, 'guess you are fitted. I will trouble you for 
four dollars, sir. Good morning*" 

" Are you quite sure that I am free, and can — that is to say, 
could marry again ? " 

« Moral/' 

The unhappy wretch went his way rejoicing. 

A week later he proposed to his animal magnet, and was 
accepted. 

Then he told her his story. 

" Your real name, then, is Notch," she said languidly per- 
forating him with a look, " it is neither Cash nor Farquharson, 
nor anything but Notch ? " and she gave him a real gimlet 
glance. 

" I can assure you on my word, dearest Electra, that -" 

" Hark I " 
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"What is it?" 

" Hush ! " and she held up a finger. 
. Her eyes were widely dilated, intense in their fixity, and so 
bright that they seemed self-luminous. 

" Hark ! " she whispered again, and noiselessly rising went 
to the window and drew the curtains, so that the room was in 
deep shadow. Standing in the centre of the floor she slowly 
uttered the words, spoken in a sort of somnambulistic sing- 
song, " John, I am here ! " 

Then Notch heard a rap. 

" John, am I right in taking this step ? " 

Another rap. 

" John, for the last time, is this man telling me the truth ? 
A sign, a special sign, I conjure you ! " 

There was a sound of something falling. She hastened 
forward and picked that something up. Kwas a large book 
of poems which had slid from a shelf where Notch had often 
observed it amongst others ; the volume had fallen open and 
with its face upwards. Mrs. Nealy went with it to the 
window and drew back the curtains. 

" Yes, you have not lied to me," she said in a strange far- 
away voice, and with a look in her eyes such as one would 
ascribe to a sentimental cobra. " See here ! A spirit of the 
other world has given me a sign." She showed him the open 
book as she had lifted it from the floor. There was a poem 
called "Truth," and under the title- word was a faint red 
line! 

Notch, though not a timorous man, did not like this sort of 
thing ; but it was rather late in the day to hedge now. He 
made one attempt, however, by dwelling graphically on the 
demoniacal temper of the Dorata. 

" She is a fiend," he said, " and if ever she finds me out is 
capable of attempting to murder us both." 

Electra's thin lips curled in a contemptuous smile. " I 
dare say I shall be able to manage her ! " she laughed sar- 
castically. ' ' If she molest us I shall mesmerise her ! " 

A few weeks after this little episode she drew him to the 
altar. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



CHAPTEE XLVIIL 

Lady Phillpott and Sigmund sat at a book-strewed table in 
the studio of Wolfgang Villa. Without the snow fell silently, 
within the fire crackled cosily in the stove, sending out a 
grateful glow. 

" It is a month to-day since I arrived, Sigmund,' ' said the 
lady, looking at her companion, as she rested an elbow on 
the table. 

" And what a change seems to have come over me in that 
time ! " returned he warmly. "I feel as if new life had been 
infused into me. How glad I am, too, that you consented to 
come and share our humble hearth ! " 

" I thought you must be recovering from some severe illness 
when I saw you at the station; you looked terribly out of 
sorts, but now " 

" And to whom do I owe the alteration'? " 

" I cannot say, I am sure," answered the lady looking down. 

" But I can. I recognise it now ; I wanted a change, and 
had got into too misanthropic a groove to seek one. Your 
coming was my salvation." 

" Any one's coming would have served the purpose as well, 
then?" 

" No, no ; a thousand times no ! You, dearest Hel — Lady 
Phillpott, are the only person in this world whom I would 
just then have consented to see ; for you know all about my 
sad affairs and judge them in their proper light." * 

" How strange that you should have made the acquaintance 
of my old friend, Professor Hoffmann ! " she said, with the 
evident intention of changing the subject. 

His face darkened, for the man's name called up associa- 
tions of a painful nature ; but she appeared not to notice this, 
although she did so, and the caus6 of his manner was quite 
plain to her, for she had seen Hoffmann, and as a kindred 
spirit he had told her all about the affair. Then the two 
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advanced thinkers had fulminated in duet at the iniquity of 
social conventionalities. 

Lady Phillpott, always rather emancipated in her social 
views, had grown far more so of late, a not unusual occurrence 
with strong-mindod ladies of a certain, or rather uncertain, 
age. She did not, however, look a day older than when we 
saw her last, almost two years ago ; nay, more, she had un- 
doubtedly improved in appearance, having become plumper, 
and her mourning became her exceedingly well. 

It had been Gretchen's own suggestion that the scholar 
should take up her abode in the villa until such times as a 
suitable apartment could be found in town in the precincts 
of the Library. But little by little had the length of her visit 
increased till now a month had flown by, and she was still the 
guest of her old " college " friend and his wife. 

And how did this wife like the change which had come over 
her household? Not much. It seldom made her acutely 
miserable, though ever dully anxious and discontented ; it was 
her turn now, justly or unjustly, to suffer mental mangling. 
Despite all her common sense she feared no definite harm, 
for she was^sure of her husband's affection, and did not know 
that man's nature differs from woman's in that he may love 
one daughter of Eve and yet make love to another ; no, what 
pained her was rather the change of daily habits — the loss of 
their rural walk to breakfast, their studies, their quiet even- 
ings, their everlasting duality, in fact, which had nearly cost 
her husband his reason. On the other hand, she called to 
mind Hoffmann's words, " Then leave him ; it is the only way ; 
it will either kill or cure him," and shuddered still at their 
harsh drasticity. Perhaps, in her great love for her husband, 
she might have made the dread experiment, but now there 
seemed to offer an alternative ; here was some one with whom 
he not merely consented but seemed pleased to associate, and 
he was quite his old self again. It seemed to her that she had 
but to suffer the intruder and her husband would be preserved 
to her. And so she swallowed this bitter pill. 

The two women were on the best of terms, and the trio 
always went about together. The natives were, as usual, 
coarse in their remarks; they said, "The Englishman has 
bought another wife." 

There was one thing for which Gretchen was very grateful 
to the new-comer, for which, indeed, she almost brought her- 
self to love her — Lady Phillpott urged Sigmund to work. He 
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helped her at her labours, taking notes and consulting authors 
(it was a treatise on Aristophanes my lady was engaged on) ; 
but besides this, she persuaded him to attempt something on 
his own account. 

" You have heaps of imagination," she observed. " Or if 
you prefer it, write for the Press." 

"I know no publishers in England," objected Sigmund. 

"But I do. I can get you a trial; will you attempt it?" 

From that time forward Sigmund<was connected with the 
pen, and it must be acknowledged that his career had few 
serious checks, though much of his work was rabidly attacked 
by the wolves of criticism. But that only served to puff it. 
He began by weekly letters to some of the lesser though not 
less able journals, with an occasional genre article about Aus- 
trian life to a magazine, and then he attempted a novel. " My 
subject," he said, " shall be my own life." 

"An autobiography, then?" suggested Lady Phillpott, 
with some misgiving. 

" No, a novel, fact and fiction twisted up into one yarn ; " 
and under his breath he added, " it shall be a whip for some- 
body!" 

One day their visitor said that she had really trespassed on 
their hospitality too long already, and must now sde about 
moving into town ; goodness knows if she meant it. 

"Oh, for God's sake don't do that ! " broke out Sigmund. 
His wife heard this, and her face flushed, but she said nothing 
and moved away. The other two looked after her, and then 
at each other. 

" She wants me gone," said the lady. 

"And I want you here ! " was the hot retort. " You have 
called me back to life ; I was rotting in stagnation. I love 
my wife so that I would go to the rack if it could serve her, 
but till you came I was utterly discontent." 

She looked at him not all too coldly, and answered, " There 
is much good in discontent, all abuse of the same notwith- 
standing ; for what is ambition but discontent with one's pre- 
sent state and a striving for something else ; and what should 
we be without ambition? The former becomes the latter 
when properly directed." 

" It is what you have done for me, Helena." 

" Hush, do not speak so to me, Sigmund." 

"It is so like the old days to sit by you and — work ; it is a 
glimpse of the past." 
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"I will not hear you speak thus," she answered with an 
effort. " Let us be reasonable. You talk of the past with 
rapture, but the fact is with regard to much of the fond look- 
ing back and regretting of what is gone, that the unpleasant 
side of that period has faded from our memory, whilst what is 
pleasant remains. Every period has its griefs, and these seem 
big at the time. Is a child not almost heartbroken when it 
breaks a favourite toy or is carried off to bed whilst dessert is 
on the table ? " 

"But was I a child when — when we knew one another 
first ? I refuse to be taken from my dessert I " 

" Do not look at me like that ! " was all she answered, and, 
with a tear in her eye, turned away and followed his wife, 
Where she strolled pensive beyond the little stream. 

"I have decided to leave you, dear," said Lady PhiUpott. 
" I have taxed your kindness more than was right already. I 
know of a suitable set of rooms in the Rothenthurm Strasse, 
and I shall retain them at once. You will allow your husband 
to come and assist me occasionally in my work ? " 

"He is perfectly free to come and go as he pleases," was 
the somewhat cold answer. " How should it be for me to 
dictate to him ? " i 

Her soul was sore within her that day, even more than 
usual ; Sigmund had left her to herself all the morning, and 
the reason given had been all too rational. Aristophanes 
requires a deal of commentary, and loose notes which have 
not been classed and sorted are an abomination to a well- 
balanced mind. Besides, Sigmund's early effusions for the 
press, though clever enough, lacked that literary finish 
which experience alone can give. This Lady Phillpott 
could impart with a few skilful dashes of her practised pen ; 
but, alas ! Gretchen could not, for though very familiar with 
English, she was not an Englishwoman ; though highly edu- 
cated she had not the technical skill of composition. Bitterly 
did she feel this exclusion from her husband's labours; 
a sense of humiliation racked her as though she were some 
ignorant and inferior creature whom he would despise, or at 
best treat with playful pity after his intercourse with " that 
woman " who had Latin and Greek at her fingers' ends, and 
could write upon most subjects almost as fast as she could 
talk. 

There was just one point resulting from Lady Phillpott's 
erudition which especially annoyed Gretchen. No woman 
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could have bo much learning in her as had this one without 
succumbing a little to the weakness of pedantry ; not unfre- 
quently did Lady Phillpott indulge in a Greek or Latin 
sentence with Sigmund. Let us hope it was only pedantry 
which made her do so ; but Gretchen, ever closely watching 
her husband's face when the savants discharged a quotation, 
sometimes noted an expression which ill-pleased her. More- 
over, she could not retaliate with French or German had she 
been little-minded enough to do so, which she was not, for 
Lady Phillpott was herself a mistress of those languages. It 
was thus that on this very day, when Gretchen felt more than 
usually low, her visitor, who owed her a grudge for the curt 
answer she had received anent Sigmund's freedom to do that 
which seemed best in his eyes, observing him to yawn rather 
wearily, remarked — 

" ' kvOpurrroKTi. ra9 ftcv Ik Ot&v 
Tv\as SoSctcras lor' avay kollov ^ipciv." * 

"Are you really leaving us in two days' time?" asked 
Gretchen, without much sorrow in her voice. 

"Yes, dear, I shall go to town to-morrow morning and 
take the rooms I spoke to you about." 

"What!" broke in Sigmund, who had heard nothing of 
the plan. "Going?" 

" Indeed I must. And besides, you would get tired of me 
if I stayed longer." There was just the very least stress on 
" me." Women can be spiteful ! 

" irCLVTWV fJLCV Kopos cort ! f 

as Homer says ; but you may, indeed must, go on helping me 
in town." 

" Indeed, indeed, I will ; how can I get on without you — 
at my work ? " 

The blood began to leare Gretchen's cheek. Lady Phill- 
pott was by no means a wicked woman though a proud, and 
she still felt the sting of her hostess's half disdainful words ; 
she had also been talking to her friend Hoffmann lately, and 
her " progressist " tenets had received a sharp spur. "What 
right has she," Lady Phillpott now said to herself as she 
glanced at Gretchen, " what right has she to monopolise him ? 

* " That which the gods do saddle a man with, that must he hear in 
patience." — Soph. PhUoc. 

t " One wearies of everything (at last)." — Eom. IU 
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His talents and sympathies lead him towards my society. I 
can help him to become a man of mark, and if I let go of him 
he will sink back into obscurity," and her heart whispered 
besides, "I love him." 

A woman roused is a tiger roused, sleek and supple, but 
with cruel teeth and claws, and the sight of blood nurses the 
love of cruelty. So seeing Oretchen's distress her bitter 
mood gained bitterness, and she determined to give yet a last 
claw blow. Sweetly she said — 

"That you may not forget to come and see me, let me 
persuade you to take this souvenir. You admired it once, long 
ago. You can wear it on your watchguard," and unfasten- 
ing from its chain the Greek philtre which hung at her neck, 
she smilingly held it out to him with the words— 

" A0V19 V6\lyri T€ </>i\ V T€." * 

Gretchen did not show any sign of emotion, save that she 
became paler ; a few minutes later she rose and left the room 
quietly, as though to get something. But she went and threw 
herself on her bed and wept bitter tears. 

* "A humble gift, but given in love." — Horn. Ody. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

Vienna's long winter at last came to an end, though not with- 
out many a relapse of cold, repeated unwelcome adieux like 
those of Don Basilio in the Barhiere di Sevillia. At last did 
old St. Stephen's spire definitely lay aside his white furs and 
the double cross sparkled out in the sun of springtime \ foun- 
tains and other public monuments were unboarded, and a 
sense of decency animated the trees, for like our first parents 
they clothed themselves with leaves to hide their nakedness. 
It became quite hot, which caused the consumption of beer to 
quadruple itself in a week ; the guileless native could now sit 
in the garden and drink his lager, an occupation which is not 
far from his conception of perfect bliss. 

The Le Fannus were at their villa ; Lady Phillpott at her 
rooms in town. The two ladies did not often meet, though it 
need not be said that they still " knew " each other. Once a 
week did Madame Bas-bleu receive her friends of an evening, 
and Qretchen sometimes went ; at other times she avoided 
her — shall I say " rival " ? Yes, I fear that is the aptest 
word. Still you might almost lay your hand in the fire 
(observe the almost) that Sigmund's wife did not actually 
suspect her husband of infidelity ; perhaps she shirked direct 
speculation on the sore subject, perhaps she forced herself to 
think such a thing impossible. But certain it is that she lived 
a life of hell ; not perhaps at agonising white heat, but a dull 
red throb of inward suffering which slowly paled the roses in 
her cheeks and made her silent and listless. 

Where was the sweet idyllic life of last summer ? Gone ! 
gone! 

But her pride was as steel, though her heart bled from a 
hidden wound ; she would not solicit his love if it were not 
freely given ; she scorned to beg for the crumbs of his affec- 
tion. Only once, it was on her wedding-day, did she break 
down. She wished to pass that day alone with him., and he 
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made some excuse. Then with a choking voice die said, 
" Husband mine, have you lost all love for your Gretchen ? " 

His eyes filled with tears, for with all that was happening 
he loved her well. 

He stayed with her that day ; it was a bright spot in her 
existence. 

But at most times there was an awkward artificialness 
about their intercourse, a hollow pretence of unconsciousness 
on his part and a cold reserve on hers which made them both 
wretched. 

There was one circumstance which somewhat consoled her 
in her present neglect, though, much as she had wished for 
this, it was at times but a poor solace. Sigmund's literary 
success seemed to be assured. Of course, he was not as yet a 
great writer, but the prospect looked very bright. The editors 
of the journals for which he worked had written to him in 
very complimentary terms, whilst some of his magazine 
articles had_ been much noticed. His style was eminently 
taking and quite original, terse, and often grotesque, though 
there ran throughout an undercurrent of pathos and ofttimes 
of sadness, and withal there was no lack of the spice of 
satire. 

,. He was already well advanced in the cadre of his novel, 
and this was, of all others, the work which gave him most 
pleasure, the subject on which he would ponder whenever a 
moment's leisure afforded. Sometimes his eyes would sparkle 
angrily or in contempt, and the blood mount to his face when 
a good idea occurred, and this would next moment be con- 
signed to his inseparable companion the note-book. He went 
at this work with a sort of savage zest, and once exclaimed, 
as his eyes gleamed and the pencil trembled in his fingers, 
"I thought he was my ruin, and he is the making of me. 
But he has raised a hornets' nest about his own ears." 
And who "he" was the reader will have little trouble in 
guessing. 

In fact, Sigmund, once started on his career and in good 
working order, the persecutions he had met with in England 
spurred him to activity. It was the very thing his wife had 
hoped for and exhorted him to attempt ; but, alas ! what she 
now said to herself was, " It is not I who have been able to 
bring him to it." Still sho was very proud of him. 

The name of this book in which the events of his own life 
were being entwined with the strands of fiction was to be 
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" Calumny." It will be apparent that inasmuch as the author 
had not yet reached his twenty-fifth year, and considering 
that he was desirous of bringing it out with all due expe- 
dition, he must either cut short the story at a comparatively 
early period or else give the reins to his imagination. This 
last he did. 

Lady Fhillpott had gathered around her a society of literati; 
brains was the chief and almost only necessary qualification 
for admittance to her Fridays' receptions. 

Professor Hoffmann was a standing dish at these intellec- 
tual banquets, and Sigmund did not like him, but whether 
this was because the youthful philosopher was on these and 
all occasions excessively polite to Gretehen, or because he was 
no less unremitting in his attentions to Lady Phillpott, Gret- 
ehen' s husband himself could not decide. 

A frequent guest was an Arabio professor from the Oriental 
Academy, an accomplished and agreeable person, and with 
this gentleman Sigmund soon became intimate. Our hero had 
never paid much attention to matters Eastern and was fairly 
ignorant in that branch of learning ; but a few conversations 
with the Lebanite awakened his interest so that he determined 
to hear more on the subject, and to this end he invited his 
man to dinner. There were no other guests, so that with 
Gretehen they formed a trio as they sat at table under the 
big chestnut-tree where the cloth had been laid. 

It was the first time Sigmund had dined at home for a long 
while, sometimes getting his wife to meet him by appointment 
at a restaurant in town, sometimes letting her go to her 
mother, who had ere this arrived in Vienna. 

The young wife felt almost happy again to see him sitting 
there after the meal looking so contented ; a broad felt hat 
on the back of his head, his curly locks over his forehead, his 
chair tipped back on two legs, his hands in the pockets of his 
velvet coat, and a cigarete oetween his lips. His long fine 
moustache twisted upward, his short beard was in a point, and 
his eyes danced with amusement as he listened to some story 
which his guest was narrating with Oriental vividness and 
composure. 

She reflected with satisfaction that her husband would not 
a month ago have absented himself from his work at Lady 
Phillpott' s for hours together as he was doing now ; and then 
one or two other little symptoms recurred to her. Was this 
" friendship " cooling down? Yes; she was quite right. Now 
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that he was fairly launched amongst people, now that the ice 
had been broken, and that he had, moreover, got his hands 
very full of his own work, Master Sigmund, though still very 
fond of Lady Phillpott, was not absolutely dependent on her 
as the sole exit from his own too narrow home circle. 
Hoffmann, the astute, may also have had something to do 
with it, for by paying zealous court to both ladies he not only 
ruffled the surface of Sigmund* s jealousy concerning his wife 
(and what greater spur to drooping sentiment is there than 
jealousy ?), but disgusted the Englishman with the evident 
satisfaction he perceived the blue-stocking to feel at the Pro- 
fessor's attentions. In any case Sigmund was this afternoon 
in the very best of tempers, and as affectionate towards his 
wife as that lady could possibly desire. 

"lam going to take up Arabic," he said next morning as 
they lay chatting before getting up. 

" I do not know how you will find the time, dear." 

" But I mean to, though ; I shall take it from Lady [Phill- 
pott " — a speech which in no way lessened the kind looks 
already dancing in her eyes. 

" You seem to be jollier than I have seen you for a long 
time, Gretchen." 

She looked at him for an instant and burst out crying. 
" It is because you are kind to me," she sobbed, and took him 
in her arms, hiding her face on his shoulder. 

They actually went to the old place for breakfast, a thing 
they had not done for months. 

As fondly leaning on his arm they returned homewards 
through the cheerful woods, she said, " You remember that 
I get presentiments sometimes, and my telling you that they 
never deceive me ? " 

"Yes, my own." 

" Well, I feel certain that something agreeable will occur 
to us to-day." 

On reaching home they found a hurried note from Lady 
Phillpott. " The sudden death of a relation in England calls 
me away at once. I leave by to-night's mail ; but will come 
out this afternoon to pass a few last hours with you both." 

" Was I not right?" asked Qretchen triumphantly. But 
her husband had gone indoors. 

Lady Phillpott made her appearance towards noon and was 
greeted with unusual warmth by Sigmund and his wife, 
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though the two displays oi cordiality did not spring from 
quite the same motive ; Gretohen's arising from pleasure that 
the lady was off, Sigmund's from sentimental sorrow at the 
same event. For now that this woman was going he experi- 
enced a sharp return of all his stronger feelings towards her. 
It is always the way ; we desire most what we have not got, 
or having got to satiety and almost wishing to be relieved of, 
find ourselves unexpectedly about to lose. Try to take a 
thoroughly gnawed Done from a dog and you will see what 
a face he will make. 

Their friend (oh, English language of dual wealth, what 
varied labours do you impose on that word — the hard-worked 
wretch must needs be as elastic and comprehensive as the 
French aimer, which can portray the cravings of an empty 
stomach for a leg of mutton in a cook-shop or the longing of 
a full heart for the smiles of some angel in woman's form !) 
looked nervous and dejected, whilst the eyes bore tra-ces of 
recent tears. 

1 'You will stay and lunch with us of course?" asked 
Gretchen very hospitably. 

" I can allow myself the sad pleasure of lingering with you 
till two o'clock, dear ; but do not make any preparations for 
me ; I could not eat anything. If you will give me a glass 
of wine I shall be thankful." 

Gretchen tripped into the next room for the refreshments. 

The two, left alone, said nothing and did not even seek each 
others' eyes; he stood moodily turning 'over the leaves of a 
book, she sat in an old arm-chair with high carved back, her 
elbow on a table, a hand in her hair, the other one hanging 
listless. It is a good position for setting off the figure when 
one sits against the light and wears a well-cut travelling dress. 
The upper panes of the window behind her were of Munich 
glass, and in the mellow lights there is. no doubt that she 
formed a pleasant picture. As she rested thus sideways 
to the table, her knees were crossed and one foot swung 
gently. 

Her eyes were fixed in thought on a picture on the oppo- 
site wall, but they very soon came down again and she 
started violently when she felt him take her hand and kiss it 
warmly. 

For a second she touched his head and then bade him 
quickly to rise. He did so, and next instant his wife re-entered 
the room. 
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" Leaving hurriedly, as I am forced to do," observed 
Lady Phillpott, " I leave a hundred and one things undone." 

"You know that I am at your disposal" 

" Indeed, I count very much on your kindness. I have heaps 
of instructions to give you." 

" Then give them in the garden, dear," observed Gretchen. 
" It is almost a sin to stop indoors on such a day ; let us take 
a turn till lunch-time." 

They went out and strolled under the trees and amongst 
the sweet flower-beds where old Hans the gardener was at 
work, and Lady Phillpott began her instructions. These 
were of a very technical character, connected with the now 
almost finished work on Aristophanes; but there were still 
several important books and MSS. into which Sigmund would 
have to pry. 

After a while Gretchen left them, remembering something 
which required seeing to in the house ; and when she was gone 
the subject into which they slid was very remotely connected 
with Greek ; but it is needless to follow the troubled stream 
of their words. The lady, as usual on such — as indeed on most 
— occasions, had the lion's share of the talking. 

Soon Gretchen came out again and observing them to be 
still in earnest dialogue, presumably on the same subject — 
for by her manner Lady Phillpott was evidently dogmatical — 
sat down to wait for them under the big chestnut. They had 
not noticed her return, and ere long approached the tree, con- 
versing earnestly. 

The sweet cloying scent of flowers and fresh cut grass hung 
on the warm air, and two white butterflies courted in a shaft 
of sunlight which came. through the foliage* 

Sigmund was mistaking his butterfly. 

They came and sat themselves down on the girdling bench 
just the other side of the ample trunk. Gretchen would have 
approached them, but some words caught her ear which made 
her pause and listen. 

Old Hans the gardener, who was no fool (how much do our 
servants know of what we hold to be our private affairs!), 
looked up from his roses and saw that mischief was brewing ; 
he could from his position see both parties. A man of peace- 
ful instincts and desirous of averting the storm, he signalled 
and gesticulated from where he stood with the object of 
acquainting his master of the fact that some one important was 
within earshot ; with a garden knife in one hand and a bunch 
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of rosea in the other, he looked like an aged poet invoking 
the muse oi horticulture. But all he could do was of no use, 
for the talkers either looked on the ground or else into each 
others' eyes. 

What were the actual words Gretchen heard as, pale and 
trembling, she leant her ear, who shall say ? But their purport 
was unmistakable, for it set forth in glaring certainty a thing 
which she had at the worst only dimly suspected, and which of 
late she had taught herself to consider impossible. 

With a cry of pain she sprung up tiger-like and confronted 
them. 

" Jetzt geht's los ! " said Hans to himself. 

' ' It is true, then, after all ?" she said hoarsely. "Wretched, 
vile woman ! Fiend ! Eobber ! For you have robbed me of 
my husband ! " 

The surprised ones had both risen. Lady Phillpott was the 
first by a long way to recover something like composure ; 
indeed, her companion did not regain his during the whole 
scene. 

She was white to the lips, but said coolly, " You lie there ; 
for I could not rob you of what was not yours. Before ever 
I came here you had lost his heart, for he was weary of his 
bondage to you; and before ever he heard of you — it had 
been as well had he never done so ! — he loved me. Souls that 
feel affinity have a prescriptive right to intermingle ; and I 
laugh to scorn the effete customs of this trumpery genera- 
tion." (Alas, Hoffmann!) "A dav will come when such 
arbitrary rules shall be swept away before the necessities of 
an enlightened civilisation. For one thing, let me remark 
that I have been the means of saving your husband's life — 
perhaps his reason — for I found him prostrate under the yoke 
of your influence. That yoke I have for ever broken. We 
may never meet again, but to his dying day he will not forget 
the service I have rendered him. In the meantime take him, 
and remember that but for me you would to-day be a widow or 
the wife of a madman." She turned to go, saying to Sigmund, 
" Will you order my carriage ? " and adding, " Good-bye old 
friend — good-bye, perhaps, for ever. May it fare well with you 
— well ! " She held out her hand, but Gretchen interposed. 

" You do not touch him, woman ! Try to, at your peril ! " 
And with haughty menacing in her eyes she pointed to the 
gate, saying, " Go, and go quickly, for your owner ake. Wait 
for your carriage in the high-road." 
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" Would you have me outraged thus, Sigmund?" asked 
Lady Phillpott. "Do you stand by in your own house and 
suffer this ? You countenance it by your silence. Do you turn 
against me?" 

" Stand back ! " said Sigmiind to his wife. "You shall not 
treat her thus. She shall wait here till the carriage is ready.' 

There was a pause, during which Lady Phillpott moved 
slowly away in the direction of the gate, and fortunately the 
carriage was very soon there. The last thing she saw of her 
"friends" was Gretchen tear the philtre from her husband's 
watch-chain and trample it in the dust. 

Then, before the carriage turned the corner, and leaning 
out with teeth set and heart on fire, did she see Sigmund raise 
his hand threateningly. " He has struck her," she said aloud, 
and satisfaction gleamed in her face. 

But she was mistaken, for he paused as though petrified. 
There was a look in his wife's eyes which he never afterwards 
forgot, an expression neither of mad rage nor fear, but of 
surprise and deep-wounded reproach, which sunk like molten 
iron into his heart. 

He fell upon his knees and craved for pardon. 

# * * * * 

A few days later Gretchen fell seriously ill from nervous 
shock. Her symptoms were grave, for when calm natures 
like hers break out, the jar to the system is never a slight 
one. Alarmed and distracted, her husband called in the first 
doctors of the city, and for a wonder their opinions were 
unanimous: "Immediate change of scene," they said in one 
voice. 

Much as Sigmund detested the idea of returning to England 
even for a time, he decided to do so now. His faith in medical 
skill began and ended in the British Islands ; and besides, his 
literary affairs made it highly advisable that he should repair 
thither. 

They left for London the following week. 
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CHAPTER L. 

Db. PonrroaAVB had a very important engagement at Beading, 
to wit, a consultation with a brace of local colleagues upon 
the state oi health of a wealthy spinster of hysterical persua- 
sion — a most desirable patient, who spent half her substance 
on doctors. 

He was very late, and on reaching Paddington made a rush 
for the train, which was on the point of departure. 

" Look sharp, sir ! " called the guard, unlocking a compart- 
ment and bundling in the gentleman. "Eight behind!" Bang 
went the door, the whistle shrieked, and the train began to 
move. 

Pointgrave plunged into a seat, but sprung up again, for 
in his haste he had flattened a traveller's nat which was lying 
on the cushion, and not being by nature of the compressible 
" opera " family, was none the better for the squeezing. 

" Dear me, dear me, I am very sorry ; but you should not 
place your hat on the seat, sir," exclaimed the physician in 
pettish apology, addressing the one other male occupant of 
the carriage. He looked up, holding out the condensed 
"chimney-pot," and — found himself lace to face with Le 
Fannu. The only other person in the compartment was that 

gentleman's wife, and the train did not stop before reaching 
enley. 

The expressions on the faces of the two men as they stared 
at each other in silence were curious to see. Some people get 
white when moved, others red, and Sigmund was of these 
latter. The blood surged to his temples, he became crimson. 
All cowards, however, get white from fear, and Pointgrave 
became ashen. As to Gretchen, who was in a very weak, 
nervous state, she began to tremble violently, so that she had 
to press her teeth together to prevent them chattering. She 
had never seen the man before, but recognised him from his. 
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likeness, and all doubts were removed by his emotion and that 
of her husband. Nobody spoke for some time. Pointgrave 
took out a newspaper, and going to the opposite side of the 
carriage let down the window, and then pretended to read, 
but the journal shook about more than was even warranted 
by the rushing of the express. 

Sigmund, at his side of the field, also appeared to bethink 
him of literature, and fumbled in his bag ; but Pointgrave' s 
eye was upon him, for he felt far from certain that a pistol 
or a knife were not being sought, and it was with some 
satisfaction that he witnessed the production of nothing more 
terrible than a fresh rosy Globe. 

Thus each man sat ensconced behind a bastion of " Latest 
Intelligence,' ' and the only thing Pointgrave managed to 
understand was a heading which ran, " Shocking murder in 
a railway carriage. The victim strewed along the line " (he 
affected a very Radical and penny-a-line style of newspaper 
when there were no, patients near) ; whilst Sigmund at last 
became aware that he was staring at some words which sig- 
nified " Extraordinary Meeting" (of some joint-stock com- 
pany). 

The younger man suddenly laid down his paper, and his 
cheek grew pale, though not with fear, indeed, as he came 
to a resolve. His wife watched him apprehensively, and 
placed her hand on his arm as she whispered, " For God's sake 
control yourself ! " 

" Never fear," answered he in a quiet voice, and pressed 
his lips together. He drew a deep breath, and slowly rising, 
went over to where sat Pointgrave, who shrank a little at his 
approach. Then Sigmund drew up the window, and quietly 
took the paper from the other's hands. 

" How dare " began the man, but was stopped short 

by the words, " Quiet! quiet, I say, and listen. This is 
too good an opportunity to be lost; you need not look so 
horrified, for I do not mean to hurt you, though you deserve 
kicking." 

" I will not suffer — — " began Pointgrave again, enraged. 

"Not from my hand," broke in Sigmund, purposely mis- 
interpreting the other's words. "At least not unless you 
drive me to forget what is due to your years, though not to 
yourself. But you must and shall hear me now." 

" I will not, I shall stop the train." 

" Then you will have to pay forty shillings." 
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" You have threatened me. I can call that woman to wit- 
ness — your wife." 

" Take care ! " exclaimed Sigmund ; for the man had ven- 
tured to impart an unpleasant tone to the last word, and Point- 
grave did take care, for he very much disliked the look 
which flashed in Sigmund's eyes. 

" For God's sake, husband ! " panted Gretchen. 

" It's all right, I say," retorted he angrily ; but it did not 
look all right. 

" Now hear me ! I swear you shall hear me ; guard or no 
guard, I care not, for I am roused. You are a miserable 
wretch, a backbiting coward, but a good hypocrite, and being 
almost mad on the subject of my affairs, are doing me harm. 
Do not move at your peril " (for iPointgrave made as though 
to reach the alarum signal). " Do not stir, I order you ! I 
hold you, for I am desperate, and long before you can 

get help I could " he stopped, standing over his enemy 

menacingly, then reseated himself, panting. "Let me 
speak ! " he said angrily to his wife, who almost had her 
arms round his neck to hold him back. " What I say — 
and I swear it on my sacred word of honour — is, that if, 
after this warning, I hear that you have again been smearing 
my good name with the slime of your lies, you will rue it 
bitterly. All other redress and vindication is denied me, for 
I respect my wife's feelings too much to drag you into a court 
of law on a charge of libel." 

" It is I who will drag you into a court of law for threats 
of personal violence." 

" Do so then. Where is your evidence ? A wife need not 
bear witness in the case of a husband. But were you to 
attempt such a thing, I think you would yourself come 
rather battered from the encounter. Now you have heard 
what I had to say, and I really feel relieved ; but remember 
my words. You can go on with your paper now." 

The speaker rose and went back to his original seat with a 
sigh of satisfaction. The revulsion had set in, and he now 
felt most calm and deliberate. He leaned back and watched 
with pleasure the rich green landscape as it glided by. He 
felt quite light-hearted and jocular. 

" Cheer up, girlie," he said to his wife, who still looked as 
if she had seen a ghost, " tant de bruit pour une omelette ! " 

At last the train slackened and ran into Henley station. 
Pointgrave seemed eager to alight, and in his haste forgot 
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his umbrella ; a fact of which Sigmund casually made him 
aware, adding, "If you are going farther you need not 
disturb yourself, for we get out here." 

He had not felt in such a forgiving mood towards Point- 
grave for many a day. 

He found a letter on reaching home — they were staying in 
Henley — which had been forwarded from Vienna; it was 
from Notch. 

" Dear old boy," wrote this one, " did I not already know 
that you are as bad a correspondent as you are a good friend, 
I .should think that I had entirely dropped out of your memory. 
You owe me two letters, you abominably supine fellow, and 
if this one does not procure me a speedy answer, I shall con- 
clude that you have remembered a pressing engagement in the 
next world. The last thing your Majesty deigned to inform 
me about is that your old friend (ahem !) Lady Phillpott had 
burst, meteor-like, on the seclusion of your idyllic existence 
in Vienna. Was she as aggressive as ever with her Greek ? 
* Timeo Danaos,' &c. You also said something about taking 
to the pen. If you have done so, I sincerely hope that 
success is accompanying your efforts. Let me, as an old 
hand, offer you one hint ; be short, be terse, whatever your 
subject. We live too fast nowadays to find time for wading 
through three-foot articles, but of course with a book it is 
different ; only, even here, leave as much as you can to the 
reader's intelligence ; he is unconsciously flattered to find you 
give him credit for a certain amount of acumen. But your 
own fair share of this commodity will, I doubt not, have 
taught you this already. 

" Upon the subject of my own matrimonial panorama I have 
kept you informed. I can now afford to laugh at what I have 
gone through, but I can assure you, my friend, that the San 
•Francisco affair quite affected me for a time. I wish I could 
present you to the Mrs. Notch of to-day ; I may be partial, 
but in my opinion she is the most remarkable creature I have 
ever met. Her magnetic potency is something terrible, and at 
first I must acknowledge to having felt a bit scared. I have 
seen her quietly glance over an audience and single out some 
one for experiment. Once the individual catches her eye he 
is her slave ; a fish in a landing-net is free compared to him. 
She merely fixes them snake-like with her eyes, and says, 
' Come ; come, you must come, you — are — bound — to — 
come ! ' sometimes making a few passes with her hands. The 
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more the victim resists the more he suffers. I have seen burly 
cattle-drovers and chippy Yankees holding? on to their seats, 
whilst the perspiration poured down their faces, but to no 
good. They all break away at last, and go tearing up the 
hall, and, once there, they are made to do anything she pleases. 
We have but quite lately returned from a professional tour 
which has proved brilliantly successful. In Bait Lake City 
there was an old Mormon whom Electra fixed upon. 

" The polygamist was a tough customer, and, when he felt 
himself going, exhorted his partners to hold on to him, which 
they all did with a will. 

" ' It's not fair ! ' shouted the audience. ' Elder Jenkins, 
tell your womankind to drop you ! ' 

" * Never mind,' called my wife, looking vicious, ' I'll fetch 
the lot ; ' and a few seconds later the Pasha, with a bellow, 
sprung to his feet and dragged his whole harem with him 
down the hall and on to the platform, where they arrived in a 
tumbled mass of struggling humanity—- the most animated 
family scene I remember ever to have beheld. 

"But I have now something of a very painful nature to 
relate. We received an advantageous offer to give stances 
in San Francisco, but to this I strongly objected, for very 
obvious reasons. 

" ' Are you frightened ? ' she asked, almost contemptuously ; 
and these words at once made me decide to go. 

" All went swimmingly. The 'Friscans were as delighted 
with our performance as they were astonished by it, and I re- 
member a Chinese saying, ' Melican woman with hot eye make 
you come like flashee. She wife of devilee, you bet ! ' which 
I thought uncomplimentary to myself. 

" Dollars came in apace. On the last evening of our seances 
the hall was as usual crammed. 

4 ' Besides those whom Electra drew up to her, it was her habit 
to invite any who chose to step on to the platform of their own 
accord. Amongst these on this night I recognised, to my 
horror, Marie Dorata. I subsequently heard she had left the 
stage and was fast sinking low. 

"From her former position we had not been visible to each 
other, but no sooner on the platform than did she perceive 
me. She glared at me for a moment, and then began, in a 
voice husky with drink and passion, " What! the murderer 

of " But she got no farther, for Electra slipped noiselessly 

before her and fixed eyes of lambent brilliancy upon hers. 
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For a moment Marie struggled. ' Aside ! ' she said. * Let 

me get at him, and revenge the ' then her words became 

indistinct, growing thick and slow, till the jaw hung open and 
she stared helplessly back at the awful eyes which held* her. 

" Electra knew all my story, and the cruel way this woman 
had treated me. She looked at me for a moment and smiled 
as much as to say, ' See what I will do with her ! ' Then 
she swiftly made a few passes over the fqce. There was a 
large white cloth on a table, and this she made Marie put on 
as a cloak ; she bade her unpin her hair so that it hung down 
her back, then said, ' You will now bow your head and body 
backwards and forwards, keeping time with the movements of 
my hand. One — two, one — two ! ' Quicker and quicker the 
flying locks swept after their head till they were in wild dis- 
order. 

"'Stop!' called Electra, and the mastered spirit obeyed, 
'Now, take this lighted taper in both hands and go and 
kneel down there ! Raise your hands and bite your lower 
lip, so, as if in earnestness of devotion — so ! Only harder. You 

are fond of biting lips ! We will leave this subject as 

she is for the present and proceed with something else,' re- 
marked she coolly to the audience. But they interposed. 
' The blood is trickling from her lips ! ' one man ventured to 
say, and I begged of my wife to liberate her captive at once. 

"'Since you wish it,' she answered, with a shrug, and 
began unmaking the passes ; but it cost her some trouble, so 
completely had she enchained her subject, and this one after 
she regained her seat remained in a half -dazed condition till 
the end of the performance. 

" I was glad to leave 'Frisco early the following day. 

"Now I think I have told you more than enough about 
myself. There is one thing, however, which I must impart 
to you. Electra is subject to what may be called phases of 
psychologic perturbation, when her more subtle self seems to 
take a short holiday in some other region. It is not quite a 
trance, for she is capable of following the usual habits of life, 
though she does so in an absent and automatic way. The same 
look comes into her face as I saw there the day the defunct 
John was so polite as to corroborate my words by pushing 
down the book from the shelf. Had he felt mischievously in- 
clined and given me the lie, I suspect I should have had a bad 
time ! She retires to her private room for hours together, 
and when she reappears is thoroughly prostrate. Her magnetic 
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power is for the time extinguished; she falls into a heavy 
slumber, from which she awakes once more her usual self. 

" This, my dear Sigmund, is the dark side of my social life, 
for I confess to having a rooted objection to these ghostly 
excursions. I call it anticipating events thus to break away, 
and on one occasion have ventured upon a little mild remon- 
strance. She looked at me from head to foot (faith, and I 
thought her eye-tracks must have left a charred line down my 
clothes !) and murmured, * What know you of such things ? ' 
' Nothing, dear,' I answered, ' and don't want to.' 

" I fear she must have discovered my slight imposture when, 
to gain her goodwill, I represented myself to be something of 
a spiritualist at our first interview ; for she added, * You are 
no more a medium than that loaf of bread ; you are incapable 
of satisfying my spiritualistic cravings, and you must there- 
fore not be surprised if I seek for consolation in communes 
with more kindred spirits.' This was a facer, and I have 
decided not to mention the subject again ; but I should like 
to have an explanation with the departed John — though not 
just yet. 

"From a less sublime point of view Electra honours me 
with her smiles. * Ah,' she sighed the other day, ' one can- 
not have everything. Poor dear John was all soul ! ' But I 
think she could be very jealous, which with such a woman 
would be simply appalling, though this, of course, is a purely 
theoretical supposition. 

" And now, my friend, once more enough of myself. "What- 
ever your business when you receive this overgrown letter, 
leave it, and, seizing a large sheet of paper, plunge headlong 
into the task of answering me. My humblest respects to your 
wife, whose acquaintance it has become one of my most 
cherished objects to make. 

" Your sincerest and oldest friend, 
"K. N. 

" Address as follows : — 

"A. B. Y. Z., 
11 General Post Office, Box 1445, 
" Chicago, 
"U.S." 
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Ghetchen was making visible progress towards recovery. The 
interview with Pointgrave in the train had, by forcing her 
thoughts into a new channel, rather done her good than other- 
wise. Her one fear now was lest anything disastrous should 
occur between her husband and the man whom he had cau- 
tioned. She felt certain, too, that Sigmund's words would 
have the opposite effect to that desired ; she had read intense 
vindictiveness in Pointgrave' s face, and though he was an 
arrant coward, hatred would outweigh fear when, once the 
immediate impression had passed away. It was therefore 
with far more of alarm than surprise that she received a short 
note from Sigmund's aunt, which said, "I have very im- 
portant and painful news to communicate. Meet me in town 
to-morrow afternoon exactly at two at Achilles's statue in the 
Park. Your husband should not hear my news, and I trust 
he will not see this letter. Tell him I want you to go shop- 
ping ; that will keep him away." 

Sigmund chanced to be out when this note arrived. She 
read it and destroyed it. When he returned she said, " Your 
aunt wants me to come to town to do some shopping to- 
morrow. Can you take me up ? But if you have no business 
there, I can go by myself." 

"I will accompany you, and can see the publishers whilst 
you shop ; we can meet by appointment and dine somewhere. 
Where is aunt's note ? " 

" I have torn it up." 

"Was that all it said?" 

"—Yes." 

It was the first time she had ever lied to him, and she did 
it very badly. 

"Gretchen!" Her eyes fell before his. Then she said 
impetuously, "You lied to me, why should not >" 
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" Excuse me, I never lied, for I was silent. But for God's 
sake keep the past buried." 

Gretchen's lip was trembling and a tear fell into her tea 
(they were at tea). 

He came over and was kind to her, for he loved her well, 
and perhaps now more as a friend and companion than he had 
ever done Wore. 

" Well, what more did aunt say ? " 

" That she has some news to tell me." 

"Only you?" 

"Yes." 

" Did she use an adjective to the news ? " 

" Yes, important and " 

"Well?" 

" Oh, Sigmund, for pity's sake do not do anything foolish ! " 

" Important and " 

"—Painful." 

" I can guess it," and he laughed nervously. 

Then she began to entreat him to leave England at once. 

"Your business is almost done," she urged. "You now 
have friends in Vienna and none here. Come ! " 

" How long have we been here ? " 

"A month." 

" The newspaper people want me back in Vienna." 

" All the more reason. Do be guided by me ! Do say you 
will come!" 

"Very well. What is to-day ? Monday." 

" Yes. Let us leave to-morrow." 

" Nonsense, my dear girl. We cannot hop about like fleas 
in that abrupt fashion. Say Friday." 

" An unlucky day ! " 

"Humbug— excuse me. Saturday, then." 

To this she reluctantly consented, and then added, "You 
will not come to town to-morrow ? Do let me go alone." 

"Very flattering!" 

" Sigmund, this is a serious matter. Do nothing rashly, I 
implore you. Will you be guided in this affair by me ?" 

" No, dear." 

" Will you consult me at least before doing anything?" 

" There are times when a man must act on his own judg- 
ment. Now, come on the river. I saw a jolly trout rising 
last evening near Sonning; we will try and have him for 
breakfast to-morrow." 
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He went for his hat and creel. 

She gave a weary low sigh, and shook her head sadly. 
***** 

- "Well, what is the painful and important news, aunt?" 
asked Sigmund, with forced calmness. 

"Tell me first, I beg of you," broke in his wife. "Let 
me tell it him in a calmer moment. See, he is trembling." 

"Pray, allow my aunt to speak, Gretchen. I am not an 
idiot. I am capable of judging what is to be done." 

"I think with you, my dear," said Mrs. Pointgrave, "that 
you have a right to know. I have changed my mind since I 
wrote to your wife. The matter demands immediate action, 
or at least consideration of what is to be done. I am for a 
charge of libel at the Court of Common Pleas ! " 

" I am not. I refuse to drag the business into public ; it 
must be seen to in some other way." 

" What way do you propose ? " 

"Let me first hear what has happened." 

"To be sure. I forgot that" (Mrs. Pointgrave was very 
excited). "On Sunday we had several people to dinner, 
amongst others the Carews, who, you remember, were so rude 
to you and your wife at the garden party." 

" Yes, yes, I remember," frowned ne. " One does not forget 
those things." 

"Good gracious, Sigmund, do not be so snappish and do 
not put on that murderous look. Well, would you believe 
it, but that man had the coarseness to commence relating his 
grievance at table. Since your meeting in the train he has 
become ten times worse, and I sometimes think he is going 
mad. One hears more of his self-assertion and more of his 
abuse of you every day, and he often frightens me, for he 
looks quite demented. I assure you that his language was 
most unmeasured. I attempted to check him, but he bade me 
be silent, whereupon I rose to leave the table. Some old 
friends present even ventured to take my part and suggest 
that the subject be dropped. Everybody felt uncomfortable. 

" | Not at all ! ' retorted he. ' It is right that I should 
vindicate myself before the world. There shall be no misun- 
derstanding here ! ' At last the persons whom he was more 
immediately addressing markedly broached other topics. ' I 
beg you to listen to what I have still to say ! ' called he, and 
the servant at this juncture presuming to offer him some 
jelly he dashed the plate down in a rage. You can imagine 
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how pleasantly the rest of the dinner went off. You mark 
my words, but that man will go mad." 

" I think I shall," exclaimed Sigmund with his head in his 
hands. (They were at dinner). " But what did he say 
about us?" 

44 My dear, do not ask me." 

"Did he, then " 

His aunt glanced Gretchen's way and made a sign. 

"I must leave you for a few moments," said Sigmund 
rising. 

44 Where are you going ? " asked Gretchen in agitation and 
getting up also ; but before she could stop him he had taken 
his hat and hurried out. 

" Good God ! what is going to happen ? Why did you tell 
him?" 

He took a hansom cab and gave the driver the address of 
Dr. Pointgrave' s house. His thoughts were in a wild jumble 
as he was whirled along. 

" Is your master at home ? " he demanded of the servant, 
who knew him not. 

" No, sir; he is dining at his club." 

Then Sigmund drove thither. 

44 Dr. Pointgrave is at dinner, sir, with some other mem- 
bers." 

44 Tell him that a gentleman wishes to speak with him im- 
mediately. Say it is a very serious case." 

The strangers' room opened on to the hall, and into it Sig- 
mund was shown. 

Those were wretched moments of suspense, during which 
he tried to fix on some plan of action. Soon he heard some 
one descending the stairs ; he knew the footstep. 

44 If he sees me he will bolt away at once," thought the 
visitor, and moved to one side, so that the man he wished to 
speak with should not perceive him till fairly in the room. 

Pointgrave entered, leaving the door ajar, but the other 
closed it quickly and stood in front. 

Then the physician recognised him and started. 

Sigmund had his hands in his pockets. 4( Is it true," said 
he, "that you used vile words of me and mine on Sunday? 
What you say of me matters little, for I shall be a bigger man 
than you some day." (Le Fannu always had a capital opinion 
of himself.) 44 But did you speak basely of my wife? — Did 
you?" 
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Pointgrave made no response but moved towards the bell. 

*' Stop ! Answer me first." 

" We are not in the train here. You cannot play your high- 
wayman tricks in a London club — but you can be turned out 
of one." He had his hand on the bell, but Sigmund sprang 
forward and checked his purpose. 

" Only one word, first," he gasped, " and I will go. Did 
you, or did you not ? " 

" I spoke of the woman you picked up in appropriate words. 
— What ! Ha ! — Help — help, quick ! I am being murdered ! 

Help ! — D n you ! " For Sigmund, maddened by this last 

insult, had struck his enemy a blow, and like the kings in 
Macbeth a line of others followed ; only they were not mere 
reflections. 

Assistance was not long in coming. 

"There, dog ! You have brought it on yourself," and he 
kicked him, though in a way meant rather to convey contempt 
than bodily pain. 

" Hold him ! Stop him ! " called Pointgrave ; " he shall go 
to the hulks for this." 

But Sigmund dashed away out of the club and into a cab. 

"To Charing Cross!" 

He caught the mail and telegraphed to his wife that night 
from Calais to join him. 
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CHAPTER LEL 

Eaely the following spring Ids book appeared ; it contained 
the foregoing incident. He was fairly known by that time as 
a writer ; but three months had not elapsed after the publica- 
tion of " Calumny," ere his name was familiar to the novel* 
reading public. For the book met with unqualified success; 
it was praised by some, abused by others, but read by all. 

" He can do nothing to me, now," said Sigmund, with a 
grim smile, " for. which I shall not consider myself avenged 
beforehand." But a few days later he received a letter from 
his aunt which deeply shook him. 

" My dear boy," wrote that lady, "I have some of the 
most painful news to communicate." (" She is always doing 
that!" observed he.) "Dr. Pointgrave has lately been 
showing signs of mental disturbance. Some medical friends 
here say that his symptoms are decidedly morbid. Knowing 
how unbearable the whole subject is to you, I have been as 
reticent upon it in my letters as possible. But now I think it 
once more right to acquaint you with all that has happened. 
That his general behaviour has increased in violence and 
virulence you may well imagine, and how I continued and 
still continue to live with him is a marvel to myself. However, 
I saw but little of him from the time of the scene in the club 
till we left England, for he literally lived with the lawyers ; 
from morning till night was he with them, seeing if he could 
not damage you in some way. My dear boy, you are making 
a name in the world, but it will require a high position to 
counterbalance the dirt and opprobrium he has heaped on you 
and yours. 

" One of the things which seems to rankle most in his mind 
is that several of his friends are leaving him or showing cool- 
ness, for, as they say, he has become unbearable with his one 
theme framed in self -laudation. But now comes the horrible 
part of my account. Your book fell into his hands about a 
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month ago ; he neglected his patients and also sat up a whole 
night reading it. From that time his manner fce^an to 
undergo a change ; he sits and broods, talking to himself, 
then starts up and paces about excitedly. You make your 
doctor go mad in the book, but your words have had an effect 
I am sure you never meant them to possess, for they have un- 
unhinged Pointgrave's mind. I believe it to be fear as much 
as rage whichjtortures him, for he thinks your plot a propheqy, 
and I have always heard that fear predisposes. He is quite 
unable to tear his thoughts away from the one topic, and the 
alarming symptoms I spoke of are that he now addresses total 
strangers on the subject. With this he is vainer than ever, 
and he has told a patient that he expected to be knighted — a 
thing of which I have never heard a syllable, neither do I 
believe it to be true. The notion is distinctly morbid and I 
am in much anxiety about him. I consider, however, that he 
has only himself to thank for any misfortune that may over- 
take him. 

" We leave for Paris on the homeward journey a fortnight 
hence, and I will write to you again from there. Much love 
to your wife. 

" Your affectionate aunt, 

"A. P." 
# # # # # 

There was a good deal going on in Paris that spring ; the 
gay city had invited the world to come and see a great fair, 
and the world did not wait for a second asking. Heads crowned 
and "dis "-crowned, kings, ex-kings, and kings in spe were 
there. Her hotels swarmed with bigwigs from the uttermost 
parts of the earth, as well as with exquisites from St. James's, 
who had "run over to see the show, you know; but thought 
there was a horwid squash." Excursion trains from every 
part of Europe made her their focal point, and her caf 6s were 
invaded by " 'Arry " from Shoreditch, gorgeous, like Joseph, 
in many colours, smelling of musk, and loudly calling, " Gar- 
song, ancor oon conyack ! " 

It was about this time when Lutetia was at her wildest, the 
hunt of dissipation in fullest cry, that Sigmund received the 
following letter from the editor of one of the larger London 
journals, a gentleman whose acquaintance he had made last 
year : — ^ 

" Dear Sib, — You asked me last summer whether I could 
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find room for you on the correspondence of our paper. Here 
is an offer, though not a permanent one. Will you run over 
to Paris for a month — all expenses of course paid — and work 
for us ? We have two men there already, but they cannot get 
through all the work, and I think that your style of writing 
would just suit for ' all-round ' description. We have a good 
statistic man in the fair itself — minute and accurate, but heavy 
— as well as our regular political correspondent. But we want 
some one to go about and send us in terse, sketchy word- 
pictures, full of what the French eall chic. Please answer by 
wire, and if you accept, start at once. 

" Yours in haste, 

"A. Qtjilleb." 

" I don't care much about it," said Master Sigmund, lan- 
guidly tossing the letter over to his wife. But, as a matter of 
fact, he felt extremely flattered, as well he might be, at this 
step in his career. 

She looked at him with pleasure written in every line of her 
face. " You dear old humbug ! " she laughed. " You are as 
pleased as Punch. You English will never acknowledge to 
any emotion, but the flush in your cheek and the sparkle in 
your eye quite contradict your careless manner." 

He laughed, too, at being thus found out, and came and 
kissed her heartily. 

"Hans must go to the telegraph station at once," said 
Gretchen. She was always practical. 

" What luggage will you take — the brown trunk ? " 

" What will you take, girlie ? " 

"Am I to come?" 

"Would you like to?" 

"Sigmund, it is too kind of you to take me. I am 
delighted!" 

These people were once more the best of friends. The 
husband seemed quite contented, for his hands were full of 
work, and when he sought leisure there was no lack of plea- 
sant and intellectual friends to hunt up. He had not for- 
gotten his resolve to read Arabic — a study which gave him 
pleasure, and in which he consequently made marked pro- 
gress. The Syrian from the Lebanon was a frequent guest 
at the villa, as were also a number of other persons, male and 
female, of literary or artistic tendencies. The Lyceum of 
Letters is as conservative as t£e Jkmemia of $rt, but once, 
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you have passed the portals, you are received with open arms. 
And so it was here — the English couple, as they were called, 
having been land by Lady Phillpott and Hoffman, were 
adopted and made favourites of, so that Wolfgang Villa soon 
became a lounge for some of the best "heads " of the City. 
The lighter element, too, was not wanting, for where is the 
fast line which separates the solids from the sweetmeats of 
intellect ? Authors often have to do with dramatists, and these 
with actors. 

Those were right pleasant Sundays out at the Villa, where 
music and wit formed a bright setting to the jewels of scholar- 
ship and learning. 

Sigmund's book was translated into German, and procured 
him a name in the home of his choice. The one person he 
disliked was Hoffmann, for he admired neither his philosophy 
nor his manner. In this last respect, however, there was 
nothing tangible to which our hero could take exception, but 
rather a general antipathy, which he could not clearly account 
for to himself, still less surmount. But Gretchen evidently 
liked him as a man, though not as a moralist — women are 
often so inconsistent in their fancies — a fact which may per- 
haps supply a key to some of her husband's aversion to the 
young professor. 

There was a Hungarian poet who fell head over ears in 
love with his hostess, and who, after the manner of his 
country, betrayed his passion with red-pepper intensity and 
Hun-like candour. He produced a poem in his native tongue, 
in which Mrs. le Fannu was styled a rosebud, a dove, and 
golden; honey being also mentioned, and a reference made 
to the south wind inspiring a lonely shepherd as he played 
his violin on the drear " Puszta." 

Gretchen, who understood none of all this, showed the 

Eaem to another Magyar, who gave her the meaning of the 
nes. The Syrian happened to be near at the time, and, 
himself desperately though modestly smitten with his friend's 
wife, lost not a moment, but "went for" his presumptuous 
rival there and then. 

There was a short explanation, and then both men fell into 
the brook. 

The poet, when helped out of his bath, was for leaving in 
a passion, with the usual duel to follow; but his friends 
closed round him, and shouts of merriment filled the air. 

Chilled by the water, and smothered by the laughter of the 

SB 
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others, their anger was as short-lived as it had been fierce.; 
and before the party broke up Syrian and Magyar had drunk 
" Bruderschaft," and were sworn friends. 

They drove away together at a late hour, singing a strange 
duet of Arabic and Hungarian, and the natives said " Lunatics 
coming away from Wolfgang Villa." 



Sigmund had been some days in Paris when he received-an 
official invitation to a banquet, to be given in the Grand 
Hotel by the municipality to the " Foreign Art, Science, and 
Letters, at present our guests." Pleasant " guests " in sooth, 
who brought pockets full of money and paid famine prices for 
everything ! 

This meal, however, was gratis, "Art, Science, and Letters" 
being possibly considered poor devils, who would not come at 
all if charged the traditional twenty-five francs "a head," 
though they mostly value their brains (though not one 
anothers') at a higher figure. 

His editor also wrote to say that he should want an amusing 
letter on the banquet. " Let it be as good as the articles you 
have already sent," wrote Quiller. 

It was certainly a gorgeous spread, served in the great sdUe 
d manger, which was prodigally wreathed in flowers and deco- 
rated with the flags of many countries ; massive epergnes full 
of choice fruits on the tables, wines varied enough to upset 
Bacchus himself, a menu as long as a lawyer's bill, sweet 
music in the gallery, and the electric light bathing the scene 
in a cool soft tint of palest pink. 

The main table was laid in horse-shoe shape, whilst a sepa- 
rate one, raised a foot higher beyond, was destined for the 
speakers. 

A couple of hours before the dinner time Sigmund received 
notice that his colleague on the paper, whose task it was to 
have been to return thanks for the English press, would be 
unable to attend, and that the duty devolved upon himself. 
"For," as he was informed, "you will be the youngest 
member present, and he is the one usually called upon in case 
the first chosen man cannot comply." 

A rough draft of the proposers' speech was enclosed for his 
guidance. 

" Quick, a pint bottle of Heidsieck ! " called Sigmund* 

"My dear!* ^ 
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" A whole bottle, then, if you will split it ; only be quick. 
I must froth and sparkle, and I feel as tired as a blind man's 
dog." 

" But surely the wine at dinner " 

" Gott! Gott ! most sensible of wives, see you not that I must 
write now, so as to have it all snug in my pocket and memory 
before the banquet ? Would you have me spoil my digestion 
and enjoyment by racking my brains all meal-time ? " 

The wine was soon there (big bottle), and Sigmund dis- 
cussed it with his wife as she sat on his knee, d la Rembrandt. 

" And now, pen, ink, paper, and peace," he said ; "I must 
knock off something decent." 

An hour later he read it to her. 

" Capital, my dearest boy, but — is it not just a little flighty 
here and there ? " 

" After-dinner speech, madam, you must remember ! They 
will all be up to their scuppers with wine, and do not want 
a sermon." 

He sat at the high table with the other speakers, and felt 
neither humble nor sad at his elevation. " You are growing, 
Sigmund, my boy ! " he soliloquised. He found himself be- 
tween a solemn-looking man, one of the greatest comedians 
of the day, and an eminent poet, with the physique of a pork- 
butcher. From where he sat he could see everybody in the 
room, and one of the first persons he noted was Pointgrave. 
He had not expected his aunt and her husband to be in Paris 
for some days yet. The sight gave him a great shock, of 
course, and for a time his courage sunk low; but it soon 
came back, and the wine helped his natural pluck to regain 
its ascendency. The feeling of exultation which had possessed 
him at the first news of his book's success filled him now. It 
would have been balm and gratification to a far less " human " 
nature than his thus to see an enemy amongst the common 
herd, whilst he himself sat with the gods, though to be sure 
his apotheosis was but a " fluke." 

Pointgrave was not likely to see him till the time of the 
speech, for a centre-piece intervened, but this being close to 
Sigmund did not prevent him seeing quite well by slightly 
moving his head. There was no doubt that it was Point- 
grave. The man looked worn and nervous, and was talking 
volubly to his neighbour, who seemed rather bored by the 
attention. 

As dinner proceeded Sigmund began to hear Pointgrave's 
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Toice at intervals, and observed that people were looking the 
man's way. He clearly caught the well-known words "po- 
sition and standing," then "infamous," then "vindictive and 
bloodthirsty." 

Anger and contempt for this enemy flamed up within him, 
but the strongest feeling was one of savage joy at the luck 
the hour had brought ; he longed for the time when he should 
be called upon to speak. 

Soon commenced the season of toasts, but five or six 
persons had to be safely delivered before his turn came. 
The first harangue had come to an end amidst a storm of 
applause, and the second speaker was getting on his legs when 
Sigmund observed Pointgrave spring to his. 

"Gentlemen!" began the physician pompously, "I crave 
your attention but for a few moments. I feel it my duty to 
inform you that I thiB morning received the offer from Queen 
Victoria of the post of Physician in Ordinary to her most 
gracious Majesty. A baronetcy has also been offered me." 
Then he paused and appeared to think an instant, and during 
this time a functionary approached and delicately informed 
him that his conduct was irregular. 

"Irregular!" retorted Pointgrave. "D — n your impu- 
dence, sir ! I am a man of position and standing. I am a 
pillar of the profession." 

Then once more addressing the company, "Excuse me, 
gentlemen, I forgot ; I am a baronet, I was madp one last 
week; it is a peerage which is placed at my disposal. I 
understand that the Queen has made a special point of my 
accepting the honour. This will unfortunately oblige me to 
refuse the offer of President of the College of Physicians, 
which I received last night by telegram. I also heard some 
one whispering that the Czar had been inquiring about me. 
Ha, ha ! gentlemen, you see that I am the man of the day ! 
But (and here a look of rage and horror overspread his face) 
I have' an implacable enemy who plots my destruction. He — 
he has tried to murder me once, and predicts that I shall go 
mad. Mad, indeed ! Ha, ha ! a good joke ! " 

But here several men left their seats and approached him. 
Most of them thought he was drunk, but a few suspected 
worse. 

"We must ask you to sit down," said some one in autho- 
rity. "There are several speeches to be made, and the 
programme of the evening cannot be disturbed," 
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"Afterwards, then, will you hear my story?" They com- 
plied to quiet him, and Pointgrave resumed his seat, wiping 
his brow. 

Sigmund's turn came ere long. What he had heard and 
seen upset him terribly ; he was horrified. The awful exhi- 
bition of insanity — for after his aunt's warning letter there 
was no doubt in his mind on the subject — had completely 
unhinged his nerves, and when he rose he was trembling 
violently. In this mood his speech would probably have been 
a failure had he attempted it, out no sooner on his feet than 
a horrible shout echoed through the hall : 

1 ' Ha — r r r ! My enemy ! Ha — r rr!" yelled Pointgrave, 
with a burst of sound which each time ended in a gutteral 
gibber. " Hold him ; he will murder me ! Hold him, I say, 
and then I will tell you my story." Wildly did he throw his 
arms about, and horrid was the maniacal glare of his eyes. 
It was with the greatest difficulty that he was taken away, 
and his shouts could be heard in the distance. 

Sigmund did not make his speech; he left at once and 
returned home. 

Dr. Pointgrave never recovered his senses. 

From that day he was no longer his own master. He was 
sometimes moody, generally loquacious, often violent, but 
always mad ! 
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It was a year after the events just recorded when one after- 
noon the Le Fannus were seated in their garden with a few 
friends. There were the Syrian, Lainbeck of the "Neue 
Freie Presse," Herr and Frau Weichmann of the Burg 
Theatre, and Schnellpinsel, the painter. The conversation 
had been ricocheting from one subject to another with capri- 
cious lightness and indolence. The "man of colour "had 
related of the hot water he had got into for affixing to the 

Sortrait head of a certain ambassadress the somewhat airily 
raped though faultless outline of a more professional model, 
though the notion as thus carried out had been of the lady's 
own suggestion. The outraged diplomatist himself had called 
with a riding-whip, and the little painter had found it con- 
venient to explain matters from the summit of the roll- steps 
which he used for the huge canvasses he often worked on. 
The " pressman " had told of an expose which would appear 
next morning in the columns of the great constitutional organ, 
a revelation of bribery and corruption where men high in 
power were caught taking " douceurs " for railway and other 
concessions. 

" Bakhsheesh in fact," as the Syrian laconically remarked, 
and then added, " They would not think much of that in my 
country. I think they would object rather to being caught 
refusing a bakhsheesh for fear of being laughed at." 

" You allow me to make use of your news at once ? " asked 
Sigmund of Lambeck. 

"Certainly." 

So Le Fannu went into the house and jotted down the 
facts in telegram form. "Drive to town as hard as you 
can and send this message," he said to Hans, " here are ten 
florins." 

He was now " Own Correspondent " from Vienna for the 
organ which had employed him in Paris, and was also engaged 
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on a second novel. Beyond that, his spare'time was taken up 
by Arabic, which he studied with zest and pleasure, being 
already able to speak fluently and write fairly well in that 
beautiful if not always harmonious language. 

Of all his friends he preferred the serene Syrian. "It is 
like a quieting dose to one's nerves to have a chat and smoke 
with you, Hanna, after being amongst these people," he once 
said to the Lebanite. "You are as cool and imperturbable 
as your native cedars. But I saw you once, though, in a deuce 
of a state — remember the day you insisted on bathing with 
that Magyar who had broken out into poetry about my wife ? 
Ha, ha!" 

"Ah, what a woman have you there!" exclaimed the 
Syrian in calm enthusiasm. " My friend, you should prize 
her as the apple of your eye ; you should protect her as the 
cedar casts its grateful shadow; you should watch over her 
steps as the moon- " 

" He's off," remarked Sigmund, who had heard his friend 
grow eloquent on the subject before. " When he has got to 
the nightingale there will be a chance of stopping him, but 
not before." 

".My friend, I fear you do not appreciate the jewel you 
possess." 

" Look here, that reminds me," returned Sigmund, grow- 
ing serious ; " I think that there is some one who appreciates 
her v too much. Not you, old fellow ; you need not look so 
bashful. I refer to some one whom I neither like nor trust." 

"Hoffman?" 

" Yes ; what think you ? " 
, " May the crows pick his eyes if ever he dare to look evilly 
at your wife." 

" That is a very pleasant way of putting it, but what I want 
to know is whether you think his influence is calculated to act 
prejudicially on Gretchen. He is a clever man, and his tenets 
make him an unscrupulous one on certain subjects. I do not 
suspect him of the folly of airing his views in all their bare- 
ness before women who would be outraged by their recital ; 
he is evidently very guarded in what he says, and I can see 
that my wife takes pleasure in his conversation ; but he is also 
insidious and eloquent, and may go to work gradually." 

" Then do not run the risk, but forbid him your house." 

"It is not an easy thing to do when there is no tangible 
ground." 
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" Keep the hawk from the dove, even if the fleshbird come 
singing like the bulbul ! " 

"Your native proverb decides me. But it is a difficult 
thing to tell a man to begone for no definite reason, all the 
more so if you and he are in the same set." 

Straying husbands are often the most jealous husbands, and 
(I blush for my hero) his conduct was not always faultless. 
Neither will I attempt to palliate his flightiness either by 
laying stress on the earliness of his marriage or on the varied 
company into which as a journalist and genre writer he was 
necessarily sometimes thrown. His work required that he 
should be conversant with all sorts of people ; he called it 
" sacrificing himself for his profession," which made people 
smile. 

But although he would perhaps not have carried off the 
prize had there been a model-husband race, he was very much 
attached to his Gretchen, not only as a wife but as a friend 
and companion, respecting and admiring her sincerely, soon 
getting tired of all society but hers (now that he had other 
society to get tired of), and always consulting her and associ- 
ating her with his undertakings. They were getting on very 
well together, too, though eertes she sometimes felt a heart- 
thrust at his little aberrations. 

"Nothing in it at all, my dear girl," he would then say. 
" You exaggerate and are quite a moral microscope, and you 
also fancy things. With your imagination you should write 
novels. You are so sensible that I wonder you give a second 
thought to my harmless espiegleries. 

Still it is to be feared that her ideal of marriage had to be 
put away. But her husband's doings were so open, his likes 
and dislikes expressed with such frankness, that there could 
be no harm in it at all. 

Gretchen sometimes sighed indeed, but ever consoled her- 
self with the idea, " he only really cares for me ; " which was 
true. 

But all this while we have left the company in the garden, 
and will hurry out, if only to bid them adieu. 

" You will all come and sup at the Lmdenhiitte, of course," 
said Sigmund. 

"My dear fellow, we must be going almost at once,, we 
both have to play to-night," answered Weichmann. 

" I thought you were free to-day." 

" We were free, but last night the Wolter hurt her eye 
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with the pencil as she was using beUa-donna for the sleep- 
walking scene in Macbeth, so that she cannot appear as was 
arranged, and we are cast in Der Ku*»" 

" A thousand pities, but a pleasure only deferred," 
answered Sigmund, bowing to the actress ; then turning to 
her husband, he said, "Talking of sleep-walking calls to 
my mind the somewhat germane subject of mesmerism ; I 
wonder that with his apparently universal knowledge Shake- 
speare makes no mention of the phenomenon." 

" It is a new-fangled scientific discovery, dating, I think, 
from the latter half of last century. You believe in it, 
then?" 

" Almost. What am I to think when I see such things as 
are done by Hansen and Madame Card ? " 

" Then you also believe in spiritualism ? " 

" Pardon me, that is a non sequitur ; in the matter of spiri- 
tualism I am an agnostic." 

The talk kept this course for some time, Sigmund holding 
the interest of his guests by relating the strange things con- 
tained in Notch's letters. 

"This person is in America, you say," inquired Schnell- 
pinsel ; " may I ask what sort of man he is ? " 

" Notch is my oldest friend ; a thoroughly trustworthy man, 
and one with about as much fancy or credulity (in such 
matters at least) in him as, I should say, that ninepin. Poor 
fellow, his last letter is rather doleful. He tells me that his 
wife is leading him a dog's life. She says she is dissatisfied 
with his want of psychical power, treats him with contempt, 
and threatens, with the assistance of her late husband 
(defunct), with whom it appears she is on terms of the closest 
intimacy, to punish him for his imposture in having foisted 
himself upon her as a man of affinity, whatever that may 
mean." 

The others laughed, and the Weichmanns rose to go. 

A servant at this moment approached to say that a gentle- 
man had arrived who wished to see the master. 

" Bring him here, then." 

The man retired and soon returned with the visitor. 

As this one came nearer Sigmund stared at him hard, a look 
of astonishment coming into his face, and a moment later he 
hurried forward to meet him with an exclamation of wonder 
and delight. 

"Why, it's the very man himself! God bless my soul, 
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Notch, how in the name of all that's wonderful have you turned 
up ? I am glad to see you ! Gretchen, behold the hero of 
our conversation not two minutes ago. I call this first cousin 
to an apparition ! " 

" Wonderful ! Most extraordinary coincidence," said 
Weichmann. "Le Fannu, my boy, you would never dare 
to introduce such a situation in a novel ; the critics would fly 
at it as forced, stagey, unnatural, and the rest of it." 

" Wouldn't do it for fifty pounds. It would ruin me ! " 

The others seeing that their host would probably wish to 
have his friend to himself very soon took their leave. 

"And now, my dear Dick," said Sigmund, when the three 
were left alone, " there is a good chair, fill as much of it as 
you can — you look dreadfully thin — and give your tongue free 
play. But first have some beer, eh ? " 

" I will that," answered the traveller. " Guess I am divid- 
ing up into slabs for want of moisture. A temperance meet- 
ing in the desert is wet compared to me, you bet." 

" You have become quite a Yankee, Dick." 

"Yes, maybe ; it's catching, like the measles ; but I reckon 
I'll have time to lose it before I set foot on that tarnation 
continent 'gain." 

" Finished up there, then ? " 

"Some." 

"How is that?" 

" Wait, I see your boy steering my way with the beer." 

Notch's face was for some time hidden from view by a 
notable tankard of ice-cold lager. At last he heaved a sigh 
of relief. Then settling himself in his chair, he said, " Now 
for it. Cotdicuere omnes, as we used to say. You know that 
Electra's spiritual habits had for some time been a thorn in 
my side which made me sufficiently wretched, but it was only 
about six months ago that her symptoms assumed a degree of 
acuteness which was utterly unbearable. The interviews with 
the deceased John became more and more frequent and of 
longer duration, whilst the succeeding prostration was pro- 
portionably intensified, and, luckily for me, her magnetic 
power for the time completely extinguished. Her contempt 
of me for being what she called a * weak vessel ' she was at 
no pains to conceal; my remonstrances were met by bitter 
reproaches, and soon she hated me vigorously. You know I 
am not a man to telescope up and assume any desired dimen- 
sions at the caprice of a wife ; far from this, I stood out for 
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my rights, and insisted on John being less frequently inter- 
viewed. I was prepared for stormy weather when taking up 
this position, but not for the whirlwind and fiery hail of con- 
centrated fury which now broke over me. In the torrent of 
her words she suddenly stopped, and a look of refined spite- 
fulness filled her eyes. I felt uncomfortable, but did my best 
not to show it. Then she smiled horribly, and slowly said, 
* Despicable lump of beef and mutton materialism ! Prize ox ! 
Slave of this grovelling world ! You object to the fleeting 
interviews I snatch with more ethereal joys ? You say you 
would like for once to be admitted to my retiring room ? 
Good ! Lord and master, your wish shall be acceded to, and 
that at once. Come ! ' 

" I did not like it, but followed her to the room, which was 
on the first floor and looked out upon a lonely garden. She 
unlocked the door. 'Go in,' said she; and, as I hesitated, 
added, 'Are you afraid?' The place was almost dark. I 
was seized from behind by what seemed very material hands ; 
a moment later a dazed feeling came over me, but I did not 
then lose consciousness ; would to God I had ! 

"I was sitting in a chair, and Electra stood before me, a 
light which seemed to come from her eyes spreading lambent 
over her face. 

" ' I have always had pity on you for a poor soulless worm,' 
she said, ' but now I have none. I will put my whole 
strength, no matter what it costs me, into the task of utterly 
and entirely mastering you once and for all. My moral 
ascendency over you will be lasting, and you shall feel my 
influence henceforth whenever I choose.' 

"Then she mesmerised me, casting all her energy into the 
work, so that the sweat stood on her brow. The next thing 
I can remember is drowsily awaking on my own bed with a 
feeling of abject weakness and depression. After that day 
my wife's mastery over me was most complete. I could feel 
it. She would treat me with contemptuous carelessness, 
making sport of my crippled moral power. 

" 'You must have felt uncomfortable at such and such an 
hour,' she would say. 'I took the trouble to think hard of 
you,' and she was always right; for periods of frightful un- 
easiness would seize me for no apparent reason, a slavish 
fear and dependency, a willessness of spirit such as words 
are powerless to portray. Often would I be engaged in some 
occupation and suddenly feel this cloying sensation creep over 
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me ; sometimes I had to get up and go to her, and this was 
when she wanted me. She would laugh when I made my 
appearance, and give me the order she wished executed with, 
ineffable superiority. My only seasons of perfect freedom, 
were when she lay prostrate after a sojourn in the private 
room, latterly a more frequent occurrence than ever ; and so 
far from objecting to these dark disappearances, as I had once 
done, I now hailed them with pleasure as the sure forerunner 
to a period of relief for myself. Had it not been for these 
interludes I should never have got away; but, fortunately, 
they grew of longer and longer duration. At last, during 
one of them, I managed to collect all my worldly belongings 
in the shape of money, selling out* some stocks and taking 
away the coupons of others. Then I went to a good friend of 
mine and offered him $1,000 if he would accompany me to 
New York, promising not to leave me till he had lodged me 
safely on board a Hamburg steamer, for I knew that when 
Electra recovered I should lose my will and come sneaking 
back if not prevented. We were already some stations off 
when I felt it creep over me, and I fear that my friend had a 
bad time of it. I begged and struggled, but he kept firm, 
not leaving me even when aboard till the ship was on the 
point of starting. 

"With the increasing distance between us her fatal power 
became gradually weakened, and now, I am thankful to say, 
I feel all right again." 

" But you do not look it, Dick." 

" The relation of my woes has perhaps affected me some- 
what, but I shall soon pick up." 

" And what are your present plans ? " 

" To seek shelter under your roof for a short time, if you 
will have me." 

" We shall be delighted." 

Notch became one of the household, and a great favourite 
of Gretchen's. He interested himself in his host's work, his 
hostess's literature, and all their daily habits, adapting himself 
to their style of life, into which he seemed to fall quite 
naturally. With his hosts' friends, too, he speedily became 
popular, for his flow of good spirits seemed inexhaustible, and 
his various experiences gave constant occupation to his nimble 
tongue. What the village natives now said was a paraphrase 
on their verdict when Lady Phillpott had been the guest at 
the villa ; but indeed it was immeasurably further from the 
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truth. On the whole he saw more of Gretchen than of her 
husband. 

" Your wife is a jewel, Sigmund," he said. 

" I have heard that before." 

" Ah, a marriage like yours is one of those brilliant excep- 
tions to a dreary rule all too graphically illustrated by my 
own case. But apart from the sorry tricks which Hymen has 
played on myself, I have ever watched with sad interest the 
burdens he has imposed on others, and the conclusion to 
which I have come is that marriage is a sort of contagious 
mania, where the sufferer voluntarily undergoes numberless 
privations and discomforts in order to enjoy the privilege of 
paying the bills and bearing the domestic tempers of a woman, 
who as often as not reserves her smiles for another. The 
man who for the money he possesses can live in comfort must 
in numberless cases, for this questionable blessing of a wife, 
pare and scrape, quitting most of his congenial habits, smoke 
poor cigars, have his clothes turned, and frequent those abomi- 
nations yclept boarding-houses. Men marry out of loneli- 
ness, you will say? Humbug! Are we not in the world, 
which is like an ant's nest ? An ant all to oneself, you will 
suggest ; yes ; but if when you have your ant she does not 
suit you, and if, moreover, she reaches out with her tentacles 
for other ants than yourself; and if you are smothered with a 
heap of young ants, whose rearing costs you your comfort, 
club, horses, rubber, &c, what then? No, by gad, sir! 
marriage is a mistake." 

Notch slapped his hat on with the vehemence called forth 
by this, to him, very tender subject ; but not feeling quite 
relieved yet he swung round and went on : " You, sir, have 
drawn a prize — a prize, I repeat ! But how much dis- 
comfort and suffering do we see, and how much more do 
we not see ! Why, if all who repented the step were to sepa- 
rate, society would be turned topsy-turvy! An unhappy 
marriage is not necessarily one where the parties fight and 
wrangle much, and, per contra, those who seem to quarrel 
most are not always the most wretched. Those who agree 
the worst are not necessarily those who get into the Divorce 
Court ; that is to a great extent a matter of means and 
chance. What I complain of in marriage is that its iron 
doctrines are. applied to all, forced on all who once contract 
it. If you find it does not suit you, still there is practically 
no retreat. Why, s'death ! when a man tries a treatment, or 
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a food, or an air, or a garment, and finds it suits him not, he 
is free to leave it off. But here, no ! On and on to the bitter 
end must he persevere, and there is no respite but in death. 
No matter if the regime dull the brain and clog the energy, 
bend the back, and bleach the head. The man must go on, 
on, on ! " 

Notch was here stopped in his outburst by the laughter of 
his friend. 

"Yet vainly do I search for snowy locks and care-bent 
shoulders in Notch the gamophile ! " answered Sigmund. 
"You go too far, I think, though there is much in what 
you say. On the other hand, you point out the ill, but sug- 
gest no remedy, and rightly so, for none is practicable within 
our reach ; and we must look upon the large proportion of 
unhappy marriages as one of the necessary evils of life. 
Such contracts must Jbe. But if «a remedy were possible, I 
should suggest the following. In marriage there should be 
two horses to the matrimonial ear — ' Erotic ' and ' Camarade.' 
Now in the drive through life it almost always happens that 
Erotic, who is strong and fiery enough at first, first grows 
weary. He slackens and falls, but Camarade may last to the 
grave, and often grows the tougher for the exercise. It is 
useless whipping spent Erotic, and when he falls it is mad- 
ness to stand lamenting in the road and let the wolves of 
anger and discontent tear one. But this is generally done, 
and hence so many wretched marriages. Only throw down 
the reigns in despair if both steeds be dead. Otherwise, oh 
friend, cut the traces of your defunct beast and drive on com- 
fortably with long-winded Camarade, who will draw you on and 
on to the great Stopping Place ; and your drive will not have 
been void of amusement, though, perhaps, not pregnant with 
very stirring emotions. Alas ! there be marriages where the 
voyagers start with but Erotic alone, or if there be something 
else on the other side of the pole it is but a phantom of 
Camarade, or at best a sorry, broken-winded jade which falls 
even before his champing, neighing, but quick-spent Erotic 
harness-fellow. Well, then, you know, I fancy the best 
thing to do when Erotic gives in — ay, even a bit before, so 
as to part good friends — is to jump out of the cart, shake 
hands, and each to look out for a seat in some other trap, or 
start a light buggy, drawn by Interest and Amusement, 
capital beasts if not over-driven. What say you ? " 

" Allegorical Sigmund! Thy words ^should be set up in 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 391 

gold at the gates of every register office ! And now, friend, 
good night. It is two o'clock, and we have emptied a double 
tankard of ruby Yilanyer for every hour since ten. I fear our 
eloquence is wine-born ! " 

"A last one, Dick. So much talking makes dry the 
throat, and let us forswear theorising as we offer the parting 
libation." 

The friends thoughtfully attacked this final measure, then 
betook them to their respective couches. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



CHAPTER LIV. 

11 Wkbtched civilian, out of my way ! " 

11 There is room for both of us; but if it comes to that 
then out of my way ! " and Sigmund planted himself firmly 
against the wall. 

" What ! Is that the tone you take with an officer of 
Uhlans ? Himmel Sacrament, I'll teach you manners ! " 
and without more ado the speaker drew his sword and made 
a half lunge at Sigmund, who received the blow on his open 
umbrella. 

They were in one of the old ill-paved streets of Vienna 
where the footway is narrow ; the rain was pouring down 
from the eaves and splashing into the middle of the road, so 
that leaving the wall meant a shower-bath. Up there amongst 
the high-tilted roofs the wind was blowing a gale. 

The stranger who thus tersely addressed Sigmund was a 

Eleasant-looking, though just now inebriated, lieutenant of 
orse, and he was accompanied by a brother in arms who 
was sober. 

Sigmund was alone, and besides the trio the street was 
deserted. 

" Stop, Ferdinand ! Hang the fellow ! " called the sober 
Uhlan ; but the other heeded not, and with language as bad 
as the weather, made at Sigmund once more, this one dodging 
about and parrying the blows with his umbrella. The scene 
was sufficiently ludicrous but for the chances of an accident. 
At last the third man got hold of his comrade from behind 
and hauled him off, whereupon the strife assumed a purely 
verbal complexion, which, however, might have led to arrange- 
ments for a subsequent explanation of a less innocent nature 
but for a sudden and unlooked-for occurrence. Sigmund 
noticed a loud rumbling from above, and quickly looking up 
perceived a huge stack of chimneys which, loosened by the 
hurricane, was tottering on the edge immediately above the 
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spot where stood his adversary. He rushed forward with a 
cry of warning, and in his ardour upset his man, who went 
sprawling some feet off and Sigmund over him. But a life 
had thus been saved, for next instant crashed down the mass 
of masonry with a force which must have crushed out the 
"breath of any wretch underneath. A cloud of dust arose and 
hung on the drenched air. 

"I beg your pardon, sir, for my late behaviour," said the 
Uhlan, much sobered by the near escape he had just had, 
offering Sigmund his hand. They exchanged cards, though 
only in amity. 

"Will you accompany me into the barracks and effect 
repairs ? " asked the soldier ; " we both require rubbing down 
after rolling about in the road." 

And thus Sigmund formed an acquaintance the results of 
which were destined to be very important in the future, for 
the following day the Baroness Krebsenbach, the Uhlan's 
mother, and Frau Masserei, his sister, called at the villa to 
express their gratitude for their Ferdinand's escape. Frau van 
Oud chanced to be there at the time, and it transpired that she 
and Baroness Krebsenbach had known each other in former 
days, when Austrian soldiers garrisoned Mayence, a fact which 
much helped to dispel all formality. The elder visitor was 
the widow of an officer who had fallen at Koniggratz, her 
daughter the wife of a Vienna lawyer, a gentleman of whom 
she could not bear the sight, having married him out of pique 
after she had been fooled by one of her father's aide-de-camps. 
This last lady's chief characteristics were a love of horses, a 
bad temper, a good figure, and an addictedness to cigarettes. 
Beyond these there was no salient point about her, and yet 
Sigmund was taken with her from the first, and ere long 
became her slave, a fact the more remarkable that he had ere 
now shown himself pretty indifferent to many women boasting 
far superior charms. Such illogical fancies, however, are 
common. Without tracing the growth of the intimacy it will 
be enough to. note the fact that the family Krebsenbach soon 
became great friends with the Le Fannus, meeting almost 
daily, and always devising some excursion or evening's amuse- 
ment On one occasion they went to a place called the 
Orpheum, where a mixed entertainment is generally given. 
What it was to be on this occasion the party knew not, for 
they repaired thither as a pis oiler after being disap- 
pointed in some other project, and arrived late. Notch had 

oo 
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been showing signs of strange uneasiness all day, and as they 
approached tne Orphenm his nervous restlessness painfully 
increased. 

" What's the matter, old fellow? " asked Sigmund. 

" I cannot make out; I feel confoundedly queer; a touch 
of the old Chicago misery I should fancy." 

" Nonsense, man, let us have a bottle of champagne dyed 
with a bottle of good claret, and you will feel all right." 

But this excellent prescription proved unavailing ; Notch 
looked anxious and wretched. Sigmund now glanced at the 
programme, and a moment later started. He read, " For this 
night only. Seance by the unparalleled mesmerist Madame 
Electra." Two or three things had already been given, and 
this was to be the next performance. 

" The place is unbearably hot," said Sigmund, " let us- go 
out for a little." And Notch had just acquiesced in the pro- 
posal, and was preparing to follow his friend, who was already 
in the corridor, when the curtain rose. He looked over his 
shoulder, uttered an exclamation, and grabbed at a chair for 
support. 

" It is she ! " he gasped, and his face was livid. 

" Hold me, hold me, or I shall go ! If I meet her eye I am 
lost." 

But Sigmund got between Medusa and his friend, whom he 
pushed out with scant ceremony. 

" Let me go," panted Notch. " Let me go to her I 

must!" 

But the other held on, and enlisted the services of an attend- 
ant, to whom he explained that the obstreperous gentleman 
had had a drop too much. 

Quoth Sigmund to his wife that night, "The safest thing 
to be done with the fellow is to take him away till his mag- 
netic moiety has left these parts. Whether the influence she 
exercises over him be real or imaginary, it is certain that he 
must be removed. The woman is to leave for Dresden in 
three days' time, and I will just run down to Pesth with 
Notch till after her departure." 

"Frau Masserie happens to be going to-morrow also," 
returned Gretchen pointedly, with a half disdainful smile. 

"So she does!" 

" You had forgotten that, of course ? " 

" Well — no ; but what difference does it make ? " 

"Little enough to me!" was the answer, and the words 
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were spoken right haughtily. Then she added, "Let me take 
this opportunity to remark that I am quite aware of the un- 
accountable fancy you have conceived for that very ordinary 
and ignorant woman. Pardon me, husband, but I should 
have given you credit for better taste." 

He had nothing to say to this save a limp " Nonsense," 
accompanied by a deprecating shrug. Then it occurred to 
him to point out that he had never expatiated on the lady's 
charms, as was his wont when impressed by a new acquaint- 
ance ; to which his wife smartly retorted by opining that he 
probably abstained from doing so from fear of being laughed 
at for his blindness. 

This was possibly a biassed and somewhat feminine verdict 
on the lady under discussion, for Frau Masserei was a stylish 
person at first sight, and possessed of a shallow quickness of 
retort which might for five minutes lead one to imagine her 
clever. But her head and heart were alike innocent of the 
better feelings occasionally to be met with amongst people ; 
she was rather vain, a fair mischief-maker, and very fond of 
money. An exaggerated idea of the Le Fannu's riches had 
got abroad ; they were considered English millionaires. Frau 
Masserei lived in perpetual discontent at not having the means 
to keep riding horses ; her vanity was agreeably tickled when 
she noted that Sigmund was desperately " smitten " with her- 
self, and she determined to profit by the situation to the utmost. 
Compunction and delicacy were foreign to her nature when 
it was a matter of money, and rumour had it that her husband 
the lawyer was also a pachyderm in matters pecuniary. To 
be sure, these two disliked each other cordially, but then they 
might for the nonce unite to effect a common object. 

The first person this lady saw as she reached the deck of 
the Pesth steamer was Sigmund, and she greeted him most 
cordially. 

" No, my wife is not with me," he answered. "I am just 
running down for a few days with my friend Notch." 

" You knew I was going by water ? " she asked. 

" Yes, indeed!" and the wretch's eyes added something 
more. 

"I am to stay for a week with some friends to whom I 
must present you." 

"I shall be only too proud. Happy chance that I met 
you!" 

" Happy— what ? " she asked. 
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Notch was not near, and so Sigmund quietly took her hand 
and murmured, " I am so pleased at this opportunity of being 
with you and of telling you how much you are in my 
thoughts ; " a speech to which she returned an appropriate 
look, noticing that he wore a very handsome ring, and the 
sight of this trinket roused her cupidity. She was a lady 
horn with the instincts of a demi-mondaine. Alas! there be 
such, though, like some shocking deformities, they are as rare 
as they are monstrous. 

Before he left Pesth he pressed the ring upon her — it was an 
old family heirloom — and after the right measure of hesita- 
tion she " reluctantly " accepted it. 

He lengthened his stay by forty-eight hours in the gay 
Magyar capital, managing to see his charmer nearly all the 
time ; for excursions to the parks and hills and leafy Mar- 
gareth Island, "chance" meetings in the groves of Stadt- 
waldchen, and inspiring egg punch at Hangers, were followed 
by evenings at the theatre, where sung the Blaha with blood- 
stirring bravoura ; then suppers at the Jagerhorn, where old 
Bachpal, the father of Magyar " Zigeuner," would recite a 
whole life-tale of love and sorrow, joy and anger, on his»violin 
with the glorious support and background of his orchestra. 

Sigmund was intensely sensible of the Hungarian music 
with its pathetic fire, its wild bursts into the major, its rush 
and tremble ; and when in these moods he found beside him 
the woman whom even in sober moments made his pulses to 
beat fast, it is little wonder, though doubtless great scandal, 
that he was not sparing in the expression of his feelings. 

Oh, Pesth! delightful but moral-blunting city, with thy 
mad music of laughter and tears, thy shining eyes in which 
one sees this music, thy nimble feet to dance, and little brown 
hands to hold the wine-cup ; hospitable, warm-hearted Pesth ! 
truly hast thou bewitched cooler heads and hearts than could 
boast our hero! Alas! it had been better, Sigmund, had 
you enamoured yourself in one of her wild daughters, whose 
faults are as skin-deep as her civilisation, than fall down and 
worship this stone image, whose clockwork heart only ticked 
to the spring of self-interest and vanity ! For she felt not the 
music's soul-stirring flame ; it rather bored her, though she 
pretended to like it, and. wagged her head out of time ; she 
allowed not the wine to fire her blood, and what she did she 
did calculatingly, doling out to her captive just so much favour 
as was advantageous. 
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" I cannot imagine what you see in her," observed Notch 
bluntly, as they sat in the train on their homeward journey. 
" She is in every way a second-rate woman, and no more 
oqual to your wife than a farthing rashHght is equal to the 
sun. You should have had a wife like Electra ; she would 
have taught you ! " 

" Of all people, my poor Dick, you are the last to set up as 
a teacher of asceticism." 

Notch laughed. " Fate has been against me. Had I had a 
wife like yours it might have been different. I confess to having 
become slightly tarnished by an unregenerate world. But you 
fortunate man ! 'Dat veniam corvis vexat censura columbas.' " * 

" I never posed as a pigeon." 

"But you are on the highway to being plucked; that 
woman is a — well, never mind, you will find it out in time." 

"Probitas laudator et alget,"f answered Sigmund, care- 
lessly behind a cloud of smoke. 

"Friend, are we here to talk Latin? It maybe against 
the company's rules. Give me a light and shut up," and the 
conversation flowed into other channels. 

* * * # * 

Dapper little Lieutenant Ferdinand was a lively madcap, 
pugnacious fellow, to whom Notch took amazingly, and the 
things these two did, striving in friendly rivalry to surpass 
each other in deeds doughty and gallant, would fill a book in 
the telling. But they concern us not save on one occasion. 
It was on a Sunday evening at the restaurant in the woods ; 
they had all been supping on the high first-floor terrace over- 
looking the steep grassy valley which, like a giant trough of 
green water, plunges down between the wooded snow-capped 
mountains, rising on either side like mighty waves. The sun's 
departing glory set the sky ablaze and touched the spray-like 
clouds, which seemed to be blowing away from the lofty hill- 
crests. 

Sigmund was just in the room itself, lingering on some 
excuse for a few moments with the woman who fascinated 
him. His wife had gone down-stairs ; the others were on the 
terrace in pleasant post-coenal mood, relating anecdotes, sing- 
ing scraps of song, joking and smoking in the rosy twilight. 

These last, hearing angry voices below, looked down and 
immediately underneath perceived Gretchen in altercation 

* " We excuse in the crows what we condemn in the doves." — Juvenal. 
f " Virtue earns praise, and freezes (the while)." — Ibid 
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with a man. This was Hoffmann. The propounder of ad- 
vanced tenets had rather come to grief of late, having lost 
his chair at the university. His downfall had been a social 
scandal, rendered unavoidable by the ever-increasing ultra- 
ness of his doctrines, and since then, feeling himself relieved 
of the last trammels of responsibility, he had given full scope 
to his pet theories, shocking and alienating those who had 
once been his admirers, and fast degenerating into an imprac- 
ticable and rabid extremist of the worst sort. 

It was truly an occurrence as rare as it was sad for a man 
of sound learning thus to break away into the wilderness of 
exaggeration and moral deformity, and the only excuse for 
him was that he had taken to drink in consequence of a pain- 
ful nervous affection. 

Just now he was plainly more or less under the influence 
of the wine-cup, for his speech was wild and his movements 
excited ; he had evidently accosted Gretchen, as, on her way 
back to join the others, she crossed the court after borrowing 
a shawl from the people of the house. She was- endeavouring 
to free herself of him, but he had her by the arm, and was 
holding forth about the " cruel conventionalities of an artificial 
world." She struggled and freed herself, but he seemed 
about to pursue her. 

Krebsenbach made a rush for the staircase, but Notch, 
without a moment's hesitation, vaulted over the parapet, and, 
poising himself for an instant, took a leap and dropped exactly 
on the man who thus dared to forget himself. 

Hoffmann was terribly "telescoped," and remained for a 
time insensible, whilst Notch himself got a sprained ankle. 

" How could you take such a mad leap ? " asked Gretchen 
reproachfully, though with a kind and flattered smile. 

" For your sake" I would jump willingly from St. Stephen's 
.spire into hell itself ! " whispered Notch ; and she blushed at 
the ardour of his words. 

He had to remain in bed for several days, and she nursed 
him, all unconsciously completing her conquest over his sensi- 
tive heart, so that by the time he could once more get about 
the unhappy fellow was hopelessly in love with his friend's 
wife. Confound the fellow, he is always falling in love ! 
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Fbau Masserei set about making her captive jealous of his 
wife, in the hope of alienating all affection for Gretchen, and 
transferring it to her worthy self. Had she been more clever 
and less spiteful she might have known that her machinations 
would just as likely have the opposite effect to that desired. 
And such began to be the case, for when, after much endea- 
vour, she at last succeeded in stirring up ugly suspicions in 
Signiund's breast, it was only to discover that her power over 
him was considerably weakened. So she paid out a few more 
lengths of license, playing her fish with a certain skill, and 
gradually getting him again well in hand. But the notion 
once started in Sigmund's head that his wife might by any 
possibility err, even in thought, the poison continued to ferment 
all too readily. He began to watch his Gretchen with sus- 
picion ; and though he noticed no clear symptoms of what he 
sought and feared, he very soon discovered two things well 
calculated to become dangerous. Notch was plainly very much 
in love with her, and she, on the other hand, was miserable 
about her husband's behaviour. For Gretchen began to per- 
ceive that this latest affair of Sigmund's was no passing fancy, 
such as he had experienced many times ere to-day, but rather 
a bewitchment by a most unworthy object — a cold, calculating 
woman, whose one redeeming. point was her stupidity, but 
whose slyness and heartlessness might none the less enable 
her to work havoc in the family on whom she settled. 

Notch, too, could not fail to notice Gretchen' s restless dejec- 
tion and understand its cause, and enthusiastic as he was 
about this woman's qualities, his anger at his friend's conduct 
knew no bounds. He was utterly, unable to conceive how 
Sigmund could neglect this angel for one so immeasurably 
her inferior. He, remained silent as long as he could, but at 
last broke out into sympathetic words to the woman whom he 
worshipped all the more that she was wretched. 
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Gretchen's tears could not be dammed back, though her 
pride struggled hard to appear indifferent, and once the ice 
broken, it was a relief to impart her sorrow to another. Notch 
became sympathiser in ordinary to his hostess — a perilous post, 
in sooth. She grew very fond of him, though the complexion 
of her liking had not as yet the fatal tinge of passion. Sig- 
mund had not been the best of husbands, and yet had she up 
till now never injured him by so much as a straying thought. 
Through all his caprices she had ever been true to him, and 
even now she said to herself, " No, no ! He will come back to 
me and calm down. He married young, and for all his errings 
loves me at heart. I am outraged at his conduct, and yet I 
would not revenge myself by deceiving him ; I owe him that 
much, for he has done all for me, left all for me, and held to 
me in the face of that world in which he was brought up." 

Great coldness sprung up between Sigmund and his guest, 
and the latter ere lon^ expressed his intention of leaving for 
England. And then it was that the unhappy wife recognised 
with horror that she cared for this man. " Do not leave me 
in my present troubles ! " she sobbed ; and then, as the inborn 
rectitude of her nature gained the mastery, contradicted her 
words, saying vehemently, " Yes, go, for God's sake! and that 
quickly." 

"I will do your bidding, whatever it be," he answered. 
" Command me. I would give my life to see you happy." 

How people repeat themselves ! He had once said the same 
thing years ago to Gertrude of Clantipple. The scene recurred 
to him with the words, and he told her his history, admitting 
his weaknesses, 'and hiding little, but swearing that poor Ger- 
trude had been the only woman he had really loved in the 
best sense of the word, the only woman who, had she lived, 

could have held his heart, except " Then he paused, and 

she looked away with trembling lip. " You ! " he concluded 
the sentence, "You, you, Gretchen, could always hold my 
heart as you do now ! I know that I am abusing the sacred 
confidence of a host and friend. But no, he is no longer my 
friend. His cruelty to you robs him of the name." 

Footsteps were heard approaching, and Notch had but time 
to move away ere Sigmund entered the room and glanced 
sharply at the pair. 

"Are you going into town to-day?" hazarded Gretchen, 
anxious to break the painful silence. 

' ' Yes, why ask you ? " 
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" What a wretched day ! " exclaimed Notch, trying to be 
natural, a remark to which Sigmund answered sardonically — 

" For God's sake, my good fellow, do not talk to me of the 
weather, the thin end of the wedge in every Englishman's 
conversational attack. But as you have mentioned the sub- 
ject, allow me to say that I especially enjoy and appreciate 
this weather. No dust, no smells in the town, no crowd of 
vulgar holiday-makers trooping out to the country, sticking 
flowers in their hats, wearing their coats over their arms, and 
shouting beery ballads on the way home. The day, on the 
contrary, for a nice walk, with thick boots and a waterproof ; 
it suits me of all others." He smiled grimly and added, " I 
was sick of continual sunshine ; we were as crowded out here 
as maggots in a carcass. This storm will clear out the re- 
siduum." 

" You are rugged," observed Notch, with a sour smile. 

" Perhaps. If you do not like my mood you can always do 
the other thing, you know," with which courteous speech he 
went out and slammed the door. 

" After that there can be no doubt as to the impossibility 
of my remaining longer under your roof, ' ' said Notch. ' * Were 
it not for your sake, I promise you, his rudeness should not 
pass unnoticed." 

# # # * # 

Frau Masserei kept her captive dangling and hoping ; at 
last she gave him rendezvous, which made the somewhat flag- 
ging fire of his allegiance to blaze up hotly. 

" Come to my house to-morrow at noon," said she bash- 
fully ; and added, " My husband will be away in the country 
on business." 

He seized her hand, and covered it with kisses. The 
morrow would be the eve of Notch's departure, and the poor 
fellow was as depressed as though he were going to prison, 
more so, indeed. He had hardly a friend in Europe ; none 
at all worthy the name when compared to those he was 
about to leave. 

" Let us part friends, Sigmund," he said, on this his last 
evening but one. 

"Can you " began Gretchen's husband, and stopped 

^hort, for the suspicion in his heart at once shamed and 
frightened him. 

But the other looked at him steadily, holding out his hand 
in invitation. So he gave his fingers to be shaken, though 
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there was no heartiness in the grip. For the poisoned words 
which the Masserei so often poured into his ear were taking- 
good root and bearing a rank crop of doubts and speculations 
which were an outrage to Gretchen's purity. 

He was absent and silent on that evening, his mind active 
with bitter surmises jarring with rosiest anticipations. 

It was painful to note how of late he seldom spoke to his 
wife save when absolutely necessary, how he avoided her, 
how uneasy they were in each other's company. 

" I have a presentiment of evil, a presentiment so strong 
that I would implore you not to leave me to-day, husband," 
she said, a few hours before the time of his rendezvous. " It 
is also the last day of your guest's visit, and I wish you 
would show him a little friendship. He has done nothing 
that you should insult him like you did yesterday." 

" Has he not, indeed ! That is very satisfactory to be sure. 
You both of you looked so innocent when I entered on the 
occasion to which you have just had the delicacy to allude. 
As to it behoving me to exhibit a little friendship to our 
guest, I think it unnecessary. It would, I fear, pass un- 
noticed ; the stars are invisible when the sun shines ! I dare 
say, however, that you will see me back towards evening. 
Adieu." And he took his leave. 

She broke into angry tears at this, the coarsest speech he 
had ever addressed to her, and through the dim saltness of 
her sorrow saw him drive off to his appointment. Somehow 
she half suspected that his captor had made an assignation 
for that day ; perhaps his manner had put the notion into 
her head, but women are almost clairvoyant in such matters. 

As he neared town two of the emotions seething in his head 
were gradually crushed out by the third ; anger and remorse 
were flattened by hope, which soon took all the place to itself. 
He drove to a flower-shop, where he discharged his carriage, and 
then proceeded on foot. As he went along the narrow streets 
of the Inner Town, where the houses are grand and frowning in 
their heavy carved antiquity, there befell him a dire mishap. 

For the virgin purity of his waistcoat was sadly marred by 
an occurrence more natural than agreeable. With anathemas 
deep and earnest he looked up, and perceived a tame raven 
perched on the edge of a windowsill, and the sable bird met 
his eye with a wise and contemplative gaze and sideway hold 
of the head. 

It was impossible to keep any appointment, least of all 
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such a one as lie had before him, with this blemish to his 
raiment ; there was nothing for it but to hasten to a shop and 
effect repairs. I fear that the ecclesiastical maledictions 
which so depressed the famous jackdaw of Eheims were but 
mild strictures compared to Sigmund's curses as he turned 
about in search of a hosier. 

The incident caused him to arrive half-an-hour late, a fact 
which much ruffled his temper. But how shortsighted is the 
wisdom of man, especially of man in love ! Great should have 
been his joy and gratitude at the hint the raven had dropped, 
for just as he was mounting the staircase he perceived his en- 
chantress* husband stealthily approaching. The lawyer had 
evidently not perceived him as Sigmund stood in the shadow 
of the porch. A suspicion of foul play, which, however, 
seemed incredible, occurred to him, and he determined on a 
course of action which would decide the matter one way or 
another. Bunning silently upstairs — the Masseries lived on 
the second floor — -he ensconced himself in a sort of cupboard 
immediately outside their door ; a moment later the husband 
followed and let himself into his apartments. 

He was met on the threshold by his wife. 

" "Well ?" he asked. 

" The idiot has not come," was the snappish answer. 

And now the thing was as clear as day ; a monstrous vulgar 
trap into which he had nearly fallen — a low trick to extort 
money. 

What a rough demolition of his rosy dreams ! 

This angel of a woman was nothing better than a mercenary 
wretch, for whom her lord and master was to play the bully. 

It rather took his breath away. 

When he had recovered himself a little, he left his retreat 
and knocked at the door. 

The traitress opened. Of course the lawyer was nowhere 
to be seen. 

" Is your husband at home, madam ? " he asked coldly. 

" What a question ! How can you ask ? Come in and shut 
the door, I will fasten it." 

" Why, madam, may I ask ? " 

She stared at him in wonder. 

" I have called," he went on, " to consult your husband on 
a legal case. I am grieved that he is not at home, and will 
come again. In the meantime, and knowing how sharp you 
are yourself, I should feel honoured if you would let me give 
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you an outline of the question, so that Dr. Masserei may have 
time to think about it before I see him." He spoke rather 
loud here, for he wished the husband to hear him. " I have a 
friend who has had the folly to become enamoured of the very 
modest charms of a certain married lady. It is quite an in- 
explicable case of fascination, for the person in question is 
still poorer in intellectual than in bodily attractiveness ; in 
fact her brains are a blank but for a certain cheap sharpness. 
She is a heartless coquette ; vain as a peacock, without its 
beauty ; cold as an iceberg, without its purity. But to the 
facts. After long vacillation, and seeing that her captive— 
who, by-the-bye, possesses a charming wife in every way 
as superior to this woman as a palm-tree is nobler than a toad- 
stool — was waxing tired of spending time uselessly when he 
might be better employed, and seeing that the presents she 
accepted of him with courtesan freedom, were perhaps growing 
less frequent, she determined on a grand coup. To this end 
she called in the aid of her husband, a poor wretch who 
probably objected to the dirty job at first, not from motives of 
honour but rather from bodily fear. She gave her idiotic 
adorer — lie must indeed have been suffering from some form of 
mental disease when he admired her ! — a rendezvous. Nay, 
hear me out, I have just done. My friend came, the husband 
appeared at the critical moment — the old story, hackneyed 
and ill-savoured — made a scene, talked of outraged honour, 

demanded money, and was thrown out of tne window, 

second-floor rooms just like these ; and the would-be bully 
broke his neck. That is all. Now have the goodness to ask 
your astute husband what my friend is liable to in the way of 
a penalty." 

Sigmund rose, and there was an evil smile about the corners 
of his mouth. He looked round the room hungrily and 
Masserei, behind the curtain, quaked. Then he went to the 
door, but it was locked. 

" I must ask you to let me out at once," he said coolly. " It 
is a long drop out of window and if 1 am forced to take it I 
shall procure someone to drop out first, just as an experiment." 
He looked dangerous and at once commenced a tour of the 
rooms in search of Masserei. 

" Let him out, Mathilde ! " squeaked an unsteady voice. 

" Aha ; you hear the very spirits urge you ! " 

" Wretched coward ! " hissed the lady, addressing the cur- 
tain ; but she opened the door. 



Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 4<M 

Only as Sigmund passed out he got a look which meant 

mischief for the future. 

***** 

He went his way in a truly cynical and sardonic mood, grind- 
ing his teeth and laughing grimly at himself. When he passed 
the window where still sat the raven he took off his hat to 
the bird and laughed out loud, so that the passers-by thought 
he was mad. 

"Dusky croaker !" he exclaimed; "you have been the 
means of saving me from a worse mess. So help me, but I 
will from henceforth quarter you 'proper' on my coat-of- 
arms, for I owe you most honourable emblazonment ! " 

It occurred to him that he might as well go home, and he 
set about doing so. 

When, still burning with rage, though savagely exulting, 
he strode into his study, he found Notch at his wife's feet. 

The latter was intensely excited, emotion shook her whole 
frame. Notch, with tears in his eyes, had evidently been 
speaking with all his soul, for the dew was on his brow and 
his chest heaved violently. 

Sigmund caught the last words — 

"I love you, Gretchen, and shall always love you! " 

The woman screamed when she saw her husband, and 
screamed yet again in greater fear when she marked his face. 

" Up, dog ! what is this ? " he mouthed in passion, as he 
seized Notch by the collar. 

" It is that I love this woman who is being tortured by your 
vile and brutish behaviour. She " 

" Stop, stop, in Heaven's name ! " called Gretchen, with her 
eyes on her husband's face. " Something awful " 

" Nay, I will say my say," continued Notch. "Let me tell 
my whilom friend that he has crushed a golden heart and 
withered a love of which he was never worthy ; that he " 

" Stop, now ! " gasped Sigmund menacingly. 

" Far from it ; you shall hear what I have to say." 

"Iwillnot!" 

"You shall!" 

" We will see that ! " In the frenzy of passion he snatched up 
a heavy loaded stick, and with the words, " Perhaps this will 
quiet you ! " dealt him a blow on the head. 

It did quiet him. 

Ghastly was the silence which followed. 

The blow had alighted on the temple, and Notch was dead. 
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Sigmund did not find this out at first ; not till he tremblingly 
stooped down and touched the still form did the dim horror of 
truth seize him, and even then he thought his victim only 
stunned. 

" Notch, Notch ! " he cried, and tried to lift the head which 
hung flaccid. 

Then he saw the crushing wound and a little blood on the 
temple, and started back with a cry of fear and the words, 
" Oh God, help, help, quick ! " 

He turned to his wife, but she had fainted, falling back on 
the chair from which she had risen. He rushed to a flower 
vase and dashed water on the dead man's face, calling to him 
again and again. 

Gretchen opened her eyes, staring about for a moment 
dazed. Then she uttered a low wail. 

" You have murdered him; his innocent blood is on your 
head." 

"A murderer! A murderer!" yelled the unhappy hus- . 
band, demented. 

It was not to a prison they took him that night, but to a 
hospital, and when a week later he was removed hence, his 
destination was the madhouse, for Sigmund had lost his senses. 
The highly imaginative mind had broken down under the 
appalling discovery that he had slain an innocent man, his 
guest and the friend of his childhood. He had for ever ex- 
tinguished that cheery voice and merry eye, stilled that warm 
heart, and frozen into the dread silence of the tomb those 
features once so full of life and humour. 

Now he would sit for hours together, a stony stare on his 
face, the hands clasped, the lips working in awful repetition : 
."You have murdered him; his innocent blood is on your 
head." Over and over again, hundreds and thousand of times, 
did he resay the words, and at last begin pointing on the 
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floor. Then maniacal violence would seize him, and with 
yells and cries of anguish would he try to do away with 
himself. 

An attendant was ever with him. 

He had been thus about a month, when one snowy autumn 
morning a woman came to the director of the asylum. 
" Can I see my husband, doctor ? " 

The voice was Gretchen' s, but the face was ten years older 
than when we saw it last. The colour had left the cheeks, 
the eyes were heavy, the abundant hair now streaked with 
white. 

"You had better not see him, madame," answered the 
doctor kindly. 

" Oh, do, do let me see him." 

"But at least he must not see you. He must not know 
you are near." 

" So be it then ; but let me see him." 

When looking through a trap-door high in the wall Gretchen 
saw an emaciated figure sitting on a chair, his elbows on his 
knees, his chin on his hands, his eyes fixed stolidly before 
him, she uttered a low cry of agony, for the wreck was her 
husband. 

He looked up and called " Gretchen ! " 
"Husband, ^husband, I am here!" burst out the wife in 
heartrending accents. "Oh, doctor, for God's sake let me 
approach him ! " 
The permission was granted. 
I cannot dwell on this meeting; it is too painful. 
" Your presence has had the opposite effect to that which I 
feared and expected," quoth the doctor, when in a half -faint- 
ing condition Gretchen once more sat in his room. " Instead 
of reawakening in himt he wearing attacks of frenzy — attacks 
which, as I told you, have lately become less frequent — the 
sight of you has distinctly improved his condition, and the 
more he sees of you in future the better it will be for him. 
For the present I can sanction this, he is under my jurisdic- 
tion; but later " 

"Well/ doctor?" 

" Then it will be for the criminal authorities to " 

" Ah, merciful Heaven ! " 

Sigmund, with his wonted distaste and inaptitude for matters 
pecuniary, and in his unbounded confidence in his wife's 
caution and common sense, had some eighteen months before — 
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at the time, in fact, when he began to be very busy with his 
pen — handed the control and management of his money matters 
to Gretchen. She had protested at this step, but he said, 
"You will make abetter thing of it than T could ; your admi- 
rable clearsightedness is just fitted for the task. For that 
matter there is little to do; the money is invested in England; 
I never speculate ; you have only to draw the income and pay 
the bills. Here are some blank checks, fill them up as you 
require them, and allow me to think of my work." 

Since that time Gretchen had been secretly saving money, 
and carefully investing it here and there, so as to make her 
husband a surprise when it should become a fair " nest-egg." 
In this way she had already got together some five hundred 
pounds, and, anxious to afford him pleasure, would indeed have 
told him before but for the unfriendly footing on which they 
had lately been. Besides this the villa itself stood in her 
name — Sigmund had wished it so, calling it her marriage 
dower — and was therefore her absolute property. This she 
had sold a fortnight after the catastrophe for two thousand 
five hundred pounds, so that the capital at her disposal was 
some three thousand pounds. 

How to lay out this sum to the best possible advantage, so 
as to effect the end she had in view ? She thought night and 
day; a hundred plans of more or less practicability were 
reviewed and dismissed as useless ; but when the task seemed 
most hopeless she would set her teeth and mutter to herself, 
"It shall he\" 

It was about a fortnight after her first visit to her husband 
when the asylum doctor said, "A /week hence I must hand 
over my patient to the police, he is quite well enough now for 
that. You see he is quiet, has no delusions, and only requires 
an attendant at night." 

" And— and what think you will be his sentence ? " 

The doctor avoided the question by assuring her that what- 
ever medical evidence could effect, ay, even by extending the 
film of truth to breaking point, he would undertake to do. 
"By-the-bye," added he, "your husband will have a new 
attendant from to-night ; the man who has been with him up 
till now is ill." 

"Indeed!" 

" Yes, the poor fellow went to speak to one of the warders 
on duty in the Long Boom and was attacked by a patient. 
He will not be fit for work again for a month ; and do you 
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know, the lunatic who fell upon him, an Italian, managed to 
commit suicide last night by hanging himself." 

Gretchen shuddered, and appeared to think intently. 

" Has the new attendant ever seen my husband yet ? " 

" No ; why do you ask ? " 

They looked at each other, and he understood her. 

"It is quite impossible, 7 ' he said. 

She went over to the old man and threw herself at his feet. 
"Save him, doctor, if you can! He is no murderer; he 
thought me untrue to him, and struck his best friend, whom 
he held to be the lover of his wife. Save him if you can, and 
if you have a grain of pity in your heart. Save him, for it is 
a Christian act, and he has suffered so much already. If you 
do this you shall receive 25,000 florins at once, and I will 
swear on my sacred word of honour that if I am alive this 
day three months you shall have as much more. You can 
trust me." 

These were high sums thus to talk casually about to a man 
with a family ; and though the doctor felt utterly powerless 
to do what was asked of him, he also became very pitiful at 
this comely woman's tale of sorrow, and took some credit to 
himself for the emotion. Convinced, however, of the impossi- 
bility of the thing, he thought he might as well assume an 
air of outraged probity, and became horrified at the notion. 

But Gretchen, in her eagerness, had noted the effect of her 
words, and desperately pressed the point. 

" It may be done," she said earnestly. 

"Impossible. Even looking at the matter in a purely 
speculative light, I do not see how it could be effected." 

" My husband can now follow everything that is said to 
him, and he can act on instruction. Were it otherwise, I 
should agree with you that his rescue would be impossible. 
But hear my plan ; it is desperate, but my end is desperate 
also, and you snail be well paid. Of the 25,000 florins which 
I now have on my person, you shall have half the moment 
you agree even to toy my plan ; the other half shall be yours 
as soon as you sign a certificate of my husband's death." 

"Death— how so?" 

" Listen. Give out that he has died. Then " 

' ' And the post mortem t " 

"Shall be held on the body of the Italian who killed 
himself." 

t ( Yes, but the suicide must have a, pott mortem tpo. 
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" Then it must be held on him twice over. It is for you 
to say how it can be done." 

There was a long and anxious pause, and then the doctor 
said, " Give me 12,000 florins." 

" You consent, then ? " 

The doctor nodded. 

"I take my solemn oath," he whispered, looking round, 
" that in the twenty-five years I have been here this is the 
first time I have done anything of the kind ; but I believe 

this to be a just cause And then I have a consumptive 

wife who ought to go to the South this winter, sons at the 
university, and daughters to provide for. My income here 
just covers my expenses, without permitting me to save a 
florin for my old age. The work of this place is beginning 
to tell on me terribly. Quarter of a century of lunatics is no 
joke, take my word for it. But to our task. Your husband's 
death must be announced at once, and the post mortem must 
be held to-morrow morning, before that of the Italian. 
I have influence enough so to arrange matters that the 
examination shall be held in a mere perfunctory manner. 
For all that, great risk attaches to the attempt, and the 
reward of my twenty-five years' service will certainly be a 
lengthened term of imprisonment if I am caught. Moreover, 
you must help me yourself this night, for we can trust 
nobody in such a matter. Go to your husband now and 
explain to him our plan, then return here." 

She went. At first Sigmund refused his acquiescence. 
"What have I to live for?" he asked bitterly. "Let me 
hang, or rot in prison, you will soon forget me." 

She wrung her hands in agony at these words, imploring 
him with every tender and moving epithet to yield. " My 
darling, oh, my darling husband ! I beseech you fcy our love, 
and by the old happy days, help me here in my desperate 
experiment." And at last he yielded. Then she returned to 
the doctor, who. said, " I have already told the new attend- 
ant that he will not be wanted to-night, as the patient has 
died." 

That night they performed a dreary task, for the body of 
the Italian was carried into Sigmund's room, a place of 
concealment when the time should come being found for 
Gretchen's husband by loosening two planks under the bed. 

"There are two great risks before us," said the doctor; 
" the remains of the Italian must be carried back to his room 
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after to-morrow's examination, though most fortunately it is 
not far off; and again I must manage so that the second 
examination held on the Italian, as such, shall be postponed 
a day, when another set of doctors, assistants, &c, will oe on 
duty. Madame, the" thing is terribly dangerous, and if it fail 
will involve your ruin as well as mine. I fear to go on 
with it." 

"I do not. It shall be!" 

" You will have a most difficult task to perform ; you must 
portray frenzied grief over the remains of this stranger ; you 
must refuse to leave him, evincing the greatest repugnance, 
though without overacting your part, to a minute examina- 
tion ; and I must beg the doctor to respect your feelings to 
the utmost, merely assuring himself of death by ausculation, 
whilst I certify that your husband has succumbed to heart 
disease, from which he had all along suffered acutely. You 
must even try to conceal the face as much as possible. In a 
word, your part is not only of the utmost difficulty, but one 
which, even if played to perfection, is still beset with immi- 
nent peril." 

" I will go through with it, doctor. Trust me." 

"Oh, dearest wife," whispered Sigmund, as in the night 
the three stood round the ghastly means for his delivery, " do 
not risk this awful danger ; it is not yet too late to retreat." 

"No, husband, I hold firm;" and though the words were 
simple, the tone expressed determination immovable. 

" A heroine, indeed ! " muttered the doctor ; adding, " For 
one thing it is fortunate that the deceased here and your hus- 
band are not unlike in feature." 



The plan succeeded. Heaven only knows if the examin- 
ing doctor did not suspect something irregular ; he possibly 
imagined that the deceased had poisoned himself by means 
procured him by his wife so as to escape the dread sentence 
of the law. 

But some doctors have hearts like other men, and all the 
suffering they see often makes them but the kinder. 

The following day Gretchen escorted a hearse from the 
asylum gates. The dark vehicle contained a wobden coffin, 
and in this coffin was Sigmund. 

Yet twenty-four hours later and he had crossed the Italian 
frontier. 
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Safety and consistency demanded that Gretchen should play 
the sad comedy to the end. On the morrow she stood as a 
mourning widow beside what was supposed to be her hus- 
band's grave. 

'Twas but a cenotaph ! 

A week later the following announcement appeared in the 
Times : — 

" On the 29th, at Vienna, Sigmund Fenwick Le Fannu, in 
his 25th year." 

He was henceforth dead to the world. 
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A Dutch steamer laboured heavily on the billows of a Red 
Sea storm. She was on her way to Batavia, and had touched 
at Naples, where a few passengers had come on board. 
Amongst these were two persons, man and woman, who had 
booked under the name of Mayer — steerage passengers, who 
kept much to themselves, appearing to shun intercourse with 
their messmates. They were Sigmund and his wife. She had 
been very ill, suffering from a low nervous fever, which had 
become much worse since the commencement of the storm two 
days ago. He had hardly left his Gretchen's side save now 
and again to beg the ship's doctor to come and see her. 

The warm wind blew in great gusts a few points from south, 
heaving up the ship with angry waves, which first struck her 
starboard bow, so that the flying waters swept her decks, and 
then the billows, passing under diagonally, gave her a mighty 
cant, so that the screw churned the air with a mad vibration. 

The night was as dark as pitch, and scudding rain mingled 
with the salt whip, which drenched everything. 

They were in about the 15 c of latitude, somewhere off 
Saidijeh, and the eight bells of midnight had just been 
struck, when, after a terrific wave, which had pounded the 
deck and gone surging knee deep over to larboard, a loud 
cry came from the engine-room. The machinery raced with 
feverish quickness, and then stopped ; the wind and the wash 
of waves seemed louder now. 

From his post on the bridge did the burly captain inquire, 
with many adornments of language, what was the matter, and 
the answer which came up the call-pipe made the heart of the old 
salt stand still, like the engines, under his dripping oilskin. 

" The screw is broken ! " 

The wind, as though conscious of the advantage gained, 
redoubled its violence, and the helpless ship slewed round, 
getting along the trough of the waves, and now rolling, so 
that the yards near touched the water. 
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The captain roared to set the sails, but louder roared the 
escaping steam, and loudest roared the wind to the waves' 
seething accompaniment. 

" As good a death as another," said Sigmund to his wife ; 
" only pray God it will soon be over." 

Gretchen's head was bleeding, for she had been hurled 
against something, and now was half unconsciously clinging 
to him. <^ 

"May we live and die together, dear," she murmured in 
his ear. 

A deafening crash, a stunning bang and concussion, fol- 
lowed by dragging and rattling overhead; men's voices 
calling and disappearing in the wind's furious howl. The 
mainmast had gone by the board. And now they succeeded 
in getting a sail upon the fore, but next moment it was torn 
to ribbons and whipped in the gale. 

The ship was helpless. 

Hours of confusion and agony rolled slowly by, hours o£ 
fruitless endeavour ; the crew exhausted, the passengers half- 
drowned in the cabins, where the water swashed to and fro 
waist deep. 

As morning dawned they sighted land, drear and rocky; 
the wind slackened off a bit, and the sea soon followed suit. 

Hope began to revive in tortured breasts, but that hope 
was futile. It was destined to be the last disappointment for 
most of those on the ship, for towards eight o'clock she 
struck the rocks and went to pieces. 

Clinging to a spar, and with his arm round Gretchen's waist, 
Sigmund found himself amongst the billows, which were 
urging him on towards a small rock not a hundred yards away. 
But a man, struggling for dear life, had gripped Gretchen's 
collar, and was dragging her down. 

" Let go ! " But does a drowning man ever let go for the 
bidding ? So in the battle for life did Sigmund bite and gnaw 
at the tight-closed fingers till the grasp relaxed, and with an 
awful look, which even at that moment made him shudder, 
the man fell back into the green water which washed over his 
mouth. 

Sigmund remembered struggling up the rocks of the little 
island, and dragging his wife to a spot where only reached 
the spray. 

He remembered falling down exhausted across her. Then 
he lost consciousness. 
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CHAPTER LVm. 

Gbetchen was the first to recover lier senses. What she saw 
on opening her eyes was a low sandy hillock, with a back- 
ground of cloudless blue, and along the sky line, in sharp 
relief, a row of dusky figures, dark brown arms and legs, 
shining black eyes, and swarthy beards ; here and there a 
white bournous, but most of them in camel-hair garments of 
nondescript hue and elementary fashion. She looked around 
and saw the tents and appurtenances of nomad Arab life — the 
tethered camels and asses, the veiled women, the naked chil- 
dren, and prowling dogs. Two chocolate-coloured mites, 
clothed in sunshine and innocence, were standing close by, 
staring at the white strangers with wonder, and a dog lounged 
up and sniffed around with marked suspicion. He growled 
angrily, and on Gretchen making a movement hastily re- 
treated; then from the safe distance of a few yards stood 
contemplating her. Dog and woman looked each other in 
the eyes, ana then with lowered ears and wagging tail did 
the scavenger advance, making friendly overtures which were 
met half way. 

A child approached, and Gretchen held out her hand to it ; 
but the mother ran forward with angry jabberings and 
snatched it away. And now the sociable dog turned him 
suddenly about, and rushed barking out of camp in the 
direction of the sandhills, followed by the other dogs of the 
place ; for along the borders of the desert, where the heaving 
sand meets the green palm-trees, there came three ridden 



Swift and quiet was the dromedaries' approach with long 
swinging stride and low abdominal rumbling; they sailed 
into camp, were down on their bellies, and their riders had 
dismounted in a few seconds. 

A tall meagre man with beard as white as his bournous, 
skin of darkest copper hue, and eyes which shone out eagle- 
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like from beneath his many-tasseled kuffi, strode into camp, 
and in his masterful gait one could see that this- was the 
Sheikh. Women, children, and dogs closed around him, 
though at a respectful distance, whilst the men salaamed and 
wished many a welcome. 

" What is the news ? " he began. 

Then all the womankind chattered in Babel explanation, so 
that the noise was distracting, till the Sheikh called angrily 
for silence, adding an uncomplimentary proverb about women 
and geese. 

" Come here, Khamzi, and speak short and clear." 

A young man approached and said, " Health be with you, 
Sheikh Abd-el-Rusas, it is thus : yesterday did the breath of 
Allah destroy a ship of the unfaithful. Hassan and Hussein- 
el- Assouad set forth in the barque to see if haply there were 
any spoils for the Faithful, and indeed we have gained a good 
store ; but, besides, there be two unbelievers who were found 
on the date-stone rock." 

A savage light came into the old chief's eyes. 

"It is a better gift than all the chattels. Allah is great, 
and his ears are fine of hearing ; he has heard my prayers 
that I might live to revenge the robbery of my daughter. 
Christian dogs carried her off twenty years ago, and to-day 
shall Christian dogs suffer a just retribution. By the 
Prophet's beard, it will be holy revenge ! — Where are these 
people?" 

The crowd moved/back, and a chorus of voices said, " Here 
they are!" 

Gretchen had taken her husband's head on her lap, and 
Sigmund, though now half conscious, was lying motionless and 
exhausted. 

The Sheikh went up and kicked him : " Awake, dog ! You 
presume to lie here like a True-Believer taking kef in his 
harem ! Awake, I say ; you will soon have more than enough 
of sleep." 

Sigmund slowly rose to his feet and looked about him 
curiously ; he glanced down at his tattered garments, stained 
and sodden by the sea, and his left arm was stiff from the 
blood which had trickled from a wound received as the waves 
had dashed him against the rocks. Then he lifted his eyes to 
the Sheikh and said in Arabic, " Misfortune has overtaken us; 
we crave your protection." 
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" It is well, dog, you speak our language," answered the 
old man, " so that you may learn your fate and the cause of 
it. I have sworn to be revenged on one of your faith for a 
great injury done me by your people. It is long, ago but my 
memory is good. Some of them came amongst us, craving 
hospitality and protection as you do ; I treated them almost as 
though they had been Moslems ; they ate of my bread and 
rode my horses, hunted with me and drank of the same well. 
The reward I got for thus favouring dogs was just ; Allah 
punished me for my transgression. You people are like the 
black savages across the sea ; when you are full you murder, 
when you are hungry you steal. These outcasts did both ; 
they stole my only child in the night, and when the robbery 
was discovered and we pressed hard upon them, they drew us 
into ambush and shot us down. From that day to this have I 
waited for my revenge, and now I hold it ! " 

"What doesjhe say, Sigmund?" asked Gretchen, anx- 
iously. 

" Nothing pleasant, my dear." 

But when she at last heard the truth, she fell at the Sheikh's 
feet and begged in mute appeal for mercy. She even made 
him understand by signs that if one had to die they should 
take her and not her husband. 

"The better revenge!" was the grim answer. Then 
turning to Sigmund the Sheikh added, " Often have I 
thought of this day and what I should do, though I dared not 
hope for such an opportunity. But Allah is good, and fulfils 
the desires of him who waits." 

Then he gave orders for the carrying out of his designs, 
and there was no hesitation or considering in his manner. 

Gretchen was seized and tied to a stake, and Sigmund, who 
sprang to her rescue, was roughly held back and bound to 
another close by. Then, a few feet oif , were a couple of small 
tripods fixed in the ground and on these was placed a long 
Arab gun, loaded almost to the muzzle and pointing directly at 
Gretchen. The pan was filled with powder, in which was 
fixed a long candle set round with horn. 

"By sunset the candle will have burned down to the 
powder, if a spark do not chance to fall before," said the 
Sheikh, " and then you will see a sight." 

" Point it at me, not at her*, Sheikh ! " called Sigmund, 
the sweat of agony on his forehead. 
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" Fear not, dog ! Your time will come to-morrow." 

The sun was high and hot in the heavens .now, beating 
down on the heads of the prisoners. * The Sheikh sat in the 
entranoe of his tent, watching his victims with pitiless com- 
posure. From time to time cud Sigmund struggle madly to 
free himself, yelling in despair, now beseeching nis tormentor 
for mercy, now breaking out into wildest vituperation. Often 
did the Sheikh's eyes glow with rage, and once he got up and 
struck Sigmund in the face, spitting on him and calling him a 
dog and son of a dog ; but then smiled horribly and said, 
" You would have me kill you at once, but I will not. Those 
dirt-born thieves made my daughter suffer long ; why should 
not you?" 

As the day wore on Gretchen grew delirious from fear and 
the scorching heat ; wild screams and dull moans, prayers and 
beseechings, from a throat hoarse with thirst, filled the quiver- 
ing air, 

" Gretchen, my own, own, poor darling life. It is no use," 
sobbed Sigmund. " Let us speak to each other a few words 
and pray together that we meet after death." And these two 
martyrs mingled their voices in supplication. 

Towards sunset, when the candle was very low, the sky 
suddenly darkened as a wind chased thick clouds from the 
north. 

" Oh, good-bye, darling, darling husband ! " cried Gretchen ; 
" it must come any moment now." 

Sigmund became quite wild with agony, but his shouts 
were all at once silenced by a deafening clap of thunder. 

A moment later and the rain fell. 

The candle was extinguished. 

" It is a sign," said the Sheikh. " Allah would have me 
keep them yet a while. Allah is great, there is no God but 
him. His will be law." 



This man had a propensity for hachlsh, especially when 
thwarted or vexed. He took a good dose of the hempen 
narcotic now, and sat in the door of his tent with swaying head 
and half -closed eyes, as he talked and hummed to himself in 
a sing-song voice. In this state there occurred to him a truly 
fiendish idea, and he managed to recognise therein a divine 
inspiration. 
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On the morrow he got together his people and set them to 
build two small huts of palm trunks and bamboos, with a 
grated window in each. They faced each other, and were about 
six feet apart. 

" Allah would have me spread out the pleasure of my 
revenge on these dogs as one eats colocasia, slowly," said the 
Sheikh as he superintended the work. 

The prisoners were placed one in each of these cells, a chain 
round the ankle, the other end fastened to the ground. They 
could just reach the grated windows and see each other. A 
special watchman was set over them, and hislif e was the earnest 
of their safe custody. 

And thus they remained for months. 

For though the Sheikh often roamed about by the week he 
made this place his headquarters, and always left some of his 
tribe behind. 

It was his chief delight when- at home to watch the suffer- 
ings of the wretched captives, and he would sit for hours 
between the two huts and taunt them in their agony. For 
Gretchen was visibly wasting away, her form emaciated, her 
eyes sunken, her face white and thin ; and Sigmund, seeing 
the daily havoc being wrought, was nearly mad with grief and 
excitement. 

They would pass almost the whole day at their gratings, 
though now they spoke little. She would sometimes be seized 
with sudden fits of fainting, and Sigmund would think she 
was dying. Then would he drag wildly at his chain and beat 
his hands against the bars till they were stained with his 
blood. 

" Let me at least approach her," he would cry with piteous 
tears. " Let me touch her hand, if only for once. Oh, Sheikh, 
have pity, as you hope for pity yourself ! Allah approves not 
such cruelty." 

" Peace dog ! Pollute not the Sacred Name with thy carrion 
lips." 

"Will you never grant my prayer ? Never ? " 

"When you shaft see the stars at mid-day!" and the 
Arab chuckled grimly, adding, "Patience, patience, dogs; 
for with patience cometh the grave." 

Sometimes would the womankind come to mock them, sing- 
ing songs of disdainful satire. There was one beautiful 
girl of about fifteen, who always came and sang the 
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same verse, but there seemed more of pity than irony in the 
sad wandering melody and the tone in which it was sung. 
The words were : " From rosy sunrise to mid-day await I my 
lover and he cometh not ; and with Love's fire I am parched 
and filled. I thought he might be angered and sent him 
the tears of my eyes. But he sent back word, saying, I am 
taken captive, oh, my life. Allah send you down patience, 
my poor one.' "* 

She would sit singing this at intervals till the sun went 
down behind the feathery palm-trees. Then quickly came the 
night, the time of bitterest suffering ; for rack of mind and 
sickness of body banished sleep, till exhaustion brought on a 
dull stupor ; but ere this weary relief would come there rolled 
by many a leaden hour, and then it was that these two would 
whisper hopelessly. 

" Gretchen ! Gretchen ! what will be the end of this life of 
hell, this refinement of cruelty? " he would wail, with his face 
against the bars. "It is the retribution of my crime, but 
why should you suffer too, my poor darling ? What is death 
compared to this ? Oh, that we could die ! " 

"I have a presentiment that we shall die together, hus- 
band." 

" Pray God we may ! " 

They would long since have tried to hasten their end by 
refusing all food, but such an attempt had once been met 
by condign punishment, and this took the form of nameless 
cruelties on Gretchen. 

They had thus been existing some ten months, and the 
tribe was about to change their head-quarters, when one day 
the Sheikh suddenly died from the effects of hachish. He 
had become of late a perfect slave to the drug, and in his 
exaltation practised shocking barbarities on his prisoners, so 
that Gretchen was now half demented. 

The night of the funeral there was held a great fantasia, of 
a semi-mournful, semi- convivial character. The guardian of 
the prisoners left his .charge, for the sound of the lutes and 
tambourines, the smell of baked meats and spices, the flaring 
camp fires and torches, were irresistibly seductive. 

He had not been gone long when there crept up to the huts 
the girl of the sad song. She brought with her an axe, which 

* Well known Arab song. 
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she pushed between the grating of the male prisoner's dwelling 
and at once disappeared. 

# # # # * 

Two figures in strange tattered garments crept down the 
rocky shore of the Eed Sea — a man supporting a woman, her 
face wan and fearful, her hair quite white, her gait weak and 
faltering. 

It was noon, and the dancing waves shone blithely in the 
dazzling light. 

Some fishing-boats were drawn up on to the shingle of a 
little bay between the rocks ; but no fishermen were there, 
for they had not yet returned from the Sheikh's funeral. Most 
of the craft were too heavy to be launched by one person, but 
there was a small boat which the man managed to push into 
the water. 

" Come, Gretchen ; it is our only chance." 
Two hours later, and the boat was but a speck in the 
distance. 

They sat in the stern. Her head was on his shoulder, his 
hand on the tiller. Every now and then he pressed her to his 
bosom, whispering words of courage and of love. 

" The wind is favourable, my life. We shall fall in with 
some ship. Oh, my Gretchen, take heart ! " 

" I am contented, husband. I have you once more, and 
care not what happens so I have you to the last." 
A sail appeared in the distance. 

But it came and went again, for the little boat was either 
not noticed, or those in the ship took her for a fisher plying 
her trade. 

The wind freshened; by sunset the waves were washing 
into the boat. 

"I must take down some of the sail," said Sigmund. 
" Gretchen, you hold the rudder, like this." 

But as he was at the task of reefing, a wave wrenched the 
tiller from Gretchen's feeble hands ; the wind slewed round 
the boat, she gave a lurch, and next moment capsized. 

Blood red was the sky to westward as Sigmund, clinging 
to the keel and holding tight his wife, rose and fell on the 
tossing billows. Longingly did his eyes sweep the horizon as 
a wave heaved high the rolling hulk ; then they swirled into 
the trough, and green water towered around with suck and 
wash, 
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With the sun sank the wind, and the waters lost their 
passion, though the swinging swell remained. They spoke 
Kttle, but sometimes he whispered in her ear and kissed her 
cold face. Once or twice she faltered back a word, for her 
arms were round his neck and her mouth close to his ear. 

Darker grew the sky and air and waters; the wave was 
now sombre blue, though capped with green, rippling over 
in foam at the crest in the dying wind. 

The first stars began to pierce the sky. 
" I cannot any longer, deary," murmured Gretchen. 
" I will hold you. Keep your courage up." But he felt 
his own strength almost gone. 

There was a long silence. 

At last he felt her press him gently. 

" Can you still a little longer, Gretchen ? " 

There came the broken answer, fainting and indistinct, 
" No, darling, almost done for now." 

He looked at her, and met her true grey eyes, brave and 
confiding to the last. 

In vain, in vain he peered for succour across the sullen 
wilderness of waters, and then he closed his eyes, waiting for 
the end of his strength. 

Slowly her grasp relaxed. 

"Oh, Gretchen!" he cried, and looked at her in dying 
agony. . 

Alight! alight! 

The coloured lamps of a steamer seemed close to them. 

He shouted with the energy of hope. 

Other shouts answered his own. He heard the beating of 
a screw and a rush of dividing waters. 

A dark shape loomed up and shot towering by. 

Again he called with the might of frenzy. 

An agonising pause, and then a boat's splash down from 
the davits, men tumbling into her— rough voices, the thud of 
oars. 

" Here they are, mates ; easy ! " in good nautical English. 

Strong arms seized him. 

" Take — Gretchen — here ! " was as much as he could say. 

That ship was bound for a far country, and thither they 
went. 

I pray that it may fare well with them in the sturdy young 
land. 
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They have suffered enough. 

But he is dead to the World of his youth. 



It is not many weeks since I heard from him. He is again 
working his way up the ladder of life, and this time with the 
caution and experience taught by his terrible fall. 
• His wife will ever love and encourage him most surely. 

Once more, may. it fare well with them both ! 



THE END. 
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acter, situations, murder, gold mines, excursions, and alarms. The bcok is so rich in promise 
that we hope to receive some day from Air. Hill a romance which will win every vote." — 
Saturday Review. 

COUNTESS SARAH. 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

Author or "The Ironmaster." 

TRANSLATED, WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT, FROM THE 118th FRENCH EDITION. 

" The book contains some very powerful situations and first-rate character studies."— 
WkUthallRtvitv. 

BETWEEN MIDNIGHT AND DAWN. 

By INA L. CASSILIS. 
Author of "Society's Queen," "Strangely Wooed: Stbasoely Won," Ac. " 

NUMA ROUMESTAN ; OR, JOY ABROAD AND 
GRIEF AT HOME. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
TRANSLATED BY Mrs. J. G. LAYARD. 

•* * Numa Roumestan ' is a masterpiece ; it is really a perfect work ; it hasno fault, no weak- 
ness. It is a compact and harmonious whole. "—Mr. Henry James. 
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VIZETELLY & CO.'S ONE-VOLUME NOVELS- Continued. 
A MUMMER'S WIFE, a realistic novel. 

By GEORGE MOORE, Author of " A Modern Lover." 
" A striking book, different in tone from current English fiction. The woman's character is 

a Tery powerfulstudy."- Athenawm. 

"'A Mummer's Wife,' in virtue of its vividness of presentation and real literary skill, may 

be regarded as in some degree a representative example of the work of a literary school that has 

of late years attracted to itself a good deal of the notoriety which is a very useful substitute 

for fame."— Spectator. 

•• ' A Mummer's Wife ' holds at present a unique position among English novels. It is a 

conspicuous success of its kind."— Graphic. 



THE FORKED TONGUE. 

By R. LANGSTAFF DE HAVILLAND, M.A. 
Author of " Enslaved," &c. 



THE THREATENING EYE. 

By E. F. KNIGHT. 
Author or "A Cruise in the Falcon." 



In Large Crown Svo, beautifully printed on toned paper, and handsomely bound, wiih 

gilt edges, price 7s. 6d., suitable in every way for a present, 

An Illustrated Edition of M. Ohnet's Celebrated Novel, 

THE IRONMASTER; OR, LOVE AND PRIDE. 

Translated from the 146th. French Edition and Containing 42 Full- Page 
Engravings by French Artists, Printed Separate from the Text. 

" M. Georges Ohnet's ' Ironmaster ' has proved the greatest literary success in any language 
of recent times, the author having already realised £12,000 from the French edition of the work." 

" The Ironmaster" is published in small 8vo, without the Illustrations, 

price 3s. 6d. 

Second Edition, in small Svo, price ds. Qd. 

A MODERN LOVER. 

By GEORGE MOORE. Author of "A Mummer's Wife." 
In small Svo, price 2s. Qd. 

CAROLINE BAUER AND THE COBURGS. 

FROM THE GERMAN. 

Illustrated with fwo carefully engraved Portraits of Caroline Bauer. 

" Caroline Bauer's name became in a mysterious and almost tragic manner connected with 
those of two men highly esteemed and well remembered in England— Prince Loopold of Coburg, 
the husband and widower of Princess Charlotte, afterwards first King of the Belgians, and his 
nephew, Prince Albert's trusty friend and adviser, Baron Stockmar."— 2%e Tivut. 

" Caroline Bauer was rather hardly used in her lifetime, but she certainly contrived to take 
a very exemplary revenge. People who offended her are gibbeted in one of the most fascinating 
books that has appeared for a long time. Nothing essential escaped her eye, and she could 
describe as well as she could observe. She lived in England when George IV. and his remark- 
able Court were conducting themselves after their manner, and she collected about as pretty a 
set of seandals as ever was seen." — Vanity Fair. 
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Fourth Edition, in Post &vo, handsomely bound, price 7s. 6d. 

SIDE-LIGHTS ON ENGLISH SOCIETY: 

&kttcf)t& from life, £>oriaI an* Satirical. 
By E. C. GRENYILLE-MURJU.Y. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH NEARLY 300 CHARACTERISTIC ENGRAVINGS. 



C0NTENT8:-I. FLIRTS. II. ON HBR BRITANNIC MAJESTY^ SERVICE. III. 
SEMI-DETACHED WIVES. IV. |NOBLE LORDS. V. YOUNG WIDOWS. VL OUR SIL- 
VERED YOUTH, OR NOBLE OLD BOYS. 



" This is a startling book. The volume is expensively and elaborately got up ; the writing is 
bitter, unsparing, and extremely clever." — Vanity Fair. 

"Mr. Grenville-Murray sparkles very steadily throughout the present volume, and puts to 
excellent use his incomparable knowledge of life and manners, of men and cities, of appearances 
and facts. Of his several descants upon English types, I shall only remark that they are 
brilliantly and dashingly written, curious as to their matter, and admirably readable."— Truth. 

"No one can question the brilliancy of the sketches, nor affirm that ' Side-Lights ' is aught but 

a fascinating book The book is destined to make a great noise in the world."— Whitehall 

JUifUw. ___ 

Second Edition, with Frontispiece and Vignette, price 5*. 

HIGH LIFE IN FRANCE UNDER 
THE REPUBLIC: 

SOCIAL AND SATIRICAL SKETCHES IN PARIS AND THE PROVINCES. 

By E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY. 
Author of "Side Lights on English Society," Ac. • 

" Take this book as it stands, with the limitations imposed upon its author by circumstances, 

and it will be found very enjoyable The volume is studded with shrewd observations on 

French life at the present day." — Spectator. 

" A very clever aDd entertaining series of social and satirical sketches, almost French in their 
point and vivacity. "—Contemporary Review. 
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In Large Post &vo, cloth gilt, price 9s. 

IMPRISONED IN A SPANISH CONVENT: 

AN ENGLISH GIRL'S EXPERIENCES. 

By E. C. GRENVILLE- MURRAY. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH PAGE AND OTHER ENGRAVINGS. 



THE RICH WIDOW (reduced from the original engraving). 
Second Edition, in large Svo, liandsomely bound, with gilt edges, price 10s. 6d. 

PEOPLE I HAVE MET. 

By E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY. 

Illustrated with 54 tinted Page Engravings, from Designs by Fred. Barnard. 

CONTENTS : — 

The Old Earl. The Rector. The Doctor. The Bachelor. 

The Dowager. The Curate. The Retired Colonel. The Younger Son. 

The Family Solicitor. The Governess. The Chaperon. The Grandmother. 

The College Don. The Tutor. The Usurer. The Newspaper Editor. 

The Rich Widow. The Promising Son. The Spendthrift. The Butler. 

The Ornamental Director. The Favourite Daughter. Le Nouveau Riche. The Devotee. 

The Old Maid. The Squire. The Maiden Aunt. 



"Mr. Granville-Murray's pages sparkle with cleverness and with a shrewd wit, caustic or 
cynical at times, but by no means excluding a due appreciation of the softer virtues of women 
and the sterner excellences of men. The talent of the artist (Mr. Barnard) is akin to that of the 
author, and the result of the combination is a book that, once taken up, can hardly be laid down 
until the last page is perused. "— Spectator. 



An Edition of "PEOPLE I HAVE MET" is published in small 8vo, 
with Sixteen Illustrations, price 6s. 
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A buck of the regency : frmn "J)UTCH PICTURES: 



" Mr. £ala's best work has in it sometliirig of Montaigne, a great deal of Charges Lamb— trade 
deeper and broader— and not a little of Lamb's model, tbe accomplished and quaint Sir Thomas 
Brown. These * Dutch Pictures ' and * Pictures Done With a Quill' thould be placed alongside 
Oliver Wendell Holmes's inimitable budgets of friendly gossip and Thackeray's 'Roundabout 
Papers.' They display to perfection the quick eye, good taste, and ready hand of the torn 
essayist— they are never tiresome." —Daily Ttlegraph. 
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In Crown, 8t?o, price 5*. 

DUTCH PICTURES, and PICTURES DONE 
WITH A QUILL. 

Illustrated with a Frontispiece and other Page Engravings. 

FORMING THE FIRST VOLUME OF THE 

CHOICER MISCELLANEOUS WORKS OF GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

A SMALL NUMBER OF OOPIES OF THE ABOVE WORK HAVE BEEN PRINTED IN DEMY OCTAVO, 
ON HAND-MADE PAPER, WITH THE ILLUSTRATIONS ON INDIA PAPER MOUNTED. 

The Graphic remarks : " Wo have received a sumptuous now edition of Mr. G. A. Sala's well- 
known 'Dutch Pictures.' It is printed on rough paper, and is enriched with many admirable 
illustrations." 



Uniform with tlie above Volume, 

UNDER THE SUN. 

ESSAYS MAINLY WRITTEN IN HOT COUNTRIES. 

By GEOKGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Illustrated with an etched Portrait of tlte Author, and various Page Engravings. 



In One Volume, DemySvo, 560 pages, price 12s., the Fifth Edition of 

AMERICA REVISITED, 

From the Bay of New York to the Gulf of Mexico, 
and from Lake Michigan to the Pacific; 

INCLUDING A SOJOURN AMONG THE MORMONS IN SALT LAKE CITY. 

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH NEARLY 400 ENGRAVINGS. 

CONTENTS. 

Outward Bound. In Richmond. The Wonderful Prairie City. 

Thanksgiving Day in New York. Genial Richmond. The Home of the Setting Sun. 

Transformation of New York. In the Tombs— and out of them. At Omaha. 

All the Fun of the Fair. Prosperous Augusta. The Road to Eldorado. 

A Morning with Justice. The City of many Cows. Still on the Roaxf to Eldoralo. 

On the Cars. A Pantomime in the South. At Last. m 

Fashion and Food in New York. Arrogant Atlanta. Aspects of 'Frisco. 

The Monumental City. The Crescent City. China Town. 

Baltimore come to Life again. On Canal Street. The Drama in China Town. 

The Great Grant " Boom/* In Jackson Square. Scenes in China Town. 

A Philadelphia Babel. A Southern Parliament China Town by Night. 

At the Continental. , Sunday in New Orleans From 'Frisco to Salt Lake City. 

Christmas and the New Year. The Carnival Booming. Down among the Mormons. 

On to Richmond. The Carnival Booms. The Stock-yards of Chicago. 

Still on to Richmond. Going West. 
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* It was like your imperence to come smouchin' round here, looking after de white folks' washin." 



*' In ' America Revisited ' Mr. Sain is seen at his very best; better even than in his Paris 
book, more evenly genial and gay, and with a fresher subject to handle."— World. 

" Mr. Sale's good stories lie thick as plums in a pudding throughout this handsome work."— 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

" A new book of travel by Mr. Sala is sure to be welcome. He possesses the happy knack of 
adorning whatever he touches, and of finding something worth telling when traversing beaten 
ground."— Athenaum. 

" A pleasant day may be spent with this book. Open where you will you find kindly chat 
and pleasant description. The illustrations are admirable."— Vanity Fair. 

4 {J\a for*the style of this entertaining and livoly book, it is exactly what we should have 
expected. The writer is full of life, observation, and swiftness to seize upon salient and charac- 
teristic points. His description of the Chinese quarter of San Francisco may be strongly com- 
mended. — Saturday Review. 

" This brilliant work possesses an irresistible charm, difficult to define indeed, but none the 
less delightful. Reading it is like listening to a good talker— the usual slightly wearisome sense 
of reading is effaced by the vivaciousness of the style in which the cleverest feuilletoniste of the day 
ims narrated his experiences on the occasion of his last visit to America."— Morning Pott. 

" « America Revisited ' isjbright, lively, and amusing. We doubt whether Mr. Sala could be 
dull even if ho tried."*— (Hoo*. 
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Seventh Edition, in Grown $vo, 558 pages, attractively bound, price 3*. 6d. t 
or gilt at the side and with gilt edges, 5*. 

PARIS HERSELF AGAIN. 

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

WITH 350 CHARACTERISTIC ILLUSTRATIONS BY FRENCH ARTISTS. 



" The author's 'round-about ' chapters are as animated as they are varied and sympathetic, 
for few Englishmen have the French verve like Mr. Sala, or so light a touch on congenial subjects. 
He has stores of out-of-the-way information, a very many-sided gift of appreciation, with a 
singularly tenacious memory, and on subjects like those in his present work he is at his best."— 
The Timet, 

" Most amusing letters they are, with clever little pictures scattered so profusely through 
the solid volume that it would be difficult to prick the edges with a pin at any point without 
coming upon one or more. Few writers can rival Mr. Sola's fertility of illustration and ever 
ready command of lively comment."— Daily New$. 

" * Paris Herself Again ' furnishes a happy illustration of the attractiveness of Mr. Sala's style 
and the fertility of his resources. For those who do and those who do not know Paris these 
volumes contain a rand of instruction and amusement." — Saturday Review. 

" This book is one of the most readable that has appeared for many a day. Few Englishmen 
know so much of old and modern Paris as Mr. Sala. Endowed with a facility to extract humour 
from every phase of the world's stage, and blessed with- a wondrous store of recondite lore, he 
outdoes himself when he deals with a city like Paris that he knows so well, and that affords such 
an opportunity for his pen." — Truth. 

" « Paris Herself Again ' is infinitely more amusing than most novels, and will give you 
information which you can turn to advantage, and innumerable anecdotes for the dinner-table and 
the smoking-room. There is no style so chatty and so unwearying as that of which Mr. Sala is a 
—- *— " -The World. 
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ZOLA'S POWERFUL REALISTIC NOVELS. 

In Crown 8w, price 6*. each. 



PIPING HOT! 

("POT-BOUILLE.") 

Translated from the 63rrf French edition. Illustrated with Sixteen Page 

Engravings by French Artists. 



NANA: 

TRANSLATED WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT PROM THE 127th FRENCH EDITION. 

Illustrated with Twenty-Four Tinted Page Engravings, by French Artists, 

Mr. HENBY JAMES on "NANA." 
" A novelist with a system, a passionate, conviction, a neat plan— incontestable attributes of 
M. Zola— is not now to be easily found in England or the United States, where the story-teller's 
art is almost exclusively feminine, is mainly in the hands of timid (even when very accomplished) 
women, whose acquaintance with life is severely restricted, and who are not conspicuous for 
general views. The novel, moreover, among ourselves, is almost always addressed to young 
unmarried ladies, or at least always assumes them to be a large part of the novelist's public 

" This fact, to a French story-teller, appears, of course, a damnable restriction, and M. Zola 
would probably decline to take au $&ieux any work produced under such unnatural conditions. 
Half of life is a sealed book to young unmarried ladies, and how can a novel be worth anything 
that deals only with half of life? These objections are perfectly valid, and it may be said that 
our English system is a good thing for virgins and boys, and a bad thing for the novel itself, 
when the novel is regarded as something more than a simple jew tfesprit, and considered as a 
composition that treats of life at large and helps us to know." 



THE "ASSOMMOIR;" 

(The Prelude to "Nana.") 

TRANSLATED WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT FROM THE 97th FRENCH EDITION. 

Illustrated with Sixteen Tinted Page Engravings, by French Artists: 

"After reading Zola's novels it seems as if in all others, even in the truest, there were a veil 
between the reader and the things described, and there is present to our minds the same difference 
as exists between the representations of human faces on canvas and the reflection of the same 
faces in a mirror. It is like finding truth for the first time. 

"Zola is one of the most moral novelists in France, and it is really astonishing how anyone 
can doubt this. He makes us note the smell of vice, not its perfume : his nude figures are those 
of the anatomical table, which do not inspire the slightest immoral thought ; there is not one of 
his books, not even the crudest, that does not leave behind it pure, firm, and unmistakable 
aversion, or scorn, for the base passions of which he treats." — Signor de Amici*. 

The above Works are published without the Illustrations, price 5s. each. 



In Preparation. Uniform with the above Volumes. 

GERMINAL; OR, MASTER AND MAN. 
THE RUSH FOR THE SPOIL 
THE LADIES' PARADISE. 
THERfeSE RAQUIN. 
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THE ARRIVAL OF THE ELEVEN YOUNG MEN AT NANA'S EVENING PARTY. 
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In large Svo, handsomely bound and gilt, price 7s. 6d. 
A NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION OP M. EMILE ZOLA'S REALISTIC NOVEL, 

NANA. 

Illustrated with upwards of 100 Engravings, nearly half of which are full-page. 

TO BE FOLLOWED BT ILLUSTRATED EDITIONS OP 

THE "ASSOMMOIR," PIPING HOT I 

AND THE BEST OP.M. ZOLA'S MORE POPULAR WORKS. 



In Crown Svo, handsomely bound and gilt, price 6s. , the Third and Completely 
Revised Edition of 

THE STORY OF 

THE DIAMOND NECKLACE, 

COMPRISING A SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF THE COUNTESS DE LA MOTfE, PRE- 
TENDED CONFIDANTE OF MARIE-ANTOINETTE, WITH PARTICULARS OF THE 
CAREERS OF THE OTHER ACTORS IN THIS REMARKABLE DRAMA. 

Br HENRY VIZETELLY. 

Author op " Berlin Under The New Empire," " Paris in Peril," Ac. 

Illustrated with an Exact Representation of the Diamond Necklace, from a contemporary 
Drawing, and a. Portrait of the Countess de la Motte, engraved on Steel. 

"Mr. Vizetelly's tale has all the interest of a romance which is too strange not to be true. 
His summing up of the evidence, both negative and positive, which exculpates Marie- 
Antoinette from any complicity whatever with the scandalous intrigue in which she was 
represented as bearing a part, is admirable."— Saturday Review. 

"We emn, without fear of contradiction, describe Mr. Henry Visetelly'a < Story of the 
Diamond Necklace' as a book of thrilling interest. He has not only executed his task 
with skill and faithfulness, but also with tact and delicacy.'*— Standard, 

" Had the most daring of our sensational novelists put forth the present plain unvarnished 
statement of facts as a work of fiction, it would have been denounced as so violating all 

Solvabilities as to be a positive insult to the common sense of the reader. Yet strange, startling, 
comprehensible as is the narrative which tLe author has here evolved, every word of it is true." 
—Noiu and Queries. 

In Large Crown 8vo, handsomely printed and bound, price 6#. 

THE AMUSING 

ADVENTURES OF GUZMAN OF ALFARAQUE. 

A Spanish Novel. Translated by EDWARD LOWDELL. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH HIGHLY-FINISHED ENGRAVINGS ON STEEL FROM DESIGNS BY STAHL 

"The wit, vivacity and variety of this masterpiece cannot be over-estimated."— M anting Put. 
" A very well executed translation of a famous ' Rogue's Progress.'"— Sped at or. 
" The story is infinitely amusing, and illustrated as it is with several excellent designs on 
steel, it will be acceptable to a good many readers." — Scotoma*. 
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In Crown 8tw, attractively hound, price 2s. 6d. 

THE RED CROSS, and other Stories. 

By LUIGI. 

" The short stories are the best— Luigi is in places tender and pathetic."— Athenceum. 
" The plans of the tales are excellent. Many of the" incidents are admirable, and there is a 
good deal of pathos in the writing."— Scotsman. 



In Two Volumes, post %vo, price 10*. 6d. 

SOCIETY NOVELETTES. 

By P. C. BURNAND, H. SAVILE CLARKE, R. E. FRANCILLOX, JOSEPH HATTON, 
RICHARD JEFFERIES, the Author of " A French Heiress in her own Chateau," &c. &c. 

Illustrated with numerous Page aud other Engravings, from Designs by 
M, Caldeeott, TAnley Sambourne, M. E. Edwards, E. Dadd, &e. 

" The reader will not be disappointed in the hopes raised by Messrs. Vizctelly's pleasing 
volumes. . . . There is much that is original and clever in these ' Society ' tales"— Athenceum. 

" Many of the stories are of the greatest merit ; and indeed with such contributors, the 
reader might be sure of the unusual interest and amusement which these volumes supply." — 
Daily Telegraph. 

In Crown 8vo, price Zs. 6d. 
A NEW EDITION, COMPRISING MUCH ADDITIONAL 1MATTER, OF 

IN STRANGE COMPANY. 

By JAMES GREENWOOD (the "Amateur Casual"). 

ILLU8TRATED WITH A PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHOR, ENGRAVED ON 8TEEL. 



In square Svo, cloth gilt, price 3*. 6d. 

LAYS OF THE SAINTLY; 

OR, THE NEW GOLDEN LEGEND. 

By the London Hermit (W. PARKE), 

WITH HUMOROUS ILLUSTRATIONS ST J. LEITCH. 

" Lovers of laughter, raillery, and things ludicrous would do well to become possessed of this 
volume of humorous poems levelled against the absurd though amusing superstitions of the 
Middle Ages."— Newcastle Chronicle. 



In Post Svo, price 2s. 6d. 

THE CHILDISHNESS AND BRUTALITY OF 
THE TIME: 

Some Plain Truths in Plain Language. 

By HARGRAVE JEKNINGS, Aathor of 'The Rosicrucians, " &c. 

" Mr. Jennings has a knack of writing in good, racy, trenchant style. His sketch of behind 
the scenes of the Opera, and his story of a mutiny on board an Indiaman of the old time, are 
penned with surprising freshness and spirit."— Daily Newt, 

« 
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In Demy 4to, handsomely i printed and bound, with gilt edges, price 12s. 

A HISTORY OF CHAMPAGNE; 

WITH NOTES ON THE OTHER SPARKLING WINES OF FRANCE. 
By HENRY VIZETELLY. 

Chbvalier or the Order op Franz-Josef. 

WINE JUROR FOR GREAT BRITAIN AT THE VIENNA AND PARIS EXHIBITIONS OF 1873 AND 1878. 

Illustrated with 350 Engravings, 

PROM ORIGINAL SKETCHES AND PHOTOGRAPHS, ANCIENT MSS., EARLY PRINTED 
BOOKS, RARE PRINTS, CARICATURES, ETC. 



"A very agreeable medley of history, anecdote, geographical description, and such like 
matter, distinguished by an accuracy not often found in such medleys, and illustrated in the 
most abundant and pleasingly miscellaneous fashion." — Daily Newt. 

" Mr. Henry Vizetelly's handsome book about Champagne and other sparkling wines of 
France is full of curious information and amusement It should be widely read and appreciated. " 
— Saturday Review. 

"Mr. Henry Visetelly has written a quarto volume on the 'History of Champagne,' in 
which he has collected a large number of facts, many of them very curious and interesting. Many 
of the woodcuts are excellent."— Aihenceum. 



In large imperial Svo, price 6d. 

THE SOCIAL ZOO; 

Satirical, Social, and Humorous Sketches by the Best Writers. 

Copiously Illustrated in Many Styles by well-known Artists. 

NOW READY. 

OUR GILDED YOUTH. By E. C. Grenville-Murray NICE GIRLS. By 

R. Mounteney Jephson NOBLE LORDS. By E. C. Grenville-Murray 

FLIRTS. By E. C. Grenville-Murray OUR SILVERED YOUTH. 

By E. C. Grenville-Murray MILITARY MEN AS THEY WERE. 

By E. Dyne Fenton. 

In double volumes, bound in scarlet cloth, price 2s. 6d. each. 
NEW EDITIONS OF 

Gaboriau's Sensational Novels. 

NOW READY 
l.-THE MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL AND ^HE GILDED CLIQUE. 
2.-THE LEROUGE CASE, AND OTHER PEOPLE'S MONEY. 
3.— LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE. 4.— THE SLAVES OF PARIS. 

^-DOSSIER NO. 113, AND THE LITTLE OLD KAN OF BATIG- 

NOI£JSS. 
6.-IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE* AND INTRIGUES OF A POISONER. 
7.-THE COUNT'S MILLIONS. 8.-THE CATASTROPHE. 



Uniform with the above, 
THE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE LETECTIVE. 

By F. DU BOISGOBEY. 
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In Small Post 8vo, ornamental covers, Is. each. 

Gaboriaits Sensational Novels. 

THE FAVOURITE READING OF PRINCE BISMARCK. 



1 Ah, friend, how many and many a while 

They've made the slow time fleetly flow, 
And solaced pain and charmed exile,. 
Miss Braddon and Gaboriau 1 " 



Ballade of Railway Novel* in "Longman's Magazine.' 

IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE. 

"A story of thrilling interest and admirably translated.*— Sunday Times. 

"Hardly ever has a more ingenious circumstantial case been imagined than that which 

Snts the hero in peril of his life, and the manner in which the proof of his innocence is 
nally brought about is scarcely less skilful.'*' Illustrated Sporting and Dramatic Newt. 

THE LEROUGE CASE. 

"M. Gaboriau is a skilful and brilliant writer, capable of so diverting the attention and 
interest of his readers that not one word or line in his book will be skipped or read care- 
lessly."— Hampshire Advertiser. 

OTHER PEOPLE'S MONEY. 

" The interest is kept up throughout, and the story is told graphically and with a good 
deal of art."— London Figaro. 

LECOQ THE DETECTIVE. Two vols. 

" In the art of forging a tangled chain of complicated incidents involved and in- 
explicable until the last link is reached and the whole made clear, Mr. Wilkie Collins 
is equalled, if not excelled, by M. Gaboriau. The same skill in constructing a story is 
shown by both, as likewise the same ability to build up a superstructure of facts on a 
foundation which, sound enough in appearance, is shattered when the long-concealed 
touchstone of truth is at length applied to it."— Brighton Herald. 

THE GILDED CLIQUE. 

"Full of incident and instinct with life and action. . Altogether this is a most 
fascinating book."— Hampshire Advertiser. 

THE MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL. 

" The Author keeps the interest of the reader at fever heat, and by a succession of un- 
expected turns and incidents, the drama is ultimately worked out to a very pleasant 
result. The ability displayed is unquestionable." —Sheffield Independent. 

DOSSIER NO. 113. 

" The plot is worked out with great skill, and from first to last the reader's erest is 
never allowed to flag." — Dumbarton Herald. 

THE LITTLE OLD MAN OF BATIGNOLLES. 
THE SLAVES OF PARIS. Two vols. 

" Sensational, full of interest, cleverly conceived and wrought out witllconsummate 
skill."— Oxford and Cambridge Journal. 

THE COUNT'S MILLIONS. Two vols. 
INTRIGUES OF A POISONER. 
THE CATASTROPHE. Two vols. 
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Publishing in Monthly Volumes, 1«T each. 

mraroEM with gaboeiaxts sensational novels. 

Du Boisgobets Sensational Novels. 

NOW BEADY. 
THE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE. Two vols. 
THE SEVERED HAND. 
IN THE SERPENTS' COILS. 

TO BE FOLLOWED BY 

THE THUMB STROKE. -BERTHA'S SECRET. -THE 
GOLDEN TRESS.-THE MATAPAN AFFAIR, ETC. 



In Small Post 8w, ornamental covers, Is. each ; in cloCh f 1s. 6u\ 

VIZETELLY'S POPULAR FRENCH NOVELS. 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE BEST EXAMPLES OF RECENT FRENCH 
FICTION OF AN UNOBJECTIONABLE CHARACTER. 



M They are book* that maw be safely left lying about where the ladies of the family can pick them 
up and read them. The interest they create is happily not of the vicious sort at all." 

Sheffield Independent. 

FROMONT THE YOUNGER & RISLER THE ELDER. By 

A. Datjdet. 

" The series starts well with M. Alphonse Daudet's masterpiece."— ^manm. 
"A terrible story, powerful after a sledge-hammer fashion in some parts, and wonder- 
fully tender, touching, and pathetic in others."— Illustrated London Neve. 

SAMUEL BROHL AND PARTNER. By V. Cherbuuez. 

" M. Cherbulies's novels are read by everybody and offend nobody. They are excellent 
studies of character, well constructed, peopled with interesting men and women, and the 
style in which they are written is admirable." — The Times. 

" Those who have read this singular story in the original need not be reminded of that 
supremely dramatic study of the man who lived two lives at once, even within himself. 
The reader's discovery of his double nature is one of the most cleverly managed of sur- 
prises, and Samuel Brohl's final dissolution of partnership with himsolf is a remarkable 
stroke of almost pathetic comedy."— The Graphic. 

THE DRAMA OF THE RUE DE LA PAIX. B 7 a.Beu)t. 

" A highly ingenious plot is developed in ( The Drama of the Rue de la Pair,' in 
which a decidedly interesting and thrilling narrative is told with great force and 
passion, relieved<by sprightliness and tenderness." — Illustrated London Jfevs. 

MAUGARS JUNIOR. By A. Theuriet. 

" One of the most charming novelettes we have read for a long tune."— Literary World. 
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WAYWARD DOSIA, & THE GENEROUS DIPLOMATIST. 

By Heney Greville. 

"As epigrammatic ai anything Lord Beaconsfield has ever written. "^Hampshire 
Telegraph. 

A NEW LEASE OF LIFE, & SAVING A DAUGHTER'S 

DOWRY. By E. About. 

" ' A New Lease of Life ' is an absorbing story, the interest of which is kept up to the 
very end."— Dublin Evening Hail. 

" The story, as a flight of brilliant and eccentric imagination, is unequalled in its 
peculiar way." — The Graphic 

COLOMBA, & CARMEN. ByP.Mfcmufc. 

" The freshness and racineas of ' Coloniba ' is quite cheering after the stereotyped three* 
volume novels with which our circulating libraries are crammed." — Halifax Tuna. 

1 * * Carmen * will be welcomed by the lovers of the sprightly and tuneful opera the heroine 
of which Minnie Hauk made so popular. It is a bright and vivacious story."— Life. 

A WOMAN'S DIARY, & THE LITTLE COUNTESS. By 

0. Feuillet. 

" Is wrought out with masterly skill and affords reading which, although of a slightly 
. sensational kind, cannot be said to be hurtful either mentally or morally."— Dumbarton 
Herald. 

BLUE-EYED META HOLDENIS, & A STROKE OF DIPLO- 

MACY. By V. Cherbuliez. 

" ' Blue-eyed Meta Hoi dents' is a delightful tale."— Civil Service Gazette. 

(<< A Stroke of Diplomacy 'is a bright vivacious story pleasantly told." — Hampshir 
Advertiser. 

THE GODSON OF A MARQUIS. By a. Theuiuet. 

" The rustic personages, the rural scenery and life in the forest country of Argonne, are 
painted with the hand of a master. From the beginning to the close the interest of the 
story never flags."— Life. 

THE TOWER OF PERCEMONT AND MARIANNE. By 

George Sand. 

" George Sand has a great name, and the ' Tower of Percemont ' is not unworthy of it."— 
Illustrated London News. 

THE LOW-BORN LOVER'S REVENGE. By V. Cherbuliez. 

" 'The Low-born Lover's Revenge' is one of M. Cherbuliez's many exquisitely written 
productions. The studies of human nature under various influences, especially in the 
cases of the unhappy heroine and her low-born lover, are wonderfully effective." — Illus- 
trated London Noes. 

THE NOTARY'S NOSE, AND OTHER AMUSING STORIES. 

By E. About. 

" Crisp and bright, full of movement and interest."— Brighton Herald 

DOCTOR CLAUDE ; OR, LOVE RENDERED' DESPERATE. 

By H. Malot. Two vols. 

" We have to appeal to our very first flight of novelists to find anything so artistic in 
English romance as these books."— Dublin Evening Mail, 

THE THREE RED KNIGHTS; OR, THE BROTHERS 1 

VENGEANCE. By P. Feval. 

"The one thjng that strikes us in these stories is the marvellous dramatic skill the 
writers."— SA^flkW Independent. 
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In large 8vo, icith Picture Cover in Colours, from a Design by 
R. C. Woodville, price Is. 

GORDON AND THE MAHDI. 

An Illustrated Narrative of the Soudan War 

TO THE FALL OF KHARTOUM AND THE DEATH 
OF GENERAL GORDON. 
Illustrated wit* 100 Engraving! by the Artist! of tie " Illustrated London Hews.' 



MR. HENRY VIZETELLY'S POPULAR BOOKS ON WINE. 

" Mr. Visetelly discourses brightly and discriminatingly on orus and bouquets and the 
different European vineyards, most of which he has evidently visited." — The Timet. 

"Mr. Henry Vizetelly's books about different wines have an importance aud a value for 
greater than will be assigned them by those who look merely at the price at which they are pub 
ished."— Sunday Times. 

Price Is. 6rf. ornamental cover; or 2s. 6d. in elegant cloth binding. 

FACTS ABOUT PORT AND MADEIRA, 

GLEANED DURING A TOUR IN THE AUTUMN OP 1877. 

By HENRY VIZETELLY. 

Wine Juroe for Great Britain at the Vienna and Paris Exhibitions of 1S73 and 1878. 
With 100 Illustrations from Original Bketohes and Photographs. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 
Price Is. 6d. ornamental cover; or 2s. 6d. in elegant cloth binding. 

FACTS ABOUT CHAMPAGNE 

AND OTHER SPARKLING WINES, 

Collected during numerous Visits to the Champaqne and other Viticcltural Districts 
of France and the Principal remaining Wine- producing Countries of Europe. 

Illustrated with! 112 Engravings from Bketohes and Photographs. 
Price Is. ornamental cover ; or Is. 6d. cloth gilt. 

FACTS ABOUT SHERRY, 

GLEANED IN THE VINEYARDS AND BODEGA8 OF THE JEREZ, & OTHER DISTRICTS. 
Illustrated with numerous Engravings from Original Bketohes. 



Price Is. in ornamental cover ; or Is. 6d. cloth gilt. 

THE WINES OF THE WORLD. 
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